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UNDER THE LIBERAL UMBRELLA. 
HIBERNIA AND THE GRAND OLD WETTER-UN. 


“Just A Wee Bit SHowery,.” 
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ANOTHER ERUPTION! 


UPWARD toward the sky from the yawning crater arose still one more great 
Red Volume. Adown the mountain’s rugged side rolled the stream of liquid 
laughter, creeping onward inch by inch as if to overwhelm the abodes of care 
and dulness, and cover them from the world for ever. The wanderer gazed 
awe-stricken at the impressive sight, and raised his eyes deprecatingly to the 
great, moving Red Volume that hovered in mid air, swaying to and fro as if with 
suppressed laughter, and yet with a something reassuring and beneficent in its 
aspect. 

“Be not alarmed,” said a majestic figure that reared itself high above the 
Wanderer. “The unfathomable depths from which this great Volume has just 
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issued harbour no power destructive to the welfare of humanity—they are the 
Depths of Humour. This apparently threatening fire is but the Fire of Wit. This Volume above you is none other than the 
FORTY-THIRD OF MY NEW SERIES.” 

Then the Wanderer’s heart was comforted, and he flew to envelop himself in the beneficent cloud. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue noticer 4as had a time of it lately! He has been at the theatre 
almost always, and now he is exhausted. Thank goodness, though, 











Tue CarysTat Parace.—" CinpEReLLa”—A PERFORMANCE OF MUCH SHOE-MORE. 


the theatres are exhausted, too, so the noticer has nothing to do but tell 
you all about them—or as much of all about them as he remembers. 
True, everything seems to be spangles, big heads, shapely legs, ‘* Ob, 
you girls!’ ** We'll meet in the sweet by-and-bye,” ‘‘ Where’s his 
rauzzle ?” “It’s all over now with the ladies,” ‘*What cher, ’Ria,” 
** Three acres and a cow,” “*Rum-tiddy, um-tiddy, iddy-iddy-iddy,” 
“I saw you that time!” ‘* Here’s a policeman coming!” and all that 
sort of thing, but he’ll harden his heart and sit down, and there you 
are, don’t you know. 





Tue CrysTAL PALACE.—The peculiarities of the stage and auditorium 
here necessitate a ppatcnine something like a cheap masher—all show. 
Everything goes for nothing (which is cheap) unless there is a big 
spectacle on the gt even then, in most parts of the ‘* house 
you require a pair of spectacles of your own to see it, so that produc- 
tions have here an AI chance of being three times as spectacular as 
anywhere else. Given these conditions, where is the man better able 
than Mr, Augustus Harris to meet them? One may safely credit him 
with marked success without seeing or hearing what he has done for us ; 
and this, unfortunately, is just the position I am compelled to occupy on 
the present occasion, the astuteness of some underling having inter- 
preted the Directors’ invitation (presumably to Acar and see the show) as 
giving access only to a seat somewhere about the twefth row, where my 
senses of sight and hearing were dormant perforce. I am a busy man, 
especially at Christmas time, and I would have hied me back to town at 
once and spent the hours usefully, but that I had a young friend with me 
whose roar (though I’m sure it wasn’t much) I grudged to curtail, 
and so I had to grin and bear it—only I didn’t grin. 


Mem.—They can’t graduate the floor, I suppose, at the Palace, but 
























Tue Granp.—Bivs-Bgarpep. 
eed ‘ le & «he e < | : 
they might at least place the seats in an alternating arrangement of rows, 
so that the occupant of a seat in one row looks between the shoulders of 








the two persons in front of him, instead of in the middle of someone’s 
back, or hat, as the case may be, 


From the little I could see, by occasionally standing up, I should say 
the pantomime fulfils, and more than fulfils, all spectacular requirements, 
that the D’Aubans are capital in their dances, Miss Lilian Francis a 
lively page, Miss Minnie Mario a captivating prince, and Miss Dot 
Mario as dainty and ideal a little Cinderella—humorous withal—as may 
be met with in a good many days’ marches, 


Drury Lang.—Mr. Harris doesn’t mean to be beaten, even by Gus 
Harris, if he can help it; ‘better than the last” is his motto, and 
though the day must inevitably come for ‘‘as good as the last” only, he 
looks like staving it off to the latest possible moment. A/addin, Mr, 
E. L. Blanchard’s latest, is at once gorgeous, comical, and coherent. 
From the moment Mr, Barrett strikes the first chord of his capital 
overture till Harry Payne has cracked his final joke there is abundant 
exercise for eye, ear, and risible muscle, You may think the “Fair 
Women” a trifle off colour and not quite so effective as previous ‘‘ proces- 
sions,” but you cannot fail to be delighted with the ballet which follows, 
and you will think variety of design and splendour can no further go 
until you see the gathering of Aladdin’s attendants and retainers in the 
thirteenth scene, which ycu will find yourself without words to describe. 
The very comical and complete ‘‘ working-men ” scene of the building 
of Aladdin’s palace, too, shows an amount of care, thought, invention, 
and go sufficient to float half a dozen ordinary spectacles. And with 
all this (which isn’t a quarter of what there is) it is a regular children’s 
pantomime, 





APTLY christened Miss Grace Huntley is a dapper and sprightly 








Covent GARDEN.—EntTuHusiastic One.—‘‘'Toutes mes felicitations, mad’moi- 
selle! Que vous etes magnifique! (ue vous etes——” 

Tue Lapy.—‘‘ All right, old chappie! I’m only ma'm’zelle in the bills. 
born at Old Ford,” 


I was 


Aladdin ; Mr. Harry Nicholls practically proves the possibility of be- 
ing intensely comical, as an old woman, without once lapsing into vul- 
garity; there is a sort of determined humour about Mr, Herbert 
Campbell which makes his Abanazar very amusing ; the Sisters Leamar, 
with the able assistance of Miss Clara Grahame, supply the ‘‘ feminine 
interest ;” Mr, Charles Lauri, jun., shows an awe-inspiring suppleness 
as the slave of the ring ; and the contingent from the Surrey, Mr. Victor 
Stevens and the Albert and Edmunds troupe give some excellent 
dancing and smart pantomimicry. Mlle. F. Zampetta is the principal 
dancer—verd, sat, Attopeteas, I don’t think Human Nature need re- 
appear a moment sooner than Mr. Harris chooses, 


Covent GARDEN,—‘‘ The Great International Cirque” proved so 
far satisfactory last year that once again this theatre, packed from 
floer to ceiling with a humanity on occasion of my visit, 
has been secured for the same p » It seems to be about the finest 
thing of its kind we have had, if I may trust experts and knowing ones. 
I’m a bit out of it myself. Certainly the animals appear to be of a 
higher class than ordinary, and look altogether in good case, and the 
performers have all the appearance of being the pick of their class, The 
clowns are a trifle trying, with the exception of George Footitt, who is 
really funny, though he spoils an otherwise well-conceived and comic 


act (in which he shows ro horsemanship, too) by some touches of 


coarseness. There is something of a sameness in all circus acts, but Miss 


| Emma's clever jockey act gained a touch of originality from the presence 


f Miss Rose (what has become of their surnames, I wonder ?) as ring 

























ay 
ts, 
3a 
ot 


ay 


US 
ind 


Mr, 
nt, 
ital 
ant 
‘air 


ws, 
go 
the 
ibe, 
jing 
ion, 
vith 
en’s 


htly 


7 a ae A 


’moi- 


I was 


f be- 
) vul- 
rbert 
mar, 
inine 
eness 
Tictor 
ellent 
cipal 
od re- 


ed so 


visit, 
finest 
ones. 
: of a 
d the 

The 
who is 
comic 
hes of 
t Miss 
esence 
s ring 








JANUARY 6, 1886, 





HUN. 3 








master, Misses Ella Guillaume, Jennie O’Brien (with a flight of pigeons), 
and F, Godfrey all show expertness and daring in no little degree ; 
but Mlle. Diomir Magni’s ‘‘ Pirouette and Somersault Act” is a startler, 
I can tell you. Mr, George Batty’s jockey act is well known, and Mr. 
W. Orford’s bare-backed bar act is good, 


THE acrobatic work is good, too; two Arabs, Abachi and Mazus, 
showing a command of equilibrium suggestive of an ability to take an 
afternoon nap balanced wrong way up on an eyebrow on the cross of St. 














THE STRAND.—MINNIE Patmer ‘‘ THE O_p Home Once AGain” (See Jills). 


Paul’s! A stalwart young lady, graceful of limb and luxuriant of tresses, 
and with an evident sense of the precariousness of her position, per- 
formed some cleverly daring feats on the slack wire, to the accompani- 
ment of a sister artiste on the tight article. One of these ladies is 
Mile, Elivira, and the other Mile. Gisella, but which is which is more 
than I can say. Lauk and Livingston did some good things on their 
‘*silver’’ bars, but Signor Paul Cinquevalli astonished and delighted 
everybody with his wonderful and amusing conjuring. Mlle. Diana 
Dupont gave us a touch of the ** Haut Ecole,” and caused her horse (a 
beauty, by the way) to go through a number of the usual rather undig- 
nified antics, From the announcements in the programme one might 
imagine that all the clowns emanated from La Belle France—but they 
don’t. More about this show next week. 


Tuk GRAND.—This is the only outlying pantomime I shall touch 
upon this week, for reasons not unconnected with space, but it is ** extra 
good,” and deserves seeing. The lines show a noble disregard of the 
laws of rhythm, but otherwise are above the ordinary run for point. 
Mr. Henri Clark was unaccountably dull as Bluebeard (whose legend is 
chosen on this occasion), but the cast is otherwise strong. Tennyson 
and O’Gorman are a really funny couple from the Proniny red and by 
no means obtrusive. Miss Marie Williams is a particularly handsome 
and dashing Selim, singing and dancing with untiring spirit, and smiling 
withal so captivatingly and continuously that we quite miss her beautiful 
teeth when we get out into the foz ; her companion, Hottan Ali, in the 
person of Miss Rose Dearing, is even more captivating. At least, so 
thought a smart young gentleman sitting next to me, who was quite 
** cone,” until, hurriedly returning me the opera-glasses he had borrowed, 
he muttered distractedly, ‘‘ Married; she’s got a wedding ring on!” 
and fled disconsolate to the refreshment bar for the rest of the evening, 
in spite of my suggesting the possibility of widowhood. 


Miss ELLA CHAPMAN is the Fatima, and incidentally gives one of 
her clever banjo solos, while Miss Alice Leamar, ‘‘a younger sister” of 
others known to fame, is pretty and pleasant to look upon as “‘ Sister 
Ann,” and will be a clever dancer when she learns how to put a little 
more “spring” into it; and Mr. Tom Bass, an unobtrusive Mrs, Mus- 
tapha, makes up the tale. It is all well put on; the children’s scene on 
board the Victory will be better with a little more rehearsal and a little 
less variety in boots, but the transformation scene is pretty. Madlle. 
Patti is a nice-looking as well as graceful premier danseuse, and a 
juggling act of uncommon cleverness, by Professor Winn, will fill 
you with surprise and wonder. The Camel Corps is a study! 


THE STRAND.—“ Little Minnie Palmer” is back here. She appears 
in the same piece in precisely the same way (except fora few unim- 
portant tonings down) as she did originally, so, as I expressed my 
opinions upon her first appearance and see no reason to alter them, 
there is no need to dwell upon the subject this time. Miss Palmer 














pleases the public, that pleases her, and if she and the public are pleased 
that pleases me, so, in spite of what I consider bad art or no art at all, 
we can all be happy together. There is only one I want, and that 
is the value of that amateur Golconda and real lace wears in the 
second act—diamonds may be vulgarism in such crowds, but that’s a 
kind of vulgarity I can stand a lot of—in myself. 


Some alterations have been made in the piece—not all judicious 
Tina | anne in the fortune now ey as an excuse for diamonds!) 
the doctor has become young and more interesting, the scheming 
brother has disappeared, an unnecessary nigger has turned up, and Joe 
Shotwell has been manipulated into a minimum of effect, r. Arnold 
has ten babies on a see-saw to ~ to in the first act, and an extremely, 
because unconsciously, comical dot (who gravely smokes a sugar pi 
and listens for the of a sugar watch) for the same purpose in the 
last act, thereby making a probable encore a certainty—not but what 
Mr, Arnold is genuine artist enough to get it in any case. Some variety 
was added to the evening’s amusement by Mr. ere reciting to me 
how a carpenter had, led by curiosity, incautiously ventured on the 
bridge meant for Tina, some few minutes before the curtain rose, and 
paid for his temerity by crushing through it a goodly fall, thereby 
saving Minnie’s precious life and hurting himself; but I don’t care for 
inn ads, myself. NgsTOR, 








New Leaves. 


‘* Tue Next 93,” by W. A. Matlock (Fieldand Tuer). Admitting the 
value of forethought, it is a question whether this sort of forecasting the 
effects of improbable legislation is not sowing the seeds of doubt, distrust, 
and dissension ; although the intention may be only to utter words of 
warning (which might be echoed) that if we sow, so we must reap. —‘* Why 
Iam a Liberal,” by Andrew Reid (Cassell and Company, Limited)—the 
reasons why find expressions from many prominent politicians, and are 
ably argued by Mr. Reid, but they have probably not exercised so great 
an influence on the recent general election as they will upon the next. — 
**The Shorthand Bible,” by J. Herbert Ford (F. Pitman), is an ad- 
mirably clear, and doubtless correct version of the Bible; by one so 
capable as the editor of 7he Reporters’ Journa’, should be acceptable to 
all shorthanders,—‘‘ Anderson's systematic abbreviations, English and 
French,” is a system admirably adapted to the purposes and require- 
ments intended to be met by it. 
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ANOTHER OF THOSE OBJECTIONABLE MEN. 


Tout.—*' Yes, GUV'NER, YOU'RE A-GOING HON RIGHT FUR THE 
Worip’s Fair. Wort, NOT A COPPER TO GIVE A CHAP? 
WELL, HON’Y WAIT TILL WE MEETS IN PORTLAND, YER PREE- 
MOTER OF PuBLICK COMPANIES, AN’ SRE HIF THE WORLDS 
FAIR THEN. DON’T AST ME TO 'RLP YER WHEN W2R'RE BOXED 
UP TOGETHER, THAT’S ALL!” 
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DoG HAS NOT GOT A MOZZLE oN.” 
P. J. D.—“ On, WES HE HAS, LOOK.” 





“END ON.” 
Stout Policeman (to Practical Pokist Demoiselles, who have tied their dog's muzzle to his tail instead of his head),—‘' PLpask, MOM, YOUR 


P. ¥. D.—“*On, isn’t 1T? I’M sO soRRY, WOULD YOU MIND CATCHING HIM FOR US AND PUTTING IT ON RIGHT?” 


Policeman,—‘*‘ BuT 1T’S NOT ON THE PROPER WAY,” 


[ Policeman grins, and finds he is wanted round the corner, 








Going to the Dogs. 
(Periop—7Z%e Good Old Days.) 


GALLANT OFFicer. Tankards and scabbards! Gore and cannikins ! 
By my halidome! What ado is this? I'll dare swear ‘tis one of our 
bloods flaying the hide of some scurvy, mealy-mouthed civilian. Spurs 
and spigots! but I spoke too soon, I'll to the hangman if't be not yon 
same scurvy civilian—some lily-handed burgher—making bold to insult 
the king’s uniform and fling gibes at one of our merry troopers! Gal- 
lons and gorgets! Do mine eyes play me false? y, the trooper— 
a craven hound, my masters, and a white-livered scullion cur to boot !— 
keepeth his temper—a thing unknown i’ the Low Countries, and a 
shameful !—and letteth the layman go with whole bones. Now a mur- 
rain on me, and what may have come to the service? A king’s soldier 
wink at an insult! Blood and bumpers! He shall be drummed out ! 
+ . . . * « 
(Per10D—Nowadays.) 


Guost oF G. O, (looking over recent mewspager), Hilts and ——! 
What's this? “After an inquiry + + « the jury returned a 
verdict of, &c., &c., and commended Privates Denton and Lockwood 
of the Guards for the forbearance displayed under the provocation 
they received from the accused. coroner hoped their conduct 
would come under the notice of their commanding officer,” Gashes 


and goblets!!! 
(Zurns to a blue mist with disgust, and never “‘ walks" again.) 





Short Commons, 


Lorp BRAMWELL professes to have discovered that the People have 
really no legal rights to common lands. It is all very well for the 
Liberty and Property Defence Leaguers to prate thus about the People’s 
commons, but surely they do not expect to be believed by anyone of 
common(s) sense. 











The Poet’s Notice, 


LORD TENNYSON has informed his correspondents, through the daily 
apers, that he is wholly unable to answer the innumerable letters which 
e daily receives, nor can he undertake to return or criticise the MSS. 

= tohim. But surely the noble poet might have parodied himself as 
thus :-— 


TASK meno more! Send no MS. to me; 
I cannot stoop to read each verse and jape, 
Which budding bards continue still to shape ;— 
Ye are too fond of sending—therefore, ye, 
Task me no more ! 


Task me no more! That answer do I give; 
I love not this strange ‘‘ cheek ”—and so reply— 
For though the world will not let »y verse die, 
Ask me no more to bid ¢Ay verse to live : 
Wherefore thus bore? 


Task me no more! Henceforth my mouth is sealed— 
For 'gainst the postal stream I strive in vain, 
I'll wo¢ return your manuscripts again ! 
This poet-peer ‘neath A/S, bales hath reeled. 
Post me no more ! 
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A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 
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Jack and Jill” DIOPHANTINE COMPETITION. 
fa Se s © 
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See “JACK AND JILL,” Price 1d. 
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r 
nak i Pie BS Slt 
> le Ad Bice tg: 



















Tk a a 


«RS RS RE. 


U- fw. a 





aily 
lich 
SS. 
f as 


N. 








DY. 


34 
‘A 
Bi 


ie es ta tit ag 
PRET SS 


“ i a 
Seat. ieClaae SR fa SE EL 





JANUARY 6, 1886. 








The Treasury Twelfth Cake, 
(Szz CARTOON,)] 


WHEN on the pleasures you reflect 
Which follow Christmas-time, 
You reasonably may expect 
To see a Pantomime. 


And when a Pantomime you see, 
Then you may set it down 

As pretty nigh a certainty 
That you will see a Clown. 


And when a Clown you're gazing at, 
Most probably you'll soon 

Be also looking upon that 
Old joker, Pantaloon, 


And when the Pantaloon you twig 
Mixed with the Clown’s affairs, 
You're safe to spot them go and prig 

Something that isn’t theirs, 


And when they’ve got the swag, of course 
They keep it, naughty men |— 

Unless they are obliged perforce 
To give it back again, | 








And when you spy how either plays, 
You smile at all that’s done, 

And inly say ‘* What wicked ways— 

_,If it were not their fun !” 





Winter. 


| 
FirsT came soft Spring, with form of 
angel grace, 
Then Summer, bright with roses all 
aglow, 
Followed by ruddy Autumn’s glorious 
show ; 
But now, alas! no longer may we trace 
Such fairy transformations yielding 
place, 
— dark curtain hath descended 
ow, 
And wraps us round in gloom with 
ice and snow. 
Invader stern, if thou must for a space 
=e charms, be pitiful, be 
ind ; 
And oh! delay not long to feast our 


eyes 
With the fair panorama, thatjbehind an 
Thy sombre veil in placid beauty lies, ——s— 
Briefly obscured, we shall with joy behold 
The lovely pictured scroll again unfold. 
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“COMING, SIR, COMING!” 








Tottie’s Lament over her New Year's Gift. 


I CANDIDLY own that I sometimes am naughty, 
But, still, my dear hubby’s a little bit gay ; 

And so on the first of the New Year I thought he 
Would bring me some gift in his usual way. 


He did. And now guess what you fancy he bought me, 
A bit of old china? No; try once again ; 

Some trinket, such as he would give when he sought me 
In marriage—and sought, as you know, long in vain, 


A dress or a bonnet? You're wide of the mark still. 
From Kesterton’s mart a nice brougham and pair, 

That during the season look well in the Park will, 
And make all the “loungers” admiringly stare? 


Still wrong. But ‘tis useless your trying to guess it, 
’Twas nothing from Long Acre, Bond Street, Mayfair ; 
Not even a cape for my dear baby—bless it— 
It was but a penny newspaper, I swear! 


And sternly he pointed to this printed statement : 
“* 7/1 not be responsible” (Yes, it’s a fact ; 
My rage since I read it has known no abatement) 
** For debts which in future my wife may contract, 





Tue Nearest THING TO GETTING UP AN A/ibi,—Going down a 
*§ bye-alley!” 











Men and Things. 


Ir is not safe for a woman to be in a rowing boat alone, as she has at 


best only got one skull, 

A servant may not have been drinking when she lays the breakfast 
table, although she has got the e¢ge-cups. 

It is not generally known that the state of celibacy leads to no-heir, 

Four legs is enough for a kitten—more is her feet (surfeit). 

Upon an Engli n’s breakfast table bacon and eggs are usually 
dish-covered, 

Carrotty locks should not be treated as objects of scorn and mirth. 
Carrotty locks are hair-red-ilary acquirements, 





Floral Fictions, 


** Corn stands for Riches,” the flower-books say, 
And I see no good reason to doubt them ; 

But though corn stands for ric tis clear as the day 
That you’re frequently ‘* corn” -ered without them ! 





Who is Proof Against Flattery|! 

BANTAM is five-feet-three—when and so long as his boot-heels are 
unworn; but he is at no time above the reach of flattery’s sweet in- 
toxication. Hence this justly-directed remark of his pedicure :— 

‘*T assure you, my dear’sir, you have the corns of a man six-feet-four 
in his slippers.” 
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AMBASSADORS’ PROXIES; OR, SOMEBODY MUST PAY. 
(Sennor Basto, Attaché of the Portuguese Embassy, claimed exemption from rates on the ground of his being in the service ofa oreign ambassador. Justices 


Mathew and Wills decided that he was legally exempt, and that the lessor of the premises was liable! 1!) 
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Inrerence.—When a foreign ambassador is not liable for anything, the next English subject the Law happens to catch sight of #s.5 Morat.—Never go near a 
foreign ambassador, pee! nay friend Smith happened to live next door to one. It chanced that the ambassador contracted large debts, and refused to pay ; so, of 
course, Smith had to pay them And one day after this, as he was trudging to the workhouse, he happened to pass two persons engaged in a dispute. 


























“Hullo!” said the police. “ Bin and knocked off a feller’s head, have you? Then you must come along o’ me and be hanged.” ‘‘ Pooh!” exclaimed the 
perpetrator, disclosing himself, “‘ I am a foreign ambassador, and not responsible |” 


iW Fal WPS 72 ha 
LO Ges VA yo | 4] 






—— 
aT. Ss 


“X 
iw 




































































=e = 


pir eeete 1111 | \\\ 11) || eee 
: ie ~ = 2 a “=> 


_—¥ 
a 


SA OLS i Mm ee 


7 sihuddtia lm 
SALLI SFL EELS ae 
rae a ae 
: lA Ae x2 727 tad 

& > 
—pi/ UT 


aa. Lisi hide 3 


OT IT NOW, AND MEAN TO STICK 


. 
7 | 


ij 


TORIES, 


7 = "> SSVITE bs - 





UT WE'VE C 








FOR THI 


HTS, I 


‘ 
2 


7 re 
ve 


Ny 


Y RIC 


MLE ~ ; 
<a ae, at tty 
ee wor al | 
—_ : ‘ 


4: 


hy F 
na 


? 
2 


5 
I, 
Z 
© 
= 
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RESOLUTIONS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 


‘1. Master Parnell to turn up Miss Salisbury, and make it up with Miss Gladstone. ——2. The Dogs to take it out of the Police when they get their muzzles oti. 





». Lord Randolph to turn Radical ; Sir Charles Dilke to become a Tory Democrat ; Personal Appearances to be altered to suit political convictions.——4. Mr. Stead 


io give up. Literature and join thef Salvation Army.—— s. 


Sir Grumbleton Dashaway not to go out so much; Lady Dashaway to go out a little more.——6. Tom 


Racket to see if he cannot get a bigger allowance out of the Governor ; the Governor not to allow Tom so much money to fool away this year. 








'TWIXT THE STOOLS. 


Hlow do you know I don’t, sir? No interest in the government of 
the country! I have a lot of interest in the government of the country, 
Shall I get a place in the Household if the Tories get in—shall I be a 
deputy Chamberlain? I tell you what, sir, confound you! I can be 
just as polite as you, or anybody else. I should be a nice man to marshal 
the ladies at a Drawing-room? How do you know I couldn’t do it as 
well as you, sir? I’ve known doocid good-looking women like me in 
my time. That was along time ago? I tell you what, I’m quite as 
young as I ought to be. Do I know many members of the aristocracy ? 
Yes, I do, sir. Do I know the Duke of St, Albans? The Duke of St. 
Albans is a public at the foot of Highgate Cemetery. I suppose you 
think that a joke—I most certainly do not. If the Tories get in we 
shan’t have such a French alliance? Do I like a nice little romp in 
Paris? I don’t know what you mean, sir—what do you mean by romps? 
Did I ever go the Mabille? That is my business, sir, I am perhaps 
too stout for that style of dancing. Do I think French people are nice, 
sir? Yes, sir; I do, sir, Do I like a French dinner, a vin champagne, 
and an ofera-douffe at the Varietces afterwards?—do I know my way 
about Paris? I tell you what, sir, I don’t care about this sort of chaff, 
and what's more, I'm hanged if I'll have it! 

Would I like a German alliance ?—my heart’s on the Rhine? How 
do you know my heart’s on the Rhine? I hate the Rhine. German 
cutlets are always fat, and I hate tinned peas and cherry puddings, If 
I never saw the Khine again I shouldn't care in the least. Some of the 
South German girls are pretty, are they? Well, I don’t care a rap if 
they are. Did I ever write a poem beginning with ‘‘ Mild Fraiilein with 
the sweet blue eyes?” No, sir, I never did make such an ass of myself. 
German women in my time always plastered their hair up in plaits, and 
never undid it until they died. Dyed, you say? Oh, you mean that 
for a pun, do you? I tell you what, sir, these unsound puns are so con- 
mor a that I believe they were invented in the ark, when Noah 
and the rest had nothing to d 





Do I think we shall go in for Home Rule? I don’t care, sir, one 
solitary rap. I never drink Irish whisky. I don’t care whether my 
bacon comes from Cork{or whether it doesn’t. On the banks of 
Killarney dwells Kate Kearney. Oh! that’sa bit of song,isit? Well, 
she can live on the banks of Killarney as long as she likes, and she can 
marry Parnell, or be boycotted, or dynamited, or anything else. It 
would be dynamated if any girl married Parnell. Have the kindness, 
sir, not to be so confoundedly clever. What I mean is, IJdon’t care 
what political party comes in or goes out, or goes out altogether, I 
want to be let alone, that’s what I want. I have no proper earnestness, 
Haven't I? How do you know, that when I was a boy, I had my nose 
broken with aturnip at an election? I have never cared for politics 
since. No sensible man would. Any partycan get in. Hang parties. 

I shouldn’t like to see the Russians take India. What would that 
matter tome? I could always get my Nepaul pepper at Fortnum and 
Mason’s, I don’t care for curry and pillaus. No sensible man does 
who has any respect for his liver. All that India has done for us has 
been to make us go in for a lot of things to upset us. Nana Sahib 
murdered the women and children and threw ’em down the well at 
Cawnpore. He! he! I wish there was a well at Cawnpore and a 
Nana Sahib here sometimes. I am sick of Christmas, and all the rest 
of it, with a parcel of children and women fooling round everywhere. 
I hate the Christmas and the politics, mince pies, and Conservatives, 
and Liberals, and all the rest of it. I’m about sick of it all. 

DIOGENES TUBBS. 








A CAKE of Windsor soap was not included as a donation when the 
freedom of Windsor was conferred on Prince Henry of Battenberg. It 


would have been an acceptable gift as he is a singularly cleanly young 
man for a German. 





_CODDLING.—Taking a registering thermometer indoors when the 
nights begin to get chilly ! 
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KNIOKNAOKS, 


CERTAIN zrown-up people with wise heads are grumbling that the 
pantomime of the present day is not the gay, rollicking, merry medium 
of hearty tomfoolery that the pantomime of 
five and twenty years ago was. Is the ginger- 
bread of the present day so spicy in flavour, 
and appetitive when taken immediately before 
dinner, as that of five and twenty years ago? 
Is the sherbert so fizzing and harmless, the 
hardbake as full of almonds, and the jumbles 
so crisp? Is the plum-pudding as toothsome, 
the snap-dragon so amusing? and do the 
coryphées ever copjure up dreams of fairyland 
when you lay your heads on your pillows? 
Ask yourselves these questions, ye adult 
growlers! and be content with the modern 
pantomime, so that in years to come they may 
raise passably pleasant recollections, 





=A Lapigs’ Anti-Plumage League is on the /afis, The members will 
be sworn to use every legitimate means to prevent other daughters of 
Eve from wearing stuffed birds outside, and to encourage the more ex- 





tensive use of mushrooms and truffles as a stuffing for the birds who have 

been divested of their plumage preparatory to making a successful | 

appearance at table. | 
| 


THe ‘‘ostrich walk” is now fashionable among snappy American | 
girls. The gait is a mysterious combination of the old Grecian bend | 
and Alexandra limp, with the British military goose-step. Yet manya 
fair-haired Yankee damsel, with pleading hazel eyes and peach-bloomed 
cheeks, looks pretty enough to tempt a man to put himself under a moral 
obligation to her, though she handicaps herself by indulging in the 
‘fostrich walk.” 


‘* GENERAL” BOOTH toots his trumpet to the tune that the Salvation 
Army will require 4 30,000 this year. Here's a glorious chance for some 
wealthy lunatic to waste a little fortune straight off. A goodly number 
of nervous folk would gladly give a yearly subscription to the Salvation 
Army on condition that the warriors cease howling, shrieking, drum- 
ming, and using brazen instruments of torture in the streets. We bribe 
our organ-grinders, itinerant negro delineators, and German bands to 
stop their excruciating noises; surely the same monetary compromise 
might be made with the Salvationists. We give this suggestion to the 
‘* General,” as a safe means of increasing his revenue, and relieving the 
public of a most unmitigated nuisance at the same time, 


A PRIZE-FIGHTER has recently been fined for using his fists on his 
wife, He informed the magistrate that his wife was anything but a 
teetotaler, and he merely married her out of charity. The magistrate 
sagely observed that though charity should always begin at home, head- 
punching should not; and he would impress this moral deduction upon 
the pugilist’s mind by making him hand over the sum of forty shillings, 
with the option of performing a month’s hard labour in default. 


Tue Manchester police are contributing their quota towards driving 
our canine friends mad by ordering all dogs to be ‘‘confined” till March 
31st. April 1 is likely to be a very lively day in Manchester—a day on 
which caustic will be used freely—a day of joy to those doctors who 
don’t happen to get bitten themselves by bow-wows, 


‘© SALLY come up!” Sarah Bernhardt’s Marion Delorme at the Porte 
St. Martin is likely to bulge out the managerial money-bags. Stall 
tickets have been sold for £12 each. The Parisian sheep with golden 
wool are evidently very easily fleeced. 


THE foolish thief, with a confiding nature, who begged of a plain- 
clothes constable to assist him to rob a drunken wayfarer in the Borough, 
now bemoans having placed his trust with such lamb-like innocence in 


sheep’s clothing. 





SgRVIAN soldiers are not noted for marching to the fray with particu- 
larly light hearts, Most Servian warriors carry good-sized wooden 
crosses with them to be stuck on their graves after they are shot. The 
Serb is supposed to fight more valiantly when he has his cross with him, 
just as the Teuton is reported to battle more stubbornly when he has a 


sausage in his knapsack. 





Tue Hibernian electors are foaming crude whisky at the mouth, 
because the “‘ Rale Oirish Tuber” is not adequately represented in the 
House. They quiver with rage and indignation in consequence of only | 
one Murphy being returned as a Member of Parliament, and some of | 





them are daring enough to doubt whether 4c is really the ‘‘clean potato,” | 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES, 


A NEW TERROR, 


Jones. Ha, Brown, old man! I’m so glad I've me—— 

Brown. What's up? What the dickens is the matter? Why doyou 
break off short, and gaze around as if in terror? 

Jones. Don’t speak so loudly, my dear friend ; it will attract atten- 
tion, Come down this blind alley—that’s it. I was going to say I’m 
so glad I've met you. You're the very man I wanted to run across, 
Hist! Is that a policeman? 

BROWN. Hang it, what ifit is? You aren't a criminal, are you? 

Jones, Well, I’m not yet, old man; but I’m going to be in a minute 
or two, That is why I drew you up this blind alley. Come under this 
dark arch. 

BROWN. Good heavens! I won’t. Have youa design to murder me? 

Jones. No, no—’pon my word, old fellow, I wouldn't do that for the 
world. No, no—not so bad as that; but come into some safer place. 
I know a piece of waste ground close by; let’s go there—that’s it. I 
was going to ask you, old fellow, if you would——but it isn’t safe even 
here; let us go away to some secluded country lane, between high 
hedges, with no hills overlooking it—that’s it. I’m very much obliged 
to you for wasting your time thus on my account, and on your way to 
the City too, where you had an important engagement. Well, let’s 
have another look round. All right. I wanted to ask you——but let’s 
go right away into the centre of the Great Sahara—there, that'll do, 
Now I can breathe freely. I was going to ask you whether you could 
oblige me with half-a-crown; fact is, I stupidly forgot my purse this 
morning, and—— 

BROWN. My dear fellow. you needn't explain all that. Of course I'll 
lend you halt-a-crown !—fifty pounds if you like. Why, by the way, I 
owe you a quid or two at the present moment. But why on earth all 
this awful mystery and terror? Surely it isn’t a criminal offence to 
borrow half-a-crown of a friend ? 

Jones, Isn’t it? The police have their doubts on the point anyhow. 
Didn’t you read in the paper how ‘‘the Rev. M B B—— was 
charged at Wandsworth Police Court with begging ata cab in High 
Street, Putney? The prisoner, who had a gentlemanly appearance, 
said he did not beg. He had asked the gentleman—with whom he had 
been at college—to lend him a trifle, and the gentleman had handed 
him a shilling. He considered it was a loan. Prisoner’s name and 
that of the lender were found to be in the Clergy List. Prisoner was 
discharged.” Ooh! I knew it! There’s a policeman collaring me 
behind } + © . + * 








Subsequent letter from JONES to BROwN :—* Dear Friend,—I was 
found guilty at the Central Criminal Court, as my name could not be 
found on the Clergy List. I am to be executed on Monday morning. 
Mrs. Jones will repay you the half-crown, as I desire to do rightly by 
all I leave behind, Farewell.” 








Oh, Those Teeth! 


AT this time of year people naturally feel it positively necessary to 
enjoy themselves by feasting gleefully, To those uofortunate folk who, 
suffering from toothache, neuralgia, and tender mouths, look forward to 
watching with the jaundiced eye of envy their hard-mouthed relatives 
consuming the good things of this life with white, flashing ivory teeth, 
we commend a pamphlet by Dr, Geo. H. Jones, F.R.S,L., of 57, Great 
Russell Street, Bloomsbury. It is called ‘‘ Painless and Perfect 
Dentistry,’ and explains not only the importance of the teeth, but the 
importance of having bad offending toosie-pegs removed, and the 
advisability of their being extracted without torture to the patient. We 
counsel our readers to send to Dr, Jones for his pamphlet, and to read 
it directly they suffer from toothache, if not before. 





CAN a lover who indulges in bliss beneath the mistletoe be said to be 
a mistle-to(e)per ? 
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(We have received the following touching letter, and can only express 
our deep pity and sympathy for the suffering lady, and our detestation 
and abhorrence of the attack upon her feelings) :— 

Sir,—I lately received an urgent message informing me that a patient 
of mine,,Miss Propriety, had been suddenly taken seriously ill—struck 
down, as I gleaned, by some great and sudden shock to her system, I 
at once proceeded to her residence, where I found her in a state of com- 
plete prostration, 

On my entering she feelly opened her eyes, and with difficulty pointed 
to @ paragraph in a newspaper on the floor, I picked the paper up, and 
read :— 

‘‘A HEROIC REMEDY. 
(70 the Editor of the \Glole.) 


“*Sirn,— .. . If I shall not be taking up too much of your time and 
space, I will tell you how we stamped out that pernicious disease 
(treason) in the Western States, In the year 1847 there was a gang of 
American: Irish working in mines not far from us, These men, in the 
course of a few months, became a positive nuisance by stumping about 
the town and neighbouring villages preaching their Socialistic views on 
the rights of property, &c. We formed a Vigilance Committee, and 
repeatedly warned the ringleaders that we would not have the minds of 
honest citizeas poisoned by their pernicious doctrines. No heed being 
paid to the warning, at daylight one morning seven men were found 
hangiog to lamp- posts in different parts of the town, These men proved 
to be the ringleaders of sedition, and each found his cure on the lamp- 
post nearest to his own residence. Ido not say I had a hand in the 
cure, neither do I say that I had not. As I think it the duty of every 
one to make public any tried remedy for any foul disease, I recommend 
the above cure to the notice of all loyal men, whether English or Irish. 
— Your obedient servant, ‘*A LOYAL AMBRICAN,” 

** Booh—ooh!” burst out my unhappy patient, when she became 
conscious of my having read the letter. ‘**‘Ob, dear!—oh, dear! That 
I should ever—with my intense susceptibilities—have had to read such 
shocking—such shocking—what is the word, doctor? Some word which 
expresses all that is shocking, and revolting, and dreadful, and un- 
bearable !”” 

**OUTSPOKENNESS?” I suggested, 

“That's it,” she sobbed. ‘*Such shocking outspokenness ! 
sure I shall never recever !”’ 

Well, Sir, to tell you the truth, I had some doubts about it myself. 
Ilowever, I decided to try a course of gentle restoratives in the way of 
light amusement and distraction, For several hours every day I read to 
her out of the paper such trifles as seemed best calculated to take her 
mind off the horrors of outspokenness, I read to her of men, women, 
and children murdered in cold blood by Irish ‘* Moonlighters,” of 
attempts by Irish-Americans to butcher crowds of unoffending people by 
means of dynamite, and of other cognate trifles. But I had to be very 
careful to avoid perilous subjects. 

**You must tell me at once if anything I read is beginning to shock 
you,” I said. 

**Oh, none of those little things you are reading could shock any one, 
I am sure,” she replied. ‘Don't mind them in the least; they take 
my mind off that dreadful letter and its—its OuTSPOKENNRSS ! Oh, 
dear! to think how porn can suggest such dreadful things, instead of 
hiding the necessity for them away, and hushing them up, and so on, as 
any proper person would do!” 

** Of course, madam, of course,” I said; and just at that momenta 
great blundering fellow walked into the room and said, ‘‘ Pooh, ma'am! 
Better to hang ten thousand treasonable cut-throats up to London lamp- 
posts than to let one honest, right-minded citizen go in fear of his life. 
And what's more, ma’am, I’d lend a hand myself to-day |” 

~y ow—ow—ow !” yelled poor Miss Propriety. 
| And nox’, Sir, Ido not believe she ever zwil/ recover. I find that 
p'urting idiot of a fellow is named SouND Sense.—I am, yours obe- 
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“Name, Name 
(WiTH APOLOGIES TO THE TORY PRESS, ) 


[‘* One crowded hour of glorious life - 
Is worth an age without a name!"] 


Tue above remarks (though correct, no doubt, 
And built on a very poetic plan), 
With truthfulness cannot be spoken about 
The statesman who’s known as the Grand Old Man, 
Mr, Gladstone has had many crowded hours 
Of ceaseless work and of earnest aims : 
Yet after his wars with the Tory pow rs, 
You can’t say he’s badly off for names. 


Nay, many a name doth he own—and here 
I'd fain recapitulate just a few ; 

Now, some of these names are exceeding queer, 
And mostly are framed by the Tory crew. 

We Liberals call him ‘* Will o’ the Axe, a 
‘¢ Old Collars,” and also the ‘* People’s Will ; 

But your Tories, who reckon his method lax, — 
Often call him an *‘ Iago,” whose virtue’s 7/, 


Some call him *‘ The Wizard of Wily Tongue,” 
Some, ‘ Arch-Iatriguer” and ** Hydra-head,’ 
And ‘‘ Bankrupt” and *‘ Babbler” are at him flung ; 
While some, with a horror and holy dread, 
Declare he’s the BEAST of whom we read 
In the Revelations ; and one of late 
(An arch Arch-deacon) said, ‘Oh! take heed, 
Mr. Gladstone’s the ‘* Devil’s Advocate.” 


‘‘ He thinks he’s ‘The Fav’rite of Heaven,’” sneers one 
‘*TIe's a Man of Cunning,” another cries— 

‘¢ An Exploded Torpedo, whose power is done ;”’ 
While another declares he’s a ‘* Wolf in Disguise.” 

Some nickname him ‘‘ Figure-head,” ‘* Robber,” ** Wretch,” 
‘* Posturer,” *‘ Peddler,” ‘‘ Rogue,” and ‘‘ Thief,” 

‘* A Sight for the Angels” (a touching sketch), 
And other cognomens beyond belief. 


Other names might be mentioned had I the space, 
Such as ‘* Vain Old Veteran,” “‘Tree-chopping Sham,” 
‘‘ Three Courses,” ‘*Mock Mahdi,” and ‘* Fiend of Disgrace,” 
** Murderer,” ‘* Muddler,” ** A Dog and a Damn !”—* 
In short, Mr, Gladstone (now seventy-six, 
But still the best statesman that Britain claims) 
Is so hated by those who love Tory tricks, 
That he never will perish for lack of names! 


*“* Mr. Gladstone, like other dogs and damns, has had his day."—Sunday Times. 








The Other Side. 


SoME hail the winter weather with feelings of delight, 

And love to see the snow-flakes that clothe the land with white 3 
The air now keen, but bracing, sets many folks aglow, 

As, wrapped in warm apparel, to skate they gaily go, 


Around the cosy fireside some sit, and talk, and read, 

With happy friends beside them. Ah! this is joy indeed ; 

And while the fire burns brightly, and mirth pervades the room, 
Oft far from ev'ry bosom are banished thoughts of gloom, 


But not always does the winter Earth’s myriad children bless ; 
Ah, no ! though some enjoy it, to some ’twill bring distress, 
To some the winter season (which makes the rich elate) 

Will mean an empty cupboard—a cold and cheerless grate, 


To some the snow-clad winter is as a mocking fiend, 
Who feeds on squalid creatures from misery unscreened ; 
Or them this dreary season seems terribly to frown, 
As miles and miles they wander for work in every town. 


Ay, think of it, ye wealthy, who gorgeous banquets spread, 
Not far from you are outcasts deprived of home and bread! 
With scant and wretched clothing the searching storm they brave, 
Till, sinking from starvation, they find the pauper’s grave ! 


Thus, winter is more cruel than many seem to think, 

It brings full many a toiler to Poverty’s dread brink. 

Ab! when the sky of winter across their pathway low’rs, 
God help the poor and suff’ring in this Great World of ours ! 
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FUN’S THEATRICAL “PAGES.” 
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No. 25.—‘*’T1s MUCH HE DARES!” 
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SEASONABLE DIVERSIONS FOR JUVENILES AND GROWN-UPS. 
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Our English Way. 


Tue time is festive, let's be gay 
Night and day ! 

Drink we till of ills the worst 
Is thirst ! 

Drink, drink we till we cease to know 
Top from toe— 

Till sense, in liquors red, white, brown, 
We drown! 

Hail we the hopeful time to come 
With rum! 

Drown we regrets and mem’ries vain 
In champagne ! 

Repining's “= let's be merry 

n sherry ! 

To banish care, what's so handy 
As brandy? 

Depression, bah !—to make us frisky 
There's whisky ! 








To ease distress ot every sort, 
Gen’rous port } 

For every human ill, in fine, 
Wine! wine ! 

Come, then, let’s quaff the Old Year out 
In stout ! 

Let’s lay its phantoms grim and pale 
With ale! 

The op’ning New Year let’s begin 
With gin ! 

Prosperous, or on ruin’s brink, 
Let’s drink ! 

Let’s pledge each day throughout the year 
In beer ! 

Nor envy him his drunken boast 
Who drinks most ! 


WHEN yew bet on a dubble event, try and 
maik wun of them a sertanty.—O. E. P. 


Don’t Poll-(tax) Early. 


(THe French have lately been contemplating the 
placing of a high poll-tax upon all foreigners visiting 
there. | 


| Ir the French should be so foolish as to start 

this silly tax, 

| Twill prove that with regard to their own in- 
t’rests they are lax : 

For foreigners now staying there, away will 

soon ** make tracks” 

| (At a so thinks the bard who pens this 
solo). 

If they polled the whole of England, they would 

quickly find that we 
a | tis not pol(l)ite to charge us 
5, a5 

And therefore, should our friend the Gaul in 
sist this tax shall be, 

| He'll find it but a sorry game of Pol(l)o! 








SDE PTED ED ED E DE DTEDIE DIE DE DIED 














- x AAARAAAARAARAY 





7 


’ 
> 
24P2¢ 


AN 


VN 
24 Det Ped? 





CAUTION.—If 
Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the 
addition of Starch. 


Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 


WARNING ! 
When you ask for 


Reckitts 





Blue 


See that you get it! 
bad Qualities are often substitute 
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“SHE STUCK SOME FEATHERS IN HEP HAT 
ANO PLAYEO THE MACCARONI 
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No. 26.—On Horror’s Heap Horrors ACCUMULATE. 
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| and Forbes Dawson—acquit themselves well enough in more or less 
| puzzling characters. 


31. aSAMe ANT PUFFS. 
' : PIE Hayomarxert.—I con- | 
Werweeeee =ider that Mr. Barrymore, Tue AQUARIUM.—The Viennese Orchestra and Grenadier Guards 
in concocting the remark- | . :.bination here is now in full swing, and the Princess Lili Dolgorouki 
able work produced here having ‘‘ joined,” and the acoustics having been satisfactorily seen to, I 
under the title of adjezda, really don’t know where you will find a more inspiritiog sight or 
has been guilty of a great | «sound” of its kind, I shall refer to it at length presently, 


waste of nightmares. If, 


i isteac J i ll b . . >) 
piggy Ep mn oahine Nop AND WINK.—At the! Court Theatre ‘The Dramatic Students 
0 give their third performance on Tuesday next, for which occasion they 


ore or two belonging to | i ees oe 
other people) into this one | have chosen Dryden's Secret Love, 


lay, he had used one, or 
' most two, atatime, each 
horror would have had an 
ejual chance to freeze the 
blood to the full extent of | 
its individual right, and such | cee —=> 
a library of ghastliness | 
would ng baa founded | TURF CUTTINGS. 
would probably bave no | To Tue Epitror or *§ Fon.” 
jual, A it is, the blood- | With the 
irdlers follow each other clad New 
» clo ely that there is no Year Imade 
me for the blood to un- a number of 
- irdle itself between them resolutions 
bp Madan ~  andatlast we get quiteaccus fae ase 
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Tuer SorrEY.—There’s a good pantomime here, but I haven't the 
space this week to say all I want to about it, so, if I hint that Miss 
Maude Stafford is a lively and efficient hero, perhaps you'll excuse 
more at present, from your ‘‘luvin’’ friend, NFSTOR, 








tomed ft f he . 
tomed LO, and gy eet during the 
f e* ner acriy > tea 
oe oar :; leaming dagger, the fatal current 
al the iY oF th THho and crime tor) hi eous to mention 
, : wn arnemaee twelve 
months, and 
: ' none more 
wD Mee yruesom = : Ky --da. with a so , , 
INDEED ‘tis a gruesome work this Nz fa, with a sort of sham force determi a: 





about it at times through its accumulated horrors. Its dialogue is dull 
ind wordy on the whole (it occasionally livens up into vulgarity, and 
mee into down-right coarseness!) and its whole tone is rough and 
worbid ; beyond this it has small individuality, and seems to derive 


puch of its inspiration from Mofhs and fedora, with an unpleasant 


edly __ than 
one relat- 
ing to the 
doubling of 
my income 





istcrical incident thrown in, this I 
— oe so 

ra dada , shall do by 

Miss IoMiILty Ric, although ost unintelligible xcited pas- ; . - 

dea ’ gh almost unintelligible in excited pas- | the simple process of betting twice as much as usual against my own 


ages, has a good command of the English tongue, an in some of the | ee , . ; <a" Mein 
lighter portions of the play she acts with ex cellent effect. She always 7 a. co = pir mT pelle Sates cane wn wea eng: 
does so with intelligence (except in the prologue, where she is artificial prt ge a ee ee 
Ve 7. 7 19 +9 sce ° 
to a degree), but with an over-portentousness of look and manner The racing prospects of the coming season are sufficiently inviting. 
generally, and a too ready indulgence in hysterical laughter, which soon | ,, N h h aad plank dowe the shiners lik 
necomes the reverse of impressive, She is an actress of undeniable Now, gents, hurry up, hurry Fs an ny canbe : like 
promise, however, It was hard upon an old admirer of hers, like the merry Trojans you are! is the 5 seve ve psu ° . e invitation. 
myself, to see Miss Lydia Foote overact so dreadfully as she did in her Billiards look in good ety skittles vo nae 1 oating will = be well 
one scene, but she was nervous, probably, and the inflated violence of afloat, cricket will be out on bail, and, generally speaking, there will be 
what she had to say, no doubt, decoyed her from ber art. Miss lots of sport with Amyrillis in the shade, 
lureka Grubb found a fitting representative in Miss Georgina Drew, a Many — have, during the past year, enquired why I so seldom 
(rom America. ; | give the winning horse, A young lady called upon me yesterday and 
— — told me if I didn’t give better tips this year than I did last, she’d 
‘*know the reason why.” Enquirers, therefore, had better wait till 
the end of the year, when the young lady will evidently be in a position 
to afford every information, 
My first great effort of the season will be in the matter of the Water- 








rcely prepared for the remarkably original and striking impersonation 


Wit all my experience of Mr. Beerbohm Tree's versatility, I was | 
of the Kussian Prince which he gave us. Ilis extreme age weakened | 
| 

' 

















| 
brag stone ee ae i vanay 7 
bghe ” the piece somewhat, and rendered Nadine s stabbing him loo Cup, the great Dog Derby. Look out for it, 
lL omthetas ry am, yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
| nese 4 P.S,—Talking of dogs, have you seen the Christmas Number of 7%e 
| pecially, by Kennel Review / It ha eight page plates of ‘‘well bred dogs,” por- 
| the way, as ty, traits of five of ‘* Her Majesty’s Favourites,” two satirical cartoons, and 
he 1 { amass of dog literature of a useful and entertaining nature, which is 
herself im worth all the money. If you like dogs you ought to borrow or steal it 
mediately af ; at once, 
ter), but it is yt sail ss lies 
amarvellous- y e’ Very Fine Art. 
5 Raaieancr doy i 4 THE great reputation of Sir John Everett Millais, Bart., R.A., as an 
Mr. adisln. av artist will have its fullest vindication in the minds of all who understand 
tosh is fairly “Age, Art in the present assemblage of some of his most notable works at the 
ialteaiadas ha) Grosvenor Gallery. Coming prominently before the public almost in 
Korviteh, if ” | his student days as both a preacher and a teacher, he has overcome all 
he'd only obstacles, outlived all opposition, and proved his title to the lofty posi- 
“cet on” a tion which, as the result of his abilities, gained him his title. Such an 
little quick. <2 exhibition of the product of forty years’ hard labour gives abundant proof, 
rte 4 ee ee ee er ™ meet if such were needed, of the power of versatile genius in various direc- 
| Pateman, by [ wonps ' Sa ween ae tions, to work out its aims and to arrive at well-earned eminence, This 
Sooste of tale lesson at least may be learned from so great a master. 
"n, War nines 
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Sone Lin aa ae , re a) 
7 HOOKWINCH AGAIN 
es: I1ooKWINCH felt that he was a born clown. Then why shouldn’t he be the Grimaldi of private life? 
rds Nt 
uki al | TS 
0, I — Rex lela ei \ 
Y or hs - a By Kee } as TAY Se o ee i \ 
4 FP a) oan fie Ae} per 1 heist Pony oa (I NPRELY PEED hal 
its” 
hey | 
| 
the 
Miss 
cu To | 
| 
(an | 
’ Wh h'. : 
Tilt an 
the are 
New : 
lin dic mabeayed whe Mut ruker Lricm Uceuiilully His butter-Sude was a success, And he did some capital ‘‘ business” with 
so a Tailor's Dummy. 
ions 
is e 
the 
ent 
ve 
and 
more 
nin- 
than | 
alat- 
the 
g of 
come 
s I 4 Ne 
a : | Zit ti “ 
year ; | 
00, I 
ting. 
like | 
i. But whem jie purloined a Small Boy's Tart, the Small Boy Au aitemipt to get upa “ Rall eee 
+ be and his ‘‘ Mates” made it rather warm for Hookwinch! , Basen Salad batlaes ¢ dailiocs, _ weil Bone tem Teo conethe a, wan 
Idom | wR" ’ | 4 a 
ial OVER THE SNOW, have a New Year’s gift, but he shin't have one. We walk along a 
she’d ‘MERRILY, merrily, over the snow!’ That pasty-faced daughter of little way, when a snowball hits me right on the nape of the neck. 1 
it till my landlady has been s«jualling this idiotic song over the staircases all | S€¢ 4 little wretch hiding in a doorway. I pretend to laugh, and creep 
inns the morning. I should like to see her stuck in the cistern and frozen; | back stealthily. I take him by the shoulder. Won't 1 give him A 
she wouldn’t be so pleased with the winter, then. The servant who luscious slap on the ear? Confound it! I’ve missed him. Down 
Jater- came in with my breakfast this morning, said, ‘‘ Please, sir, will you | 28ain onthe snow. ‘Vou wicked, spiteful old vagabin’.” This is the 
ay something towards clearing the snow away.’ Clearing the snow | boy's mother. She has got a truckful of fish. ‘I'd give you one in 
- away, in iced! ** They ean clear it away or they can let it stop,” I the eye with this 'ere, if I wasn’t so busy.” She takes up a mackerel 
* Tie said. Missis says, if you don t, the snow’s slippery and you'll come and holds its nose close against mine. I shudder, and make away, 
, por- down a buster.” ‘*Get out,” I said. That idiot Jones came in while I won't walk in the streets; I'll ride. A four-wheeled cab comes by, 
and I was eating my breakfast. He left a puddle on the hearthrug from drawn by two horses tandem, I shout for it. ‘* Nice and warm,” says 
h is his umbrella, and stood shivering before the fire. ‘‘It's very seasonable | the cabman ; ‘‘ we'll go along like sixpenny telegrams.” The inside of 
eal it weather,” he said. I said, ‘I don’t care whether it’s seasonable or not | the cab smells like a dustbin that has had a dirty blanket burnt in it. 
—don’t rust the fender!” ‘* It makes one think of the Alps,” he went | I am nearly choked by the time we get to Lombard! Street. We creep 
on, ‘*their hoary heads rising in the sullen clouds.” ‘‘ They can rise | along, too, at about a mile an hour, 
their heads in the sullen clouds, or they can poke them in the earth, or _ ‘‘ What's the fare?” I say, when we get there. ‘‘ Leave it to you 
they can turn themselves into volcanoes, or do what they like for what | Captain.’ ‘‘I want to know the are,” I say. I hate being imposed 
as an I care—I hate the snow, and always did, and I've got to go out!” upon by these vagabonds. ‘“* Well,” he says, ‘‘as you doesn’t look well 
stand _ Jones said he would go out, too, He’s one of those confounded | this morning, let's say six bob anda drink,” Like his most infernal 
ut the limpets who would stick to you if you were going to be hung. I have | impertinence. ‘*I shall give you half-a-crown, and no more; and 
ost in to mutile myself in a beastly way. We are just on the steps when a | nothing extra for yourself—of course not.” ‘I won't have your half. 
ao a voice above cries, ** Look out!” I look up, and a shovelful of snow | ollar; and I will give yer somethin’ for yourself.” He jumps off the 
: posi- comes full in my face from the roof. It takes me down on my knees, | box, and begins sparring at me. He has struck me in the eye, and I 
ch an ‘You needn't use such awful language if you are hurt,” says Jones, | 8m down inthe snow. Police! He has got off inthe crowd. Snow! 
proof, ‘Oh, you wicked old cretur,” says an old woman, ‘‘ you'll go to wuss | —sa0w !—I'm— Diocenes Turns, 
direc: than brimstone and treacle, some day.” i RYN ae 
This I tell a constable to take the woman in charge for using abusive | A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 
language. | “ Well, they ain't exactly sweetmeats as has come out o’ “TACK AND JILL's" / : 0 Diophantine Comtvtition is indeda fou 
your mouth, sir, he answers; ‘‘they don’t teach such good cu sing as malistic f ity. Lvery copy has a Distinctive Num im Ived on the front 
ky that in the School Boards, anyhows.’” I meant to let that vagabond | Page. hacarithmetica: problem isaseasyas ALC. J ryone should compete 
| vo , 
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“IT’S ONLY DEAR FIDO.” 
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} tr little dog being without one, will you, as it’s only 
"Oh, policeman, I know it's quite right that everybody else's dog should be muzzled; but you won’t mind my 
z k Fipo?” ‘Qh, ce en ody mum! Wecouldn’t expect Dear Iido to conform to the law !” said the constable, weeping at the bare thought. 


Lil 
f 











“Oh! Man! I know hes mad; but please don’t kill him, as it’s only Dear Fido!"" And of course the man desisted, as it was only Dear Fido. 
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THE OPENING OF ST. STEPHEN’S ‘SCHOOL 


OPINION, 
PARDON, SII 
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SETTLE THAT LITTLE MATTE! 
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INFANT DEFENDERS. 
(See Newspaper Levelations as fo Recruits of Fourteen.) 
To rHe Epiror or ** Fon,” 

sure your domesticated heart will induce you to 
insert a few line: s from a pained mother whose offs] ring is indirectly the 
victim of the infant-recruit system now in vogue. If your editorial: 

want-of-space-and-so-forth instincts incline you tu refuse me publication, 
please lay the matter before Mrs. I UN, and let her decide. 

The injury accruing to infants who live in the vi cinity of barracks, and 
who depend for health and change of air on their perambulators and 
nurses, is almost impose sible to conceive. I discovered only yesterday 2 a 
base and atrocious d jeception which my nursemaid had evidentiy been 
practising upon me for some time past. Being much engaged in district 
visiting, I have been in the habit of entrusting “the care of little Johnnie 

reatly to his nursemaid, in whom I reposed the greatest confidence. 

I have long been aware that Jane was, as she calls it, ** walking 
ery but I otiered no objection to his walking (as | 
by the sie of Jane as she wheeled the perambulator. 

For some time, however, I have fancied that my little Tohasie looked 
rather smal! and huddl. Z up when proceeding out in his perambulator ; 
and yesterday I had the curiosity to go out and see the reason of it. 
fudge, Sir, of my surprise on finding that Jane had rolled up a bundle 
if wraps to look like Johnnie, and was about to wheel //2/ out to the 
yvered little Johnnie fast asleep in 


OUR 


DEAR SIR,—I feel : 


ut’ with a s« 
foolishly believed) 


Park ; while, on going upstairs, I disc 

Criv 

Then, Mr. ] Ty the base girl began to cry, and ¢ that sh 
had been he } of leaving little Johnnie a home, and calling for 

I ier at the | arracks, and putting Azm in Johnnie's rightful pla 
in the ‘peram ator, and wheeling hint about. She also admitted tha 
1¢ had been regularly supplied with milk in Johnnie's bottle; and, Sir, 
fo und that he had pnawe | Johnnie’s indiarubber ring almost to shreds ! 

Ni t to speak of the wick ed deceit fulness on the part of Jane ldier 
—(for how, I ask, is a soldier who can descend to such base deception 
htted to uphold the honour of his c untry, and to be trusted not to breal 
his parole, and his furlough, and all those other points of honour which 

the pride of the British army ’)—how can I ever rey confidence in 
[ane again, or be happy when my little Johnnie is far, far from his 
m ‘ther's watchful eye in the distant Park ?—I remain, dear Sir, yours 


Deceiver Morus 


diently, A 





MONSIBE 1K ( OLONEL,—Ivricve to trouble y ory rfpicvucl, 
k a arc putting me the grea est per- 
‘ity, On bringing them into camp we discov: 


t they had not 
clr pap-spoons or food-warmers with them, ani we haven't anything 


I wen KIT in amp. Besides this, one of them has a pain, having 
wallowed a cartridge which had been given to him for his gums, What 

y ) when one of your soldiers has a pain ?—Yours truly, 

HLOoPINK NASTIKOF! (Colonel), 
ont Col, JonNgs fo Cor. NA-TIKOF?. 

YT ' ’ ’ . ’ } 

MONS. THe Coroner,—TI haste to send the food-warmers and pap 
spoons, together with a supply of pap, by orderly nurse, whom I will 


ey you to admit to care of “rcyue’, We generally treat a pain caused! 


by swallowing a bullet—a not infrequent occurrence am ng our—a 
Wier hig lading + 2 thiere } } ? ’ } } Te 

our men—by holding the sutierer head downwards, afterwards adminis- 
rer little ‘ ney ower, ** } 

tering a little Dg syrup, a bottle of which I send.—Yours truly, 


JouN JONES (Colonel), 


n exchange prisoners—say one 





will throw in twenty dozen of your regulars over, 
have pains, and will not do me much harm when you 


Yours truly, 


EIOOPINKOFF NAS! 


ee a 





MOSINGS. 


RAR FUN (or, p’r’aps, to be volite, 
. Fun, I ought to write), — 


Dear .1/) 





ot of questionipgs. 

Their scope is wide, their depth 13 vast, 
They pierce the future and the past, 
They hold the present in a vice 

And, on the whole, are rather nice. 


The mysteries of life and death 

On this and that—what wisdom saith 
Of Psychic force and things of State 
Deep questions thus I formulate. 


As Why should 
Shculd that so little signify?’ 
** Why should the 


1 
other cause a shock 


And ** Who’s your hatter?” §f What's o'clo 


When tired with these imaginings, 
I turn my thoughts to higher thipny 
And then I mentally discuss 

Some less intricate problems thus- 


Why should a man whose whole career 


Ifas fitted him for drinking beer, 
h I t] 
he ’ 
A ont P ’ 
sand 1et m make Oli 
} np] ~iaea? 
Cc } iC ipe 
iftew of , i, wat od 
by maiden full of 
riba 
A 6 , 


And ravishingly fair of face, 


Upon the mere approach of 
map, 
Shroud half her beauties with a 
a 
iaQ,. 
Why should a man_ who’s 


worked always 

The strictest of teetotal lays— 

When virtue’s pathway he for- 
sakes— 

Perceive blue mice and 
nakes ? 


scarlet 


Why should a girl, in form and 
limb 


Extravagantly lank (or slim), 


Assume the costume of a page, 
And show ¢hem off upon the stage? 
Ah, Mr. Fon, above all things, 

I | tk mental questionings ! 


this be thus?” and Why 





as they do nothing but 


have ’em,— 


IKOFF (Colonel), 


In quite a 
desultory 
way 

I’m drop- 
ping you 
a line to 
say— 

When day is 
done and 
starlets 
shine, 

\nd on my 
sofa I re 
cline, 
ithin my 
min d 

here 
always 


Springs 
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Ties? (to mews and inexperienced Youn ./an),—‘*JOuN,” 
/fost,—** Ho THE MoUMM? ohn. —**OH, THANK 
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ESSIR. 
“HE OLD WOMAN’sS DOING NICELY, SIR,’ 


‘ ¢ 
wor yarT\r wy Cen 
x f NLLN Lily SIR, I 














OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL DOES *“BADDELEY.” 

EVENTS—nay, Sir, I may say extra-special events—over which I have 
had no appreciable control, having for some years past prevented my 
attendance at Drury Lane Theatre at the well-known and popular 
entertainment which is on the bills of that house on Twelfth Night only, 
I was especially glad to accept Mr. Harris’s invitation last week. 

Whether the other guests were equally glad at my acceptation, it i 
not for me to say; though I admit it is possible that some rival wags, 
ealous of that extra-special way of my own that I possess, were wicked 
ough to spitefully resent my presence. 
I say were ‘‘ wick”’-ed enough, my dear Sir, advisedly, because, don’t 
you see? men are apt to feel ‘‘wick’’-ed when they are ho) elessly 
‘**snuffed out ! But this is merely by the way. 


A 


A 
, 


, 


To tell you the simple truth, then, worthy Sir, I was in great form on 
the 6th. To say I coruscated would but mildly express my waggish 
brilliance. Defore I had been on the stage a minute, Mr, A. M. Droadley, 
so to speak, ignited me. ‘* Well done, old man, isn’t it?” he queried, 
as he looked beamingly round on the well-spread tables. 

‘Well done?” I echoed sharply. ‘‘Certainly not! In my opinion, 
it’s * haddeley’ done, and you can tell Augustus I say so!” 

Before the defender of Arabi could retort, I had moved on to a group 
of visitors, who had gathered round the charming actress who play 
Aladdin. ‘‘It's a good job Mr, ‘Extra,’”’ she said to me presently, in 
her musical voice, ‘‘ that Mr. Harris does not stick literally to the old 
will, and only give us the cake and wine.” 

‘‘Ah! you may be sure Augustus would not do that,” I returned. 


‘His motto, take my word for it, is ‘Not too ‘* Baddeley,’’ but just 
‘* Baddeley’ enough.’ Eb, Mr, Lal?”’ I added, turning to the terrible 
sea-rover of the Novelty. ‘* Hush!” was his mysterious reply. *‘ Mumm’ 
the word!” And with that, we took our seats. 

Mr. Harris w good enough to ask me to cut up the cake; but I 

cused myself on the gr i that I was not a critic. 

I thought of suggesting that he need not trouble any h t 


there would (¢ a draught that cut like a knife! But I contented myself 
with working off this as a confidential quip to the people I conversed 
with after supper, 

It was after supper, too, that Mr. Broadley showed me an Arab knife 
tained with gore, which had cut up an umfortunate slave girl. 

** Really now!” I said, raising my voice for several proximate City 
aldermen to hear, ‘‘I am surprised the Arab used a knife. I had a 
notion that the wild Soudanese always cut up girls with a ‘cut-lass !’”’ 

N.E.—On the strength of this quip I booked no less than five invi 
tations to City Dinners, and two of them with Livery Companies, where, 
I've heard, they slip bank-notes inside your table-napkin. | 

I spare you, Sir, a list of all my post-cc-nal faceti about * drinking 
eaddeley,” ‘‘coming Baddeley off,” and the like. ‘* There’s only one 
kind of cake I don't like,” I said earnestly to a rising young dramatist, 
is he helped me to another slice. 

** Indeed,” he answered, ‘and what cake may that he? 
possibly?’ ‘*No!’ I exclaimed curtly ; ‘‘ stomach-cake.” 

And when I saw that rising young dramatist making an entry in his 
note-book just after, it struck me that I hac, as it were, cast my cake 
upon the waters, 

‘fA capital speech that of yours,” I said to Mr. Harris as we met 
whilst the dancing was going on, ‘‘A tremendous capital speech it 
was, indeed !”’ 

** Tremendous capital,” he cried. ‘‘ Whatever do you mean?” 

“Why, if it was not a ‘tremendous capital’ speech, how could we all 
have derived such ‘great interest’ from it, eh?” I inquired. 

‘Come, now, how many stalls is it you really want?” returned the 
acute Augustus, thinking to silence me, no doubt. 

Hut he little knew my powers of repartee. ‘‘ No, no,” I exclaimed, 
*‘that won't d If you wishto recompense me for my compliment, 
pay me all at once, please, and not by a series of in-stall-meants!”’ 


Oil-cake 


Why, I calculate that, including my depreciating the ‘‘currantcy' 
Ip, and that even a fig having its *' razsin-./ate,”’ I made seven- 
, on the whole, I t say that it 
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GOOD KING MOONLIGHT. 
A PANTOMIME&-FRAGMENT. 


“canz— The Gloomy Recesses of the Land of Misrule, JONBULLO the 
Ocre discovered applying the lash of Reduced Rents to BOGTROTTER 


the BRATENDOWN, 
B. she B. Ob, woe is mine! 
No friendly hand to smash 
This tyrant Ogre with his 
alien lash ! 
See how I writhe, while no 
one comes to slay 
The foe who has reduced the 
rent I pay. 
Year after year beneath the 
hand I quake 
That clipped the Jandlord’s 
profits for my sake. 
Oft I compare the lash that 
makes me wince 
With the mild rule of mine 
own native prince— 

The good Prince Moonlight, 
Chorus of FRIENDS of IRE- 
LAND. 

Hip! Hurrah! 
BR the B. Whose name 
Awakes a cheer which speaks 
his well-earned fame. 

My sweet Prince Moonlight, 
for whose rule I yearn ; 
Who's ever doing me some 

kindly turn 
With what small power he 
has—for, ban of bans, 
Yon alien Ogre stultifies his 
plans 
To some ex'ent, and does his best to kill 
The fu!l fruition of his kindly will. 
What he'd achieve, but for this Ogre’s rumpus, 
Is shown by what he does contrive to compass, 
Such little ways he has with which to breed 
Affection for him; and they quite succeed. 
IIe’ll come at night, kill cattle, and destroy cot 
Of him who speaks to folk he’s told to boycott : 
Last week, for some incautious word she said, 
IIe *‘ combed” my crippled mother. Now she’s dead : 
My aged granny, with her brimming measure 
Of years, incurring our good Lesgue’s displeasure, 
He stopped her small parochial relief : 
And now s/e’s dead of hunger and of grief : 
THlowever small our means, and sorely meagre, 
Ile makes us pay him something as a Leaguer : 
Who ever, pleading he could not afford it, 
And begging mercy, found our Prince accord it ? 
Chorus of FRIENDS of IRELAND. 
Noone! He shoots such traitors by the score. 
Long live Prince Moonlight, whom we all adore ! 
B, ‘he B, To sum it up, I'm in a perfect fright 
For life and limb, and chattels, day and night ; 
Where’er I hie me, north, or west, or south, 
He eyes me, and my heart is in my mouth! 
I see a bullet lurk in every stone ; 
I dare not breathe ; my soul is not my own. 
All day, all night, I tremble, shake, and wince— 
I may have angered, unawares, our Prince ! 
Gone are the little hoardings that I prized ; 
All work is gone; and trade is paralyzed. 
With searching round for food my eyes are sore—— 
Chorus of FRiRNDS of IRELAND. 
Bless good Prince Moonlight, whom we all adore ! 
JONBULLO. Come, now. The time for payment long is spent ; 
I've cancelled all your long arrears of rent. 
Perhaps you'll pay a quarter of the rest ? 
Chorus of FRIRNDS of IRELAND, 
Down with that Ogre whom we all detest ! 


(Flourish of Trumpets. Enter Prince MOONLIGHT.) 
B. the B. (Aissimg his boots), My cherished Prince ! 
Prince M. Ah ! If yon Ogre tied 
My hands a little less, 7’¢ tan your hide! 
If I could only gain my right position, 
Talk of the tortures of the Inquisition ! 
‘hold youdown! I'd grind you in the mud! 








| they pulled up their petticoats and fled, the Anglo-Chinese oaths used 


[thirst for justice? Pooh! I thirst for blood ! 
If you desire to grasp the whole I mean, 
Give me a Parliament on College Green ! 
(The Good Fairy PARNELLA rises, banishes JONBULLO, and confers un- 
limited powers on PRINC& MOONLIGHT. BOGTROPTER sings a chanz 
of gratitude, Harleguinade,—Very lively indeed !) 














KNICKNACKS. 


TENDER-HEARTED, heavy-pursed, 18 carat-gold-laden males, do 
please be cautious in the train, omnibus, and tramcar, of thieves be- 
longing to the ‘‘weaker” sex! Carefully 
wrapped up, they sit alongside you, and perhaps 
you don’t object to their warmly close proxi- 
mity. Then they rob you with Gatling gun 
rapidity ; and when you discover your loss, and 
make it known, your friends congratulate you 
on being a double-barrelled fool. This is not 
the voice of experience ; somebody’s told us, 


A LITTLE dispute recently arose in Birming- 
ham between a gentleman and his /ancée, who 
is a Zulu by birtb. When the argument had 
grown hot, the lady rendered it fiery by sailing 
majestically into her lover's affections with a 
parafin Jamp. As she was warming up his 
head, the police poked their noses into the matter, and disturbed the 
proceedings entirely. After a fortnight in the hospital, the amorous 
lover crawled round to the magistrate who held the fate of the Zulu 
maiden in his hands, and begged him not to tear two fond hearts 
asunder, but to discharge the little sweetheart, as he wished to marry 
her forthwith. His appeal was successful, and after having accepted 
the magistrate’s blessings and good wishes, the happy pair started off to 
make the necessary preparations for their nuptials. 





Mr, JOSEPH FOLLY, a ticket-of-leave man arrested for stealing what 
wasn’t his’n, stole a march on human justice lately by hanging himself 
with his braces. Joseph is described as having been a ‘*neck-or- 
nothing, dare-devil sort of man—one who chafed at the restraint of 
penal servitude.” What a pity a larger number of professional thieves 
don’t chafe at penal servitude to the galling extent that Joseph did, 
and with the ‘* wisdom ” of Folly—hang themselves. 


THE clergy are still extending their operations. Hitherto they have 
taken a great interest in the stage. Now some of them are drifting into 
physic and surgery. The Bishop of Rangoon, for instance, is teaching 
a large class of ladies how to doctor and dismember their fellow- 
creatures. But we fancy that the clergyman who can teach a graceful 
girl a step-dance will always be a greater pet with the fair sex than one 
who can instruct her as to the most approved method of amputating an 
arm, 

FLesH and blood is not a vastly expensive commodity in dreamy 
Italy. A gentle organ-grinder recently purchased a couple of Italian 
boys of their parents for thirteen shillings each. This owner of white 
slaves sorrows that performing monkeys are so much more costly to buy 
than children, 

*“Wuat, ho! apothecary.” Three doctors and one dispenser are 
pauper inmates of Islington workhouse. Entering the union must have 
been a bitter pill for these poor gentlemen to swallow. One would 
imagine that some of their wealthy professional brethren might have 
saved them from sinking into the poorhouse. Poor beggars ! they are 
probably anxiously waiting for death’s sleeping draught. 





AFreR all, Sir James Hannen is not going to resign his position in 
that popular place of entertainment, the Divorce Court. No! the 
learned judge will still continue to sit there, and smile blandly on bad 
boys and girls, and chuckle affably at counsels’ witticisms. 





Two little boys, who were fined ten shillings apiece for cutting down 
a tree fourteen feet in height in Phoenix Park, Dublin, excused them- 
selves on the ground that they were only playing at Mr, Gladstone, and 
didn’t mean any harm, The magistrate told them that Mr. Gladstone 
never cut down other people’s trees, and they ought to be birched. 





In China, Celestials venerate the snow; they collect it, and super- 
stitiously reverence it. In England, Chinese do not worship snow. A 
couple of Celestials passed down Charlotte Street the other day. They 
were pelted by ragged urchins with pea-soupy looking snowballs. As 


by the Celestials savoured of the supposed lingo of the infernal regions. 
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Dashed Delight. 


(Mr. Warton,” says the Darly News, “has happily retired into 
private life. But Mr. Biggar remaios.”} 
O Lire, thou’rt many coloured, 
A kaleidoscopic thing ; 
The wise man and the dullard 
Feel its blessing and its sting, 
E’en politics is stained 
With sorrow’s deepest stain ; 
We thought some peace we'd gain¢d 
When Warton ceased his reign. | 
But, oh! sad disappointment | 
Enmeshes us with chains— 
Oh, spoiler of Joy’s ointment, | 
Our Biggar still remains ! 


For years the Bridport Blocker 
Waged war 'gainst each wise B'll, 

And biggar was a mocker, 
Against the people’s will. 

That Blocker has been shunted— 
So far we breathe again— 

But, lo! we are confronted 
With that which causes pain ! 

We have lost the ‘‘ Yah-yah!” Snuftfer— 
Our Warton—minus brains ! 

But ah! a greater duffer— 
Joe Biggar—still remains ! 


Riches, | 
SONNET. | 
RicHk&s have wings—they fly away from some 
To settle upon others, like the bees 
That swarm on unappreciative trees, 
Which to their honied buzz are deaf and dumb, 
Not to the men who need it riches come ; 
It ever gravitates to wealth and ease, 
While Poverty grows poorer by degrees, 
Till wants cold clasp all hope and life benumb. 


Pounds shower on one—another sighs for pence. 
Both make investments that are nought but sound, 
Money and notes are ‘‘ circular,” and hence 








kare 
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“AND HE THE PICTURE OF HEALTH!” 


‘My pRAR FLIsny, WHY DO YOU RISR AND LRAVR® THR CONCERT: 


It is the world continues to go round, 
Yet money squares most things; and common sense 


ROOM AFTER EVERY PiRkcE?” 
**Docror’s ADVICR, MY DRAR FELLOW: 
TO SIT HETWEEN Two Arrs,” 


ORDERED, ON NO ACCOUNT, 


Knows that earth's pleasantness is bought per pound! 

















A Mem, for the Men, 


{Man, who has been nearly driven out of some of his occupations by the « ompeti- 
tion of female labour, has now a taste of that revenge which is said to be sweet. 
Women who dress well maintain that a man makes their fearful and wonderful! gar- 


ments far better than female dressmakers !—Dat/y Pafers.| 


LoveLy Woman (ah, long may she flourish and reign), 
Of late many men hath upset, 
By taking their callings up now and again, 
But she hasn't quite conquered them yet ! 
She has gone in for Med’cine and Schoolboards—nay, more, 
She aspires e’en to Parliament fame ; 
She has carried off clerkships, and men have felt sore 
At her masculine-work spoiling game. 
But a chance of revenge comes to soothe our distresses — 
We men can go in for the Making of Dresses, 


For we read in the various prints of the day 
Of a chance for the men they’ve oppressed, 
All correctly-dressed women now everywhere say 
That the gowns made by men are the best— 
The wonderful frocks in which women-folk shine, 
More correctly are made by the male. 
Than by women brought up to the dress-making line— 
Then why in despair should we wail ? 
Since Woman grows bold, and poor Man she oppresses, 
Let Man give his mind to the Making of Dresses ! 


O, ye poets and novelists, since ye have found 
Lovely Woman usurping your thrones, 

Take up, we beseech ye, this newly-found ground— 
A truce to all murmurs and moans. 

If you can’t by your stories and lays become rich, 
‘Cause ladies now with you compete, 

At least you can patiently sit down and stitc! 

' . 


hake your fair! 








For every young lady of fashion confesses 
That Man is a Heaven-born Maker of Dresses ! 


Then, to arms! or ‘‘to Needles,’ we rather should say, 
And hey! for the thimble and thread ; 

Man must study Ze Fo//et and Myra each day, 
If he'd earn for that day daily bread, 

Yea, of flounce and of furbelow, * gusset” and ‘‘ gore,” 
Let mo man the mystery shirk ; 

O’er trimmings, and ruchings, and patterns let's pore, 
So that women may give us some work ! 

For 'twould seem that we still may have Woman's caresses, 

By giving our minds to the Making of Dresses, 


WHITE WEDNESDAY. 
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INCIDENTS IN THE LIFE OF SIR JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS, BART., R.A., &c., &c., ILLUSTRATED BY HIMSELF, 








The OCpening of St, Stephen’s 
School. 


(Sze CARTOON.) 


WHAT ho, my masters! Not agreed 

About your studies? Well,—ha—hum— 
Young gentlemen of Lib’ral creed 

Ought not to pout and look so glum ; 
You've reached a pretty pass indeed 

In your curriculum ! 


When insubordination’s rife 
Within a class the like of you, 

And mutioy shows signs of life 
Among a once-united crew, 

It promises domestic strife— 
And rods in pickle, too, 


’Tis strange if you do not discern 

The evil of such hardihood 
As arguing to overturn 

The course your tutor thinks is good ; 
Were it not safer far to learn 

Your lessons as you should ? 


| At any rate, his force is high 
To gain the end that he has sought ; 
‘* What ho, my pupils!” he may cry, 
**T beg you’ll take my line of thought.” 
‘* Let’s teach the teacher !”’ you reply : 
He says, ‘* You must be taught !” 





| Doth 'E-ly ? 


(The Queen has ordered a cone?é-delire 
electing ot a Bishop of Ely.] 


| Let us hope that the electors of this See 
E’er will be 
Inclined to a demeanour that is see-rious ; 
| Let us hope this congé given by the Queen 
| Ne’er will mean 
That in choosing a new Bishop they're 
a’ elire-ious ! 


or the 





shall go without a monument shall man merit 


| 
So long as the inventor of the lazy-tongs 
the stigma of ingratitude.—O, E. Ports, 





The Debtor. 


‘*Rastous, they tell me that you are a father,” 

Thus said a pillar of the congregation 

Unto a chestnut coloured fellow member. 

** Yes, sah, my wife and me done gone distribute 

Our little sheer to fill de population.” 

‘*And is the babe baptized?” inquired the 
pillar, 

**You know it ought to be.” ‘‘ Yis, sah—I 
lows it. 

It railly should be, but I can’t affo’d it.” 

**What—not afford it when it costsyou nothing?” 

‘*T knows dat, sah—dat de mere act of baptism 

Don’t in itse’f cost nuthin’, but you see, sah, 

I truly owe de minister a dollah— 

A dollah wid de interest—for performin’ 

De weddin’ cer’mony a year ago, sah, 

An I’se afeerd dot he mought raise objection 

To go an’ take de trouble of baptisin’ 

A babe dat hasn’t never yit been paid for. 

I guess I’d better squar’ him fo’ de wedden 

Befo’ I bodder him to bless a baby 

Dat ain’t been settled fo’ an’ I’se in debt on. 








Richest Custard | 
!! Half the Cost 


BIRD’S 2325. 
as CUSTARD 


C.BRANDAUERSC" 


66 














PowreDt ENO 








Cadbury's 













Wednesday, January 13th, 1 


20%. 


A 64. Packet ty ¢ CAUTION.—If 
yr POWDER | Cocoa thickens in the 
Packet for y | , | —_ it proves the 
ALFRED BIRD & SONS, Devonshire Works, | hs nots Gone tana eects scratch not spurt | addition of Starch. 
Birming hace "BRANDAUER & CO.'S Pex Works, Bruncua. | GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
London: Printed by Dalziel Brothers at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published ( 


for the Proprietors) by W. Lay. at 153 Fleet Street, E.C 






















1] 


ute 


the 


a 


sm 


I 


—~_— Wet 





JANUARY 20, 1886, 


KUN. 











/ 
1. SNow- 





BAWLING. —~ 
Ct 





SWEEP YER DOOR +, 
WAY MARM 1! 


‘t »] Tr 
; i ); 











al 


|. 





SNOWFLAKES 











AND 


Ee 




















ICICLES. 























JANUARY 20, 1886, 


24 KUN. r 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE GAIETY (afternoon). — Messrs. 
Hollingshead and Edwardes have devised 
a novel form of amusement for ‘the 
youngsters” during the holidays, It is 
not unlike a music-hall entertainment, 
without the pipes and grog ; in fact, it is 
exactly like it, except that the ‘‘ waits” 
are too long, and there is not an objec- 
tionable feature in it from beginning to 
end, Even the characteristic childish- 
ness is reduced to a minimum, besides 
being excusable under the circumstances, 
That the show is to the taste of those for 
whom it is mainly intended, was amply 
testified by the silvery laughter constantly 
tinkling from various parts of the not 
overfilled house, on the occasion of the 
first performance of these ** Pantomimic 





~. - 
Ture Gaiaty.—Notr Two Macs, 
BUI st MACS ENOUGH. 


afternoons,” as the management have named them. 





3uT there is more than the average amount of amusement even for 
“‘ oldsters,” and I am personally indebted to ‘‘the Two Macs,” in a 
portion of their ‘‘assault and battery” act, for the heartiest, healthiest, 
and most soul-satisfying laugh I have enjoyed for years. I don’t think 
much of their abusive banter of each other, nor is the humour of a 
vigorous and oft-repeated slap ona bald head of an altogether intellectual 
order; but their knockabout business is both expert and funny, and 
their burlesque tumbling would make an anchorite roar, and reduce a 


dyspeptic to helpless cries for mercy. 


From the large share of the programme they occupy, the Boissets 
would appear to be the Boissets of the show. They are worthy of the 
position, however. They open the ball with a not too intelligible 
‘*pantomimic scene,” called Mcelomania, in which a good deal of 
knockabout agility is displayed, in connection with suddenly collapsing 
stairs, a practicable piano, a ‘‘ mysterious” cabinet, and other such 
matters, familiar and otherwise, and which finishes with an ‘‘acrobatic 
quadrille,” distinguished by the remarkable ‘‘ somersaulting”’ of an 
individual dressed as a young lady. The next arrivals are a very curly 
young man in eveming dress, two youngsters in slightly exaggerated 
versions of the same, and an incongruous young gi7/ (apparently), in 
fancy costume. These are *‘ The Avolo Aoys” (sounds like some kind 
of Irish rebels !), who give us a rather pretty musical performance, with 
noticeable precision and ear on the part of the youngsters, the two lads 
afterwards showing some cleverness in a horizontal-bar act. 


THEN we have the Boissets in Aviegsfiel, otherwise Hurly Burly, 
from the Empire, in which there is also introduced a pretty vivandiere 
dance, Miss Sylvia Grey and her perennial skipping-rope, and Sergeant 
Simms with his ‘‘trained boy soldiers.” The ‘‘training” of these is 
not of a very high order, though ; the sole really interesting part of their 
performance being the regulation bayonet exercise. The remainder is 
merely a series of theatrical ballet-like evolutions, the Sergeant’s own 
manipulation of a gun taking no higher stand than skilful juggling; 
the gentleman’s manner with the leader of the orchestra, who didn’t 
appear to be quite az /ait with his bugle calls, is also open to improve- 
ment. A 
very capital 
entertain- 
ment fin- 
ishes up 
with the 
Two Macs, 
act referred 
to, and 
sends us 

aching 
homewards. 


THe Vao- 
DEVILLE. — 
Produced 
with an ex- 
ceptionally 
strong cast 
and every 
token of 
success, Mr, Joseph Derrick’s Plebeians will probably experience no 
happier fate than that which has befallen ome or two of its imme- 
diate predecessors, Keminiscences of an unfortunate piece called 
Dust (which, I believe, ran for a week at the Royalty once!) were 





Tae Gaiasty.—A Quiet QuapriLee, 














as the story unfolded itself, and Mr. Groves, as he pro- 
h his over-coloured but undeniably comic portraiture of the 
Jew moneylender, must have had frequent reminders of a certain inno- 
cently scheming tailor and an afternoon at the Novelty about two 
summers ago. After his apparently deliberately chosen method the 
author has treated us to the stalest materials, trusting to his ability in 
dressing them up for the necessary freshness. The ability is unfortu- 
nately not conspicuous on the present occasion, many of the situations 
are contrived with ingenuity, but he seems to have been unable to quite 
make up his mind whether to give us the ‘‘’ercles vein” of deep 
tragedy, or the wilder delights of broad farce. The chief defect, how- 
ever, and one which affects the whole structure is the strongly emotional 
nature of the intercourse between several of the characters on the very 
shortest possible acquaintanceship. This causes some really good work 
of Mr. Lestocq’s as a sort of amateur Jaikes (not that Jaikes was by 
any means an original character), and some exquisitely tender acting of 
Miss Kate Rorke, to go for little more than bathos and over-acting. 
The first act is dull as well, but the third hasa fair backbone, and might 
even save the piece, though I doubt it. Finally, clever actor as he is, 
in his proper place, Mr. Thorne would have improved the chances of 
the piece had he placed the part he himself plays in more appropriate 


hands, 


Mr. Frep, THORNE gives us a capitally humorous bit of character, 


When he puts on 
that comically sa- 
tirical expression of 
his—rolls his eyes, 
screws up his 
mouth, and sticks 
himself out until 
his braces show, 
he is simply irre 
sistible. Mr, Fuller 
Mellish’s boy is 
very good and 
characteristic, and 
Messrs. Akhurst 
and Grove (though 
the latter’s is a 
played-out style of 
character) are good 


too. As for the 
ladies, Mr, Thornehas positively lavished female loveliness upon this piece. 


Pretty and clever Miss Phillips vies with clever and pretty Miss Millett, 
and each in turn does little less than hold her own with the dainty Miss 
Kate Rorke, Ah, Miss Rorke—beauty and jalent both! Yours 
should, indeed, be ‘‘a happy lot;’’ how many of us (including the 
writer of these lines) have neither ! 


uppermost 
ceeded wit 





THe VAUDEVIBLE.—THE ROSE AND THe THORNE. 


Nops AND WINKS,—They say there is an intention of playing Zhe 
Magic Flute at the Empire; perhaps, by thus having recourse to the 
supernatural, they may succeed in attracting aydiences in that un- 
fortunate building at last.—Mrs. Langtry opens at the Prince’s on the 
30th, with Mr. Coghlan’s new piece.—7%e Magistrate has passed its 
three hundredth representation, and still sits in his own Court, —Messrs. 
Wilson Barrett and H. A, Jones’s new drama will treat of the period of 
the Cavaliers and Roundheads, it is reported. Cavillers and Deadheads 
is the spirited and appropriate title (for the first night, at any rate) 
suggested by the ingenious NESTOR, 








New Leaves. 


From San Francisco we have the Christmas Number of the News 
Letter, In addition to the enlarged attractions of its literary matter 
it has many excellent examples of art in varied styles of reproduc- 
tion which have, no doubt, met the approbation they deserve.—We 
also have the Christmas Number of Zhe Chicago News Letter which, 
over and above its other ‘‘ pleasing points,” gives the public a splendid 
print (in Photo-Gravure) of ‘‘The Star of the Ballet "—sufficient ia 
itself to ‘‘star” the number.— Zhe Century and St. Nicholas are 
this month overflowing with works of most delicious character, too 
numerous and too equal to single out for special commendation. 
—In reading Anowledge we ascend to the contemplation of the 
“higher things.’—In the 26th Part of Parodies, which finishes with 
**@oldsmith,” and gives ‘* Campbell,’”’ we have an intellectual treat.— 
The Musical World in commencing its 64th Vol. makes a new de- 
parture under new management which should make its future appearance 
more welcome in the world of music.—In Zhe Ladies’ Gazette of 
Fashion there is a fine portrait of Lord Tennyson (? a ladies’ man). 
The backward projections of ladies’ dresses are carried to a point sug- 
gestive of riding saddles.—The costumes in Ze Fo//et have not advanced 
so far backwards, and don’t look quite so *‘ forward,” 
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MR. SPYFFYNS’ EYE-GLASS. 
































Mr. S., going out to dinner, thinks an 


eye-glass becoming. 





Pe Re a Se le Ee 























, F 
Who is voracious as to soup. opyffyns gets it from the sideboard, It is discovered. Scorn and indignation. His eye next morning; after all be 
and drops the eye-glass in it. his efforts to fascinate, too. t 
i 
CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES, Jones, Telegraph wires? Oh, they’re nothing. It’s the splintered F 
—_—_— glass I'm talking about—the great pieces which fly unexpectedly at your : 
THE JOYOUS WEST-END., head when you pass a shop just when the burglars happen to be engaged 
I.—THE WELL-KNOWN DRESS. on the windows with a battering-ram, you know. There—there’s half a 


ton of plate-glass just come down on the steel point of my armoured 
umbrella! Pretty look-out it would have been for me if I hadn't had 
itup. Now there are a lot of great fragments flying at us from the other 
side of the way. Look out—there! nearly had your head off, by Jove! 

Brown. What's this great gang of rough-looking fellows coming 
along? What tremendous implements they seem to have in that cart? 

Jongs, Oh, yes; it’s only a gang of burglars on an extra big job— 


Jones, But, my dear boy, surely you’re not going out at this time of 
night in that get up? 

Brown, What ‘‘get up?” Am I not dressed in my ordinary every- 
day clothes ? 

Jones. Of course—that’s exactly it. Bless my soul, you «would at- 
tract a nice lot of attention! So peculiar! Why, lor! if you were to | 
go out respectably dressed like that, goodness knows what would some large jeweller’s in Bond Street or Regent Street that they are going 


happen! I shouldn’t be surprised if the police took you up; and one 
, tao to break into. I suppose the plate-glass or the safe is unusually stub- 
really couldn't blame them, because they aren't used to it, y know, born, Their work needs a lot of heavy plant, you see—comes very 


Haven’t you a proper suit ? | : ware 
“anal Sut this isa proper suit, What's the matter with it ? 2 as I’m told, Here are my lodgings; come in, I can give you a 
ie age Soa ig | shake-down. 
Jonrs, Why, it isn’t a burglar’s suit; and a person not dressed asa | ott "Pe Moe. 


burglar, walking about the streets at night just at present might well be Brown. But I say, Jones. I thought you said your lodgings were 


suspected of having some kind or other of evil business on hand—per- ; : i , , 
haps be taken fora Nihilist. Do, for goodness’ sake, let’s take a cab to quiet. Why, there's such a frightful row I can’t get to sleep. There ! 


the costumier’s and get you made up as a burglar There, | What's that tremendous banging and crashing? , 

that’s better; now we'll take a stroll if ou likes Now you perceive, Jongs. Eh? Oh, that’s nothing. Probably some burglars breaking 

the ecliasmen dant to ob A: roach at all. They don’t | through the wall of the shop below ; it’s a goldsmith’s, y'know. You'll 
P OS CON s apy SS eee De ee, y soon get used to that sort of noise, 


seem to be aware of your existence, Ah, yes !—there’s one observing Ranw , 
: ROWN, And now there’s a confounded horn blowing ! 
you rather attentively over there; he seems to have a doubt about your : : 4 ’ 
being a real burglar: just make a low sort of grimace, and whisper JONES. ph ah a that’s aco © the fellows of some gang 
hoarsely about ‘cracking a crib” or something. That’s it ; now his °% other to stand out of the way, as they re just going to fire a blasting- 
6 ' . charge under a safe or an iron door. You'd better hold on to the bed- 


suspicions are — at aa | ee stead, by the way, as the = foe 4 send you flying out. There it is— 
— REATER DANG TILL. d old bang, wasn’t it? t's nothing to what it is sometimes. 

. good o g, 5 gtow some 
Jones, Well, but, Brown, my dear fellow, you don’t mean to walk You should have been here when they were blowing up the vaults of the 
about the streets at this time o’ night dressed like that ? bank opposite. By jingo!—it sent the bed, with me in it, bodily 


Brown. What’s the matter xow/ I have a burglar’s suit and make through the wall into the next room; but they used tremendous charges 
up, haven’t I? I thought you said that was all ri— for that job. I heard that a policeman who happened to be standing 
Jones. Oh, yes; the suit’s all right as far as it goes; but where’s | in front of the bank, engaged in composing some verses, was carried 
your helmet and your armour-plated umbrella? You must know how away right on to the dome of St. Paul’s, Fancy that! 

dangerous the streets are just now. 


Brown, Oh, ah !—the telegraph wires breaking, you mean, and s0 
forth? A GRATE truth is a law of nature,.—O, E. Potts, 
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— Kenta aaa ai lial ata 
THE ONLY IMPORTANT THING. 
i i i i tleman explained that he could 
In the matter of a summons applied for by the proprietor of a restaurant against a gentleman for smashing a pane of glass, the gentle ; u 
Pa rest, as the noise occasioned by plaintiff's putting in a new stove continued until four in the morning, his remonstrances on the subject being disregarded. The 
summons was refused. } 
There were three little men to whom rest was a necessity. No. 1 was an No. 2 was a Prime Minister : the fate of the country depended on his being 
invalid ‘* You may live if you get a good night's rest,” said the doctor. fresh that next morning. 
, i] . See =A i | 
ce? | (Mul 
* . . . . . . . - 
No. 3 was an Eminent age = the abolition of cholera hung on his next At four in the morning they met onthe landing. “ JVat is this knocking 
as inate sta that won’t let us sleep?” they said. 
/ 
/ 
/, 
vi 
/\ 
. 
o—— oe eer 
a AE. 
And they went to speak to the owner of the noise—nay, to kill him. But sii cll , . ; 
had his job dane inthe daytine I thould make five pounds lea What rahe maberanas oe Sere Rasematle, Look here, he auld, I keep a restaurant. If 1 
the plague, whea compared with wry profits?" The th ; 1 ’ : eo ¢ country, and the stamping out o 
edo I yt ¢ three grumblers could of be blind to such reasoning ; they decided that ¢he7 trivial affairs ought £0 go by the 
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KNIOKNAOKS. 


ipa el A SENTENTIOUS old gentleman says, ‘‘One can hardly wonder at 
HUMOUR in all other bosoms should professional beauties trying to make hay while the sun shines, when one 


sor fo igi bt 
it still i i ice : knows they have been religiously taug 
winters from their earliest youth to regard all 


The Alderman ne’er will allow it to die! | flesh as grass,” 


i i At the forthcoming Colonial Exhibi- 
ee tion monkey comet in various ways, 


vexed, - 
nd served by young Creole waitresses, 
a ren is to bea | ara. 4 Yet no blandisb- 

















next?” f 

i : ; ments the prettiest Creole damsel could 

— er eee ee Sealing bestow, with a view to induce ws to eat 
} monkey, would have the slightest 


: , F 
—% ss eee, Se ened, Sweet effect. We protest against monkey 

as food, whether he be = po sty 
. i fl irls plvi grilled, broiled, fried, hashed, baked, 
age of flower girls plying potted, minced, jugged, or + ngs 5 stead aaa, 
Old England was free, and they weren’t afrai We would nearly as soon eat a slice 


And ever their pow’rs of persuasion they'd try, ee a 

For sometimes a party (who wished it) might buy. A FRIEND who has just returned from the States says it is a strange 
For England is free, as you know very well, characteristic of Americans that while they = ye eee a to 
And parties may purchase, and parties may sell ; hanging women they seem to be inordinately fond of shooting ° 


And parties may barter, though (rightly, we feel), 
No party whatever's permitted to steal. THERE is a time when the most snow-loving man crowds down on 
It was a stiff constable *‘clumpetting ”’ by— snow. It comes when the newly-engaged maid-servant pops on : 
And, oh! his expression was roguish and sly !— newly-bought pair of the snow-loviog mans patent leather boots, an 
And he chuckled right up to the roots of his curls, ambles about on the doorstep in them to clear off frozen matter. 


When he spotted those *‘ booky ” and ‘* button-hole”’ girls, siti ereregl ee ere 
i i ’ DONKEYS proverbially prefer thisties to % taste, 

Till he tpn ph ce het re yes : ree), but we have never heard of one of these eccentric animals indulging in 
Aed Pd ht that his sniggering never would pve stones in preference to grain. It has been left for a horse to —— | 
For it was paar a Sales fet the City Police , in quadrupeds, this idiosyncrasy regarding food. We learn that a 
d veterinary surgeon has found a triangular-shaped stone in the stomach 


They were pretty ‘‘done up” at the time they were took, of a cart-horse owned by millers at Totnes. Yes! the irregular horse, 
And the weather was chill, and they shivered and shook the deranged stomach and the solid, slaying stone, were one and all the 
As they stood in a woebegone group in the dock, property of corn-grinders, Think of the rich wheaten diet that horse might 
Till that constable’s chuckles endangered his stock; have thrived and waxed fat on, had he chosen, Why! had he been an 
And the Alderman, entering into the fun, immoral animal he could have filched enough grain to have fed age’ 
Indulged in a quaint horticultural pun; dozen gee-gees. But, no! the animal was a sour ascetic party who ha 
He called them a ‘‘ bunch” (which was funny, I own), a mad crank for cheap plain feeding and honesty—and it killed him. 


And further observed that they seemed to be ‘‘ blown.” : 
: — Horsks in Paris, as a rule, do not attain the vencrable age of horses 

ng ee ee ee apron, Spe t d in London, This may be accounted for by the fact that the lives ef 

y saying he thoug ey were ‘‘running to seed ;” 2 ‘ ; 
Convulsing the crowd, by declaring he thought Parisian gee-gees are so frequently insured 
Before Mr. * Flowers” they should bave been brought. ONE of the terrible Mannlicker repeating rifles, with which thirty 
In fact his remarks, at these females’ expense, shots per minute can be fired, and which is intended to be the future 
Abounded in humour, good feeling, and sense ; weapon of the Austrian army has been stolen from an Austrian arsenal, 
And up to the full did these qualities shine, and sold to the agent of some other government. The utmost secrecy 
When he said he would trouble them each for a fine. concerning this wonderful gun has been observed 1 gh gee, a 
And then, when they whimpered, and hastened t that bangs every other in the world. Wonder whether the cribbe 
They'd ee al ieatan a money - eg ne weapon in question bas found its way to London yet? The report that 








With laughter he buried his head on his lap— Lady W—— found a mysterious-looking firearm in ‘‘ our only pee 
For it was such a joke—for the Alderman chap. trunk, on his return from his trip omg continong, has not been officially 
5 confirmed, 
ut that elderly gent, I regret to remark, 
“toes bygone —_ of hee ig ; AN expert considers the reason the bayonets and swords used by our 
pate ed 1 re kd a4 seli-satished, mean, troops in the Soudan bent up and broke to pieces so easily is to be 
nd mountebank dulness, as ever he'd seen ! accounted for by the changes of temperature. It seems that those con- 
Of course there’s no need of an argument strong foundedly obstinate Arabs would not regulate the temperature of their 
To prove that old gentleman quite in the wrong ; coarse bodies so as to suit the sensitive English ‘‘ steel !” 
A pretty condition of things you'd provoke Seragecms ae 
If a bobby or Alderman can’t have his joke ! THE number of cases of police perjury and Jersecution is alarmingly 


on the increase. We are anxious to know whether the constables who 
have brought unfounded charges against various people in the Metro- 
politan district lately, still remain as active workers in the police force? 
They are justly entitled to a holiday—in gaol. 


It lightens a constable’s labours to grin 

And run a few shivering flower girls in ; 

And an Alderman’s bosom it gratefully cheers 
To jest with a prisoner's palpable fears. 


So what if that gentleman up and abused A PoLisH Jew a hie wi . os 1 
was grocer and his wife were excessively religious, anc 
pl no Boeon, a be ed — yp be amaned each Friday, being a holy day, they would do no manner of work on it, 
It ought ha ty ve in Seahte ” ed ‘) One holy, but fatal Friday morn, as they were in the act of praying, an 

g a suitable way accident happened to the pipe of their gas-stove, which caused an 
That *‘bobbies” like that should enjoy on their beats immense escape of gas. As repairing the pipe would have necessitated 
A top, and a hoop, and a packet of sweets ; their ceasing to pray for the time being, and working ; they calmly 
And similar Aldermen should (of all things !) remained on their knees until the gas choked them, The neighbours 
Be amply provided with corals and rings. rushed just in time to hear the dying woman’s explanation of the 


catastrophe. Before she shuffled off this mortal coil, she informed her 


He didn’t gain much by this bitter attack, hearers that, as the gas suffocated them, visions of demons adulterating 





They gave him six months’ with the thumb-screw and rack ; : ; ; i 

ack ; flee and sanding sugar whirled through her brain, and that her 

5o less of that gent for the present you'll see ee ’ BSS ‘ET: 6 aa i 

(Which gent, I'd explain, ie no other thar ll | husband’s last wosds were, ** Hide those scales sharp, wife ; the Inspector 











| of False Weights is coming down the street.” 
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A National Anthem. 
(REVISED VERSION.) 


[The Queen will open Parliament on the arst. ] 


Soon will our gracious Queen 
In town again be seen— 

Our long-lost Queen ; 
Let us be glorious, 
Yea, quite laborious 
With mirth uproarious 

To—oo—oo greet our Queen ! 


Thus will Victoria Reg, 
Give us this privilege 
Too seldom seen. | 
For she (oh, great event !) 
Hath stated her intent 
To o—o—open Parliament— 
O—o—oh ! gracious Queen ! 


Fun, who, as heretofore, 
Loyal is to the core— 

Shows joyful mien. 
Soon where they frame our laws, 
(Where, oft without a cause, 
Many a Member “‘ jaws”’) 

We shall see our (ueen ! 


Hail, then, with all your pow’r, 
That joyous brief half-hour, 

When she'll be seen ! 
Thanks to our politics 
(Which, through our M,P.s’ tricks, 
Often are in a fix) 

We—e shall see our Queen ! 





Old Pe(e)l-ion. 


[A correspondent in a daily paper hopes that, among the Bills to be 
presented to the new Parliament, will be one rendering the throwing of 
orange-peel on the pavement a penal offence.) 

WE beg to say that we endorse this view, 

We'd like to see blue peelers charge a few 
Mad orange-peelers, so that they might feel 
The treadmill take the place of mere ap-peel. 








THARE are one hundred wais of dooing a thing—one write 
and ninety-nine rong.—O. E, Potts. 
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Author.—“*I THINK IT WENT OFF PRBITY WELL; THERE WAS NO 
HISSING,”” 

Valued Friend,—‘‘Ou, yes! BOT you sE& A FELLOW CAN’T HISS 
WHILE HE’S YAWNING,” 
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FIRST NIGHT CONVERSATION, 








The Masher’s Inspiration. 
faa IT was a masher chappie 
(HEY! AY And it wasn’t any joke, 








happiness,” 


YAW 


— 


D 


AW STEP? 


. vey SWE He was very far from happy, 


And comparatively broke ; 





Covi He'd a grimly rising pecker, 

~ >) Which he couldn’t well 

we allay ; 

For the state of his exchequer, 
Was exactly as I say. 


Then the falling snow which 
chilled him, 
Falling heavily and thick ; 
As he watched it, nearly killed 
Hi him, 
Wy Turned him giddy, green, 
and sick ; 
But all suddenly he started, 
o- And his face had lost its 
Ok gloom, 
And excitedly he darted 
For a shovel and a broom. 


« . a od 


If you want an explanation 
Of his sudden joy and zest, 
He got cash and occupation, 
By—the picture tells the rest. 





A WORTHY M.P, opines that ** politics should be the study of human 


So they should; but they much more nearly resemble the 


study of mendacity, dishonesty, and human gullibility. 








A Carol for the Corpulent,. 


(An eminent civil engineer has written to the papers to say that he was cured of 
a corpulence by a diet consisting exclusively of large quantities of meat and 
ot water. ] 


THOSE readers of Fon who are prone to rotundity 
Hereby are asked to observe the advice 

Which a “‘ sufferer” gives, with a deal of profundity, 
Touching a diet more novel than nice. 

If you are podgy, and long to be thin again, 
Follow this glorious, gratis ‘‘ receipt ;” 

The pleasures of leanness you quickly may win again 
If you go in for hot water and meat ! 


Three and a half up to five pints per day you should 
Swallow of water exceedingly hot, 

And large chunks of very lean meat put away you should, 
Therefore keep joints of the same on the spot, 

See that the tea-kettle’s always in readiness, 
If you’d Obesity’s Ogre defeat, 

And follow the menu with patience and steadiness, 
Give yourself up to hot water and meat! 


Perhaps you are oft iz ‘* hot water” (this writer is, 
Say when he wanders home late, entre nous), 

But plain on this point our prescription-inditer is— 
The hot water, mind you, must all be in you, 

Then come all ye fat folk, imbibe in large quantities 
Water all steaming (and mind that it’s neat) ; 

Come, drink to this scheme (the true end to a want it is), 
Shout *‘ Hip, hurrah!” for hot water and meat ! 





Mr. H, W. Locy is the new editor of the Daily News, and even 
many of those who do not consider him as exactly match-less, regard 





him as the very Lucy-for the place. 
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“Bound” to Pay. 
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Aggressive Beggar.—‘*PARDING, GOUV’NER. 
BACKER TER GIVE A Poor Cove?” 

Generous Party.—‘* No, I HAIN’T; BUT ’AVE A PENNY SMOKE!” 
A, B.—“*A BLIGHT ON veR Eyes, YER IpDjoT! 


NoT FOR JOSEPH, GA-’LONG !” 


"AVE YER A PIPE OF 


D'YER THINK I’m 
A-GOIN’ TU WRECK MY STUMMICK THROUGH A-SMOKING OF CABBIDGE, 


[The Lance? states that a London binder recently 
bound a book in human skin.] 


We're told Imperial Czesar may, 
When dead and changed to dull cold clay, 
Yet serve to keep the wind away 
From spots too airy. 
And now for other use we find 
We're fit, when we have left behind 
This mortal coil; we then may bind 
A whole library, 





How cheering to the pensive-soul’d 
To know that when their frames are cold, 
Their epidermis yet may hold 
Joe Miller's screamers, 
While little Binks, whose lively chaff 
Has never failed to raise a laugh, 
May bind (some might say, bind in calf) 
Dull drowsy dreamers. 





We wonder if a pauper’s hide 

Would rest content if put outside 

What ne’er were his until he died— 
‘* A Mint of Money.” 

And if an old maid’s skin should cover 

What she found not in life—a Lover 

(Her ghost, we're sure, would round it hover), 
’Twere vastly funny. 


And, reader, should ambition swell 
Your bosom, and you’d wish to dwell 
’Mongst men, bequeath your cuticle 

To the bookbinder, 
You thus may be at (¢)ome, and near 
Those (s)£zadred hearts who hold you dear, 
Who, to preserve your memory here, 

ll have this reminder, 








Why, Shoe-rly, 


{The Lancet is of opinion that children would be better in health if 
allowed to go barefoot. ] 


ALAS ! what boots it that some parents try 
To keep their little ones well-shod and dry? 
’Twould seem that such endeavours are but fruitless, 
The Lancet holds that children everywhere 
From boots should be quite free ; and so our care 
Has therefore been (as children shou/d be) boot-less ! 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


JANUARY 12,—Once more Big Ben booms out the Parliamentary 
time of day. Forest of 
Dean Blake covers him- 
self with immortal glory 
as the first Member of 
Queen Victoria’s eleventh 
Parliament to turn up. By 
two o'clock all there, some 
of them very much ‘‘all 
there.” John Bright comes 
down in a growler, and 
Artful Joe and Harcourt 
go halves in a hansom by 
way of signifying they 
mean to be Cabinet Minis- 
ters again. Lots of new 
faces present, and old ones 
absent. 

Meantime Lord Hals- 
bury, looking very like 
Punch, has squatted on 
the Woolsack. Commons 
“*called tothe Bar” (though 
quite enough of them have 
been through that ordeal 
parsed in fact, new 

islature ju 
legal), and ordered to appoint “‘ suitable san Secbar.. ee 
os Hands all round,” or rather ‘‘al] up,” for Peel, except, of course 
the Irish, who object to this form of re-Peel, Tories make up for breach 
of etiquette in opposing Speaker at Warwick by putting up Oxford 








University Mowbray to propose him, so that his own A/ma Mater 
leads him to seat of honour. True, Biggar objects to tribute to Speaker’s 
courtesy; but then, in matters of courtesy, J. B. so real jam par- 
ticular. 

Tuesday.—The Bradlaugh question, so long a curse, settled by 
Charles being sworn. In spite of Churchill and Co., Northampton’s 
elect squeezes through the door of the House, forcing even the New- 
degate, 








Honour Where Honour is Due, 


It seems from the papers that the Knighthood of the Legion of 
Honour of France, and the Knighthood of the Royal Portuguese Orde: 
of Villa Vicoza, have been awarded to Messrs, John Brinsmead & Sons 
for their celebrated pianofortes. Considering that they had previously 
received twenty-eight highest awards, gold medals, academical honours, 
European court appointments, &c., we should think they must be 
rather tired of ‘‘decorations,” This firm is in the proud position of 
having an aggregation of distinction never conferred upon any other 
pianoforte maker, which shows that, with Messrs, Brinsmead, it is not 
a case of meda/ and muddle. There is a well-known saying at whist, 
‘honours are easy,” but we are sure such honours as these are apy- 
thing but easy—to obtain. 





A Crew(e)de Effort. 


(Mr. Parnell was unable to preside at the Convention of Irish Nationalist Members: 
held in Dublin the other day, because he lost the train at Crewe). 
How Crew(e)-el of that Irish train ! 
What could ‘the Uncrowned Monarch” do, 
When he had gone thus far in vain, 
And couldn't meet his precious Crew(e) ? 
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A PARCEL OF NONSENSE,.—V/JDE ANY RAILWAY STATION. 
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‘Well, you d better get in. 1’ve got yer parcel.” 
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* Parcel all right? Mind yer new-laid eges don't ** Well, good-bye. I shall see ye Toosday. ** Don't forget yer parcel!" 
get mixed up with yer clean shirts |!” Hope yer parcel won't come undone !”’ 
ey Woeful Weapons. —_ ho thus bear detraction 
r’s or a little sharp transaction ? 
ar (A Cuonvs vor Certain ConTaactonrs,) What are British blood and honour when your profits may be vast ? 
{See accounts in daily papers of the defective bayonets and swords supplied to the 
by Army. ] We shan’t be brought to justice, as you, FUN, would like, no doubt,* 
n’s For the gallant British Army an affection great have we, Our base ill-gotten profits we shall therefore mot fork out. 
w- But not because it fights the foe in lands beyond the sea, And so we have no grief for risking lives—no, not a jot— 
And not because our nation it is able to defend, While the safety of the Empire is a thing that moves us not, 
Not because upon its valour England always can depend, Bah ! no repentance quells us, 
But we love it, yea, adore it, Though everybody tells us 
And we humbly bow before it, That we all should be court-martialled—and then hanged, or drowned, 
of Because we sell it swords that snap and bayonets that bend ! or shot ! [* We should, indeed. —Ep.] 
ler ‘* But what about our men,” you say, *‘ when grappling with the foe? 
on What chance have they of self-defence when weapons serve them so? wb 
"4 Pray, are their gallant lives to be thus sacrificed by you Political. 
a Who sell them swords and bayonets that bend or break in two?” POLTWATTLE would be glad to know whether the hoppers of Kent 
a 3 pie pti | sa = oe ! = a a - yr Pag called 2 + el eal Pray pardon the 
Bw A ’ political Poitwattle this pertinent problem, 
_ And what are England’s lives and fame with such as us to do?” Poltwattle sees several elements in the construction of the new Parlia- 
et, ‘Twas in the sad Soudan last year, these weapons bent or broke, ment that he doesn’t like; but the most objectionable is the Parn- 
Dy: Yet, look you, the ‘‘ authorities” were long ere they awoke ; elliment. 
But now, af /ast, at Aldershot, the ‘‘ tests" go on apace 
With results which (as we must confess) are really a disgrace, OnE not unfrequently hears the remark that ‘‘ newly-married couples 
Still we who have provided should pull together.” We presume this “‘ pulling” does not refer to 
These weapons (now derided testing the strength of each other’s hair? 
As being soft as putty) of remorse show not a trace ! ee 
_ Whole regiments of bayonets are bending ‘neath the test, Fe] ee 
— lofty indignation Press and Public be on a cog A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 
ne print suggests that those by whom these toys were e and passed, “JACK ANDJILL's" £5: 5: ' ; ton de Z 
4 : “K A} 8S" £5:5:0 Diophantine Competition is indeed a four- 
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CHANGE TO GET INTO COLD,” 


Fohnnie.—** OU, NEVER MIND, GUV'NOR, 


THOSE UNREASONABLE PARENTS. 


Pater. —** LOOK HERE, JOHNNIE, IF YOU PERSIST IN GOING PAST THAT ’ DANGER’ BOARD, I’LL MAKE YOU TAKE YOUR SKATES OFF,” 
ACCORDING TO you, I’M ALWAYS GETTING INTO HoT WATER. 


It’LL BE A LITTLE 








Unexpected. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE House is ready set, the scene within 
Instinct with animation, and the guests 

In crowded ranks are standing all prepared 
For the beginning of the revelry, 

When One of stately, though of gracious, mien 
Presents herself, unlook’d-for at the door, 
‘*Madam, what name?” enquires the janitor. 
** How, Robert, can it be thou dost not know?” 
“* Madam, I doubtless ought to bring to mind 
Thy face, but—” ‘Yea, for I have opened 
The ball full oft in days that are no more,” 

‘* Methinks, good Madam, I remember now ; 
Your pardon, but ’twas many a year ago.”’ 
And so the stranger enters, and the guests, 

As duty binds, conduct with loud acclaim 
Their Mistress of the Revels to her place 

Of honour in the forefront of them all. 

Thrice welcome, Lady, to this hall again, 





From which thou hast remained away too long ! 
Welcome again, thrice welcome in our midst ; 
Nor may’st thou tarry more apart from us 
While there are deeds of import to be done, 
Lest we forget thy much-loved lineaments 
And turn to blame the /d/es of the Queen. 


To My Old Hat. 


O HAT ! protector of the head, 
Although thy life hath nearly fled, 
Thou art beyond the block. 
Thy brim, alas! is limp and slack— 
Thy walls are anything but black ; 
Thy crown’s received a shock ! 


No man, no hatter in the West— 
Not even though he did his best— 
Could make thee fit to wear. 
I purchased thee—ah, me !—I know! 
Now let me see—/ow long ago? 
By jingo ! it’s a year! 








Still canst thou brave a stormy gale, 

A fall of snow, of rain, or hail ; 
That ought to be enough. 

It grieves my heart unto the core 

To think I cannot wear thee more— 
That Fate on thee is rough. 


To part with thee—to bid adieu |— 
For one whose shape is neat and new, 
Would, faith ! my feelings hurt. 
I knew thee without blame or spot— 
I see thee now, but know thee not !— 
Thou art not what thou wert. 





Floral Fictions. 


Tue Arum stands for Ardour—so we read 


In flower language; but, as this we’re reading, 


We fancy that, if this be true, indeed, 


To seek for Ardour were A-**rum” pro- 
ceeding. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 

HE HAYMARKET. — In oom 
No. 70, Mr. Percy Fitzgerald has 
furbished up and remodelled a 
comical Christmas story (presu- 
mably his own), which appeared, 
many is the year agone (it seems to 
me), in London Society. It was 
called Huw J lost my Whiskers, and 
though it is a beard in the farce and 
he doesn’t lose it, and there is no 
suggestion of sujcide in the story, 
one is as funny as the other—which 
is quite funny enough, and some- 
thing of a novelty now-a-days. The 
names of a number of ladies and 
gentlemen are down in the pro- 
gramme as playing the piece, but 
as they are given in a group, after 
the manner of the Lotties and 
Totties of opera bouffe choruses, 
and not apportioned to the parts 
represented, the information con- 
veyed is of doubtful value. Three 
prominent characters are excel- 
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THE JUDGE TAKES HI! EAT. 


lently played, too. 


Nadyjezda is said to be “‘ really working into a success” here, by-the- 
way, but, for the credit of British audiences, I don’t think it—besides 
what's this about Miss Helen Barry and Mr. B. C, Stephenson’s 
Woman of the World that is being talked about? To say nothing of 
Green Cloth, a play on a good basis apparently, by Mr, A. W. 
Dubourg (part author of New Men and Old Acres), 


THe HOLnorn.—Mrs, Weldon, in the humorous, semi-autobio- 
graphical work, Not Alone, with which she amused the most inex- 
perienced at the Grand, a little while ago, is now appearing here, with 
palpable satisfaction to herself, and more or less pleasure to her audience, 
It is not probable that they care much about the caricature of Lunacy 
Law procedure she presents; it has been often (and generally better) 
presented to them before, nor do I think that they are absorbed or 
carried away by the autobiography, or the sfory of a youthful heroine 
matronly in figure and grizzled of hair; but the lady is a celebrity (or 
notoriety), and, to very many people, the satisfaction of gazing upon 
her is large, while one talent that she possesses, singing, is capable of 
affording legitimate pleasure in no mean degree—in other words, Mrs. 
Weldon has a beautiful voice, which she knows how to use. Whether 
she can act or no remains to be seen at a time when she appears in a 
piece less personal, and with more pretensions to dramatic art in its 
concoction. Mr. Clifford has improved the conception of his part, and 
Miss Bowering is still as artistically funny as at first. 








THE Galety,—As a first work, if on no other grounds, Mr. 





1 _PANTOMIME IN THB ASCENDANT, 
RAGEDIAN (ont of work).—" I SKEYORN AND DES!ISE YE! Bur, NO MATTER. A 
TiMe wid COomME——'"' i 

Cunningham Bridgeman's adaptation, Under Cover, merits attention, in 
spite of its doomed (or perhaps already accomplished) departure from 
the bill in favour of Mr. C. Salaman’s new farce, Dimity's Dilevima 
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Mr. Bridgeman chose a subject, unfortunately, for which the smartest of 
dialogue was almost a sine gud non, without showing much readiness in 
supplying it. The piece had all the advantages accruing from the 
pleasing presence and vivacious manner of Miss Bessie Sanson ; but it 
is a question whether it did not suffer in an equal ratio for her lapses of 
memory. I wish Mr. Bridgeman better luck next time; and he has 
ability enough to get it, I think, if he pulls himself together, 


Tue Royatty.—After beating about the bush with a number of 
revivals (most of them good enough in their way, and surprisingly well 
ac'ed, when the disadvantages of the ‘‘ stock company” system are 
considered), M. Mayer has at length given us a piece red hot from the 
Boulevards, the original exponents of the two principal parts and all, 
It looks, moreover, as if it meant to run, in spite of him ; and there is 
quite a refreshing change in the aspect of ‘‘the front of the house,” 
which I hope will make up to M. Mayer for the public’s previous, though 


undeserved, neglect. 


Tue time-honoured theme of the Palais Royal school of drama—the 
bored or neglected husband seeking relief abroad in risky pleasures, his 
being caught out, and the mutual repentance of the marital pair—is all 
that the new piece, La Doctoresse, has to give us. The sketch of the 
ménave of the ‘‘doctoress” and her husband has a touch of originality 
though, and is very funnily worked out. The whole thing is quite funny 
enough, in fact, to keep you} laughing as long as you can follow the 
language without getting out of your 
depth, and then you may go on 
laughing without much fear of detec- 
tion—there’s pretty sure to be some- 
thing comical to justify you. 








THERE is no doubt that the piece 
owes a great deal to the droll and 
spirited acting of Mlle. Magnier in 
her scene with M. Noblet; both 
artists were irresistibly comical, and 
throughout there is a sort of untiring 
readiness of comic resource about 
the lady, and she only seems to pale 
in the last act, where some change 
to a softer style would show a more 
subtle artist. She is mighty pretty, 
and wears nice clothes. Of the 
stock company, M. Bahier, who 
has the best chance, makes the best 
show, but I cannot congratulate 
either M. or Mlle. Ricquier or 
Mile. Spinoy on their use of oppor- ; | 
tunities for giving bits of English qy;_ HAYMARKET.—WE DON f THINK 
character. Mlle, Ricquier comes IT'D D-ANSWER. 
nearest the mark, but Mile. Spinoy 
is probably disconcerted by being labelled with such a name as Lovely, 
a name provocative of unpleasant comparisons, Mlle, Marie Pinson 


shows her usual smartness. 





Nops AND WINKs.—A right pleasant gathering was Mr. Harris’s 
‘** Bachelor at Home,” on the 17th inst. ; but, as it was a private party, 
perhaps I am not justified in saying more than that Mr. Harris proves 
himself as genial and thoughtful as a host, as he is enterprising, and 
successful as a manager.—Among the plays, and rumours of plays, 
whispered as about to take the place of Nadjezd¢a, was Charles Keade’s 
Countess and Dancer, with Mile. Etelka Borry in the principal part. 
As this lady is a trifle more troubled with an accent than Miss Rig], the 
wisdom of the choice is not apparent; besides, Messrs, Russell and 
Bashford are surely not so hard hit that they need abandon the theatre, and 
turn to ar-Borry-culture !—Wednesday morning performances (of which 
the first takes place to-day) are in contemplation at the Strand; at which, 
Miss Minnie Palmer proposes to appear in 7%e Ling and the Keeper (a 
piece not unlike Checkmate), and 7he Little Treasure. Other like pieces, 
mainly by Planch¢, are likely to follow, if the idea takes at all; I should 
think the arrangement would be some relief after so many centuries of 
My Sweetheart.—Round the World in Eighty Days is to be the next try 
at the Empire ; it is undoubtedly the sort of thing to do, if they can only 
fill the house; but that’s where the difficulty comes in. If only the 
people would come in, too! However, I wish them luck, and would be 
glad to help them to it if I knew how.—They tell me there has nothing 
more delightfully piquant been seen lately than the performance of Miss 
Money’s in Dryden’s Secret Love, at the Court, the other afternoon. I 
regret having missed it, but, alas, the sight was denied this unfortunate 

NESTOR. 

P.S.—They don’t seem to have quite made up their minds at the 
Haymarket yet; Miss Helen Barry is to make her appearance in 7/¢ 
Woman of the World at a matince on Thursday week. 
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A Rustic Tragedy. 
(IN OnE AcT,) 


Scene 1. A pair of lovers young ; 

A rival (male) who wags his tongue, 

And swears revenge. Three weeks elapse 
(It might be four—or five, perhaps), 

A village crowd ; a village church ; 

A missing wife ; a hunt, a search. 
Detectives prying up and down, 

The couple traced to London town ; 

The husband, injured more or less, 
Obtains his erring wife’s address, 


Scene 2, The husband enters ; then 
He calls for paper, ink, and pen ; 
Removes his hat, likewise his coat, 


‘* My darling wife! My Caroline? 
Since I am yours, and you are mine, 
(A fact you seem not to regard, 

For, by ye gods ! you treat me hard.) 
To me I trust that you'll come back, 
Your injured, though forgiving Jack,’ 


Scene 3. A dirty, dingy room, 
Contents,—a pair of boots, a broom, 
A table (rickety and old) ; 

Rats and mice, and rags untold, 
Before the hearth a musty mat, 
Seated thereon a tabby cat ; 

A chair, a jug, a heap of straw, 

A loaf of bread, and—nothing more, 
A woman enters, shrieks and calls ! 
A pistol-shot ! The curtain falls, 





Roadside Philosophy; or, How 
Easy it is to make Proverbs, 
THE OLD Boot, 


ALAS ! how little poetry is there in me, and 
yet from my point of view I was a beauty in 
my time—a croak 7s the frog’s music—a picture, 
and now what am I? Even Moses, the old 
clothes man, passes me by. I recollect how, 
one evening, SHE, my first possessor, came into 
the shop; she fancied me—/ st impressions 
are always easier to confirm than disprive—she 
bought me; no, not then, but the next morn- 
ing—you can't shave well bya rush’s light—and 
had me sent home. Ah! that was a home of 
luxury. I took my place amongst forty or fifty 
other pairs. How well do I remember the 
lavish magnificence of this, my first home! 
There's many buy slippers when it's boots they 
want, but it wasn’t so here; but I held my 
head up in the midst of it all. I had no cause 
to blush—some others who saw me had though ; 
paltry, pitiful things they looked beside me. 
Lhe flamingo had need blush deep, and so had 
they; but I wasn’t long there. Happy hours 
have eaglet’s wings, and it didn’t seem lorg 
either ;, and now commenced my journey to 
nothingness. Ah! /¢ és a short road that leads 
to nowhere. Wow I missed my luxurious sur- 
roundings in my next place. Where was my 
velvet pile ? the world didn’t seem to smile on 
me now—how soft the world looks froma feather 
bed—now I was worn every day ; no more tur 
wraps and carriage drives. Zhe toe is the Pot» 
man's coachman, and the heel his footman, and 
so I came step by step to the gutter; and even 
now it is strange to think there is no one to 
take me up. Zhe dunghill is the cock's gold- 
mine, but, alas ! there is no hope for me; what 
can I do? nothing! Many cam crow that can’t 
‘ing, but I can do nothing, hope for nothing— 
there’s no hope for me! 





A BIRMINGHAM lady who drank a quart of 
neat rum ‘‘or more,” every day for many 
years, has fled to a world of spirits in conse- 
quence, 








And writes these words, on cream-laid note : 


DISTINGUISHED PLAYGOERS. 











5; UF iset 











SAID Mr, Stork unto his lady-wife, 

(Whom he had wooed and won in early life), 
‘** Put on thy fal-de-rals, methinks ’tis time 
We took our brood to see a pantomime.” 


The lady, nothing loth, was soon arrayed, 
And playwards the gay group their way soon 





made; 
The brood, who *‘ favoured ” both their parents 
much, 
Were decked out finely—and behaved as such, 





(I),—GOING TO THE PANTOMIME, 


In truth it was a very pretty sight, 

And must have filled on-lookers with delight, 

Our artist plainly reckoned it ‘‘ real jam,’ 

To see these chickens with their sire and 
dam, 


And Mr. and Mrs, Stork, and all their sué¢e, 

Quite fancied they belonged to the ¢/ife : 

They meant not to endure the crowd’s rude 
knocks, 

And so they purchased a big private box. 
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Arriving at their box, they sat in state, 

As who should say ‘‘ Our rank is very great.” 
In fact, these visitors’ distingué air, 
Impressed the rest of all the people there, 


The pantomime (for name of which, see 
‘*ad,”) 

Made these grand visitors exceeding glad, 

For many startling tricks there met their eyes, 


And filled them with much wonder and 


surprise, 
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(II)—AtT THE PANTOMIME, 


Apart from bipeds, quadrupeds were there, 
Whose acting-talent made our Stork-folk stare ; 
But they were grieved because no birds 
sublime, : 
Played leading characters in that pantomime. 


‘‘But,” said the mansger, when they com- 
plained, 

‘* At your objection I am deeply pained— 

But then, you see, ‘twould really be absurd, 

For actors have a horror of the ‘ bird.’”’ 
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TOO FETCHING, 


Mrs, Gay Spankington (to Fones, recently marricd),—‘* Now, I WANT YOUR WIFE TO COME OVER AND SEE ME, AND YOU CAN COME 
AND FETCH HER IN THE EVENING.” Fones.—** I’M NOT SURE IF I CAN,” 


Mrs. G. S.—*'On, BUT YOU MUST. YOU KNOW YOU'VE OFTEN TOLD ME SHE USED TO ‘FETCH’ YOU CONSIDERABLY,” 








SHOWS. 


As if I cared anything about processions! To see the Houses opened! 
The Houses are opened, so are the public-houses, and the workhouses, 
or any other house, for all I care. Now, why on earth should I be 
amused by seeing a lot of Guardsmen riding by, and nurserymaids 
singing out, *‘Oh! ain’t they jest lovely, Charlotte Hann?” No, I 
don’t care for that ‘sort of thing. But I did like to see the Queen? 
I should like to know what the Queen is to me. I can’t eat the Queen, 


and I can’t drink the (Queen, 





ought to make ’em happy. I have read about German princes in the 
** Life of the Prince Consort.” A lot of half-crown philosophy and 
namby-pamby stuff. Why, a lot of ’em go in goloshes to court presen- 
tations, and take off their indiarubbers in the ante-room before going in 
to the dukes, and all the rest of it. I used to see ’em at Mayence years 
ago. 

Do I like to see the Gold-Sticks-in-Waiting ? What do I care about 


| gold sticks, or copper sticks, or any other sticks? I’d like to see some 


She isn’t likely to ask me to go and see | 


her, 


You would like to see me getting out of a growler, with a Glad- 


and is the Queen in?” 


Perhaps I am not sucha fool as I look. 


I should look well ina 


Highland costume. 


Can I dance the fling? No,I can’t. 


And I have 





had my fling. Have I? That’s my business, sir, Do I remember any 
old opening of Parliament processions? Yes,Ido. I remember seeing 
old Colin Campbell; I remember seeing Dhuleep Sing when he was 
younger and slimmer, He was Dhuleep Singhle then, and he’s much 
married now? I simply hate punning, sir. I wish the people who made 
puns would pick pockets, so that they might be put on the treadmill. 
It was a fine scene inside the House of Lords? I hate the House of 
Lords; it always looks to me like a big lounge in a Turkish bath, or a 
swell billiard-room with a church roof on it, I should see the Prince of 
Battenberg, should I? Ifyou think that much of a treat, I tell you 
most sincerely that I think German princes are all alike to me—as like 
as German sausages. Some sausages are thin, some are fat ; it’s just the 
same with the princes. Some German sausages are made of jackass, 
are they? Some German princes are so without being made, 
see what’s the good of any of ’em, 
in the latter way. 

We did away with the lions in the Tower. 
German princes ; clear off the whole hypothek, I say, Pack ‘em all 
off to their tumble-down old lodging-house barracks of palaces. Give 
them a pound of mincemeat a day and an old cornet a piece, and that 


We don't live in an ornamental age 


of these laid on the woolsack, and their own sticks laid onthem. To 
tell you the truth, I hate all the flummery, and always did. Opening 


' ie Rg “ s. the | the House, indeed ! 
Cae SE Se S eT eey Se Se ee ee ee not particularly Conservative, but I don’t particularly want to be shaking 


hands with marine store-dealers with M.P.s after their names. 


There are a lot of new members, are there? I’m 


Yet I 


| enjoyed it ? I walked through the Horse Guards, sir. A beast of a long 
| fellow in jackboots trod on my corns, 


copious? Oh, you've done it again! I simply hate it, sir. 


You suppose I shed tears cornu- 
Did I think 


the beefeaters all there? They could have been all elsewhere for what 


I cared, 


Do I think their ruffs make them look like lions? I really 





I don't | 


Let’s do away with the | 


can’t stand this kind of thing—I really cannot. Bradlaugh too! Oh, 
my! Please pass the soda water and I’ll have a little brandy. 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 








On the War-Traill. 


(Mr. H. D. Traill describes the enfranchisement of the agricultural labourer as 
** Waters of Ignorance, which have been let loose and have submerged the land.’ ] 
THESE views are extreme, and ’tis rather a pity 
A writer so smart should have wisdom so small ; 
These statements of his may be sparkling and witty. 
But the Trail(1) of the Tory is over them all, 





_ Mr. SWINBURNE describes a certain body (evidently meant to be the 
Salvation Army), as ** Yelling Yahoos.”” No doubt the Blithe Boothites 
well reply, ‘* Yah-oo cares?” 
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Music-Mad; or, Dulcie’s Dilemma. 
THERE was a pretty little maid, and she had lovers twain, 
Who for her hand and heart had prayed again and eke again ; 
But Dulcie, though she did not wish to seem at all unkind, 
To choose between the two of them could not make up her mind, 


For you must understand that she was well-nigh music mad, 

The chirping of the sparrows e’en would make her young heart glad ; 
And both her lovers sang like larks, and hence the very cause 

That ere she her selection made she carefully did pause, 


The one a tenor voice possessed, the other a deep bass— 
Not bottled Bass by any means, for Regie was no ass ; 
He knew his vocal powers were far better than his looks, 
So to his love he sang all day to get in her good books, 


But this a trifle wearying grew, as Archie quickly saw, 

And he stepped in and swore that he would stop bass Regie’s caw 
By raising up his tenor notes in little Dulcie’s praise, 

Until at length she had to say, ‘‘ Come on alternate days.” 


Now, this arrangement smoothly worked just for a month or so, 
Upon a Monday Regie went, on Tuesday Archie ’d go ; 

Thus each a chance had by himself his loving cause to plead, 
And Dulcie from their quarrelling about her was quite freed. 


But jealousy was rankling in the heart of either man, 

And on his ‘‘ off” day each would ponder o’er some deep-lain plan 
To spoil his hated rival’s voice,—that was the only way 

To gain the maiden, for each saw that song would win the day, 


What mattered Regie’s Roman nose, or Archie’s ditto Greek ? 
What cared she if her husband had a pale or rosy cheek ? 

Or if his eyes possessed a blue, or brown, or greyish tint, 

It would not signify much if he had an awful squint. 


She cared not if his figure were as graceful as her own, 
Or if he broad and burly were, or only skin and bone; 
So long as he her passion for soft music satisfied, 

His general appearance she would put quite on one side. 


So Regie Archie’s slavey bribed one night to damp his bed ; 
The dext day the poor tedor had a bad cold id his head. 

He couldn’t sing a single note to please his lady fair, 

And so he got his comg¢, and was sent off in despair. 
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But on that very ev’ning Regie to his dwelling strolled, 

He passed poor Archie with a look triumphant, proud, and cold, 
When Archie turned upon him his mother’s garden-hose, 

And Regie on the morrow, too, with influenza rose, 


Then he his rival’s fate did share, for he could no more sing 
Than a dyspeptic raven or some such kind of thing. 

And Dulcie, by her lovers’ colds, quite driven off her head, 
For music’s sake an organ-grinder did one morning wed, 


MORAL, 





If ever you a maiden music-mad should chance to woo, 
Substitute a barrel-organ for your nasalcne, Adoo! 








| passed us; ‘‘ stamp me out, eh?” 


THE BOTT. 


WE were just enjoying our morning cigar, when the door burst open 
and a most revolting-looking giant entered without ceremony. Now, 
we are used to giants at the Fun Office—not to speak of the giant in- 
tellects which swarm among our staff—the Giant’s Staff they call it—all 
the gigantic blunders of the times come blundering in upon us for adjust- 
ment, and the giant frauds for castigation: so we were not much dis- 
concerted, despite the overpowering hideousness of this specimen. 

‘* I'm Hydrophobia,” it said. ‘‘ I've been going about a good bit lately. 
I just dropped in, as I felt sure that at this hour I should catch you——” 











** But we don't want to catch you—that’s what we've thinking about,” 
we said hurriedly, ‘* If you'll kindly sit a little further ofi——We were 
under the impression that you were stamped out by the recent energetic 
action of the Commissioners.” 

Here the giant began to vibrate with laughter to such an extent that 
we felt quite anxious for him; for is it not beautifully true that the 
descent in our actual presence of sudden and overwhelming calamity, 
even upon those whom we loathe and abhor, recalls to our bosom that 
sweet and undying sentiment of commiseration without which the 
human heart would descend to the level of——? But to proceed, 

‘* Ho, ho, ho! Energetic—ho, ho, ho !—action of the—ho, ho, ho!” 
he yelled. ‘ Well, to cut it short, that’s the very thing I called about. 
I know you collect good jokes. Your English executives of all kinds are 
always funny, I know ; you're used to that, But this business about me 
—ho, ho !—or rather about the policeman. 7hat's the point I called 
about—the butt they make of the policeman, Just come and see—only 
take you a minute—well worth your while.” 

We followed him. At the nearest corner stood P.C. X. 1,000,000; 
his eyes were wet with tears; close by stood the Commissioners of 
Police and the Law, all—to our very great personal indignation—got up 
in cap-and-bells. They were rolling with laughter; they were poking 
that poor weeping police constable in the ribs with their jesters’ staves, 
and hitting him over the head with bladders, 

‘* Now then, Bobby,” shouted the Commissioners, ‘‘ we're going to 
stamp out hydrophobia. You've got to doit, you know. Strict orders, 
you know! Must be muzzled or led. Hist, Bobby !—here comes a 
man with a dog not under control—at him !”’ 

Then the unfortunate policeman collared the man with the dog, and 
charged him. 

‘Ha, Bobby! What are you up to?” shouted the Law. ‘How 
dare you exceed your duty? The Act doesn’t provide for you to take a 
man up for breaking the regulation. I reprimand you; you'll have to 
be more careful!’’ Then there was a great roar of laughter. 

‘* Hi, Bob—here’s another one!” shouted the Commissioners ; and 
the miserable policeman took out a summons — this dog-owner, 

‘* What are you thinking about, Bobby?” shrieked the Law; ‘‘ the 
Act doesn’t provide for summonses or fines. You'll have to mend your 
ways.” This was followed by another great roar, and a battering from 
the bladders. 

‘‘ Hil—shish, Bobby !—at ’em, boy! MHere’s another!” 

‘* What am I to do?” said the policeman piteously. 

** Ob, we're not going to tell you what to do; we only tell you what 
you mustn’t do after you’ve put your foot in it. You'd better—a— 
better try if you can catch the dog and impound him, You're not much 
handicapped—only an overcoat and heavy boots, and so on, Go it.” 

And when the unfortunate policeman ran heavily about trying to 
capture that dog—a greyhound in training, by the way—the hilarity 
reached its climax. When the dog doubled, the policeman generally 
went down, while dirty boys pelted him with mud, and jeered. Then 
the dirty boys, and the Commissioners, and the Law all dug each other 
in the ribs, and danced hand-in-hand round the policeman ; and, as we 
left, the policeman was standing weeping, surrounded by a crowd of 
unmuzzled dogs who sat and smiled at him, while our friend Hydro- 
phobia sounded his war-whoop and careered wildly round the streets, 
touching everybody he could overtake, ‘‘ He, he!” he said, as he 
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THE SORT OF INQUIRY WE SHALL GET. 


4 -- = 7 «2+4 


Our Innocent Friend John Bull will just be reading Lieutenant-Colonel Hope's challenge to the ORDNANCE DEPARTMENT, on the subject of the BAYONET 
CRIME, when such a nicely-spoken gentleman will step up and say, ‘Ah! There ought to be exhaustive inquiry about that matter. We'll hold one, and sift the 
matter thoroughly.” Then, quite by accident, up will step two or three other nice gentlemen (entire strangers to the first gent!eman, and to each other), and say, 


‘*Ah! Let us hold an inquiry ! 
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‘We have held the inquiry,” they will say, ‘‘and we are delighted to report that the whole matter was trumped up, and that no tittle of blame attaches to the 
Ordnance Department.” And poor John Bu'l will just be going away highly delighted, 
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Wh ome on oj » to it wi ; ' ‘ . ; 
en some one who is up to it will mp forw > ag remark, “Ab, yes! V ery satisfactory. Only these nicely-spoken gentlemen happen to be the officials and 
contractors of the Ordnance Department.” But that’s all the inquiry there will be, believe us. 
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THE GREAT IRISH MELODRAMA, 


OPENING SCENE. 


RULED AT ALL, AT ALL.” 
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SOME FURTHER I 
THE Bayonet Tests point plainly to the fact that our Army and Navy 


NQUIRIES NEEDED. 
want a thorough overhauling. Strict investigation would perhaps show 
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That the jack-boots of the Life Guards pinch 


the corns of the warriors. pad 


That the gallant fellows’ fm Tp are insufficiently 
ed ! 


That the bearskins of some of the Officers of the 
Guards are ridiculously sad! 

















| REGULATION 


UMBRELLA 

















And the Jack Tars’ nether garments absurdly 
scanty ! 


That the Lord Chamberlain is scandalised at the 
short skirts of the Highland Regiments. 


And that THAT umbrella is not of regulation 
pattern. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe EpitTor or * Fon,” 


IR, —I have 
** chucked ” 
my native 
country! I 
have fied 
from perse- 
cution, in- 
gratitude, 
and an 
Editor who 
will keep 
bothering 
me about a 
rubbishing 
breast-pin 

Si } he knows I 

> mever sent 

sais , AMEN him, as well 

as I do, and never intended to send him, There is one ¢rai/in the 
character of my fellow-countrymen that I have, at length, had enough of. 

An Englishman (unless he is a sporting prophet) never knows when he 

is beaten, and when my tips go wrong, and he has been backing them, 

he’s apt to call upon me with a thick stick and demand his money back 

—as if I ever had it. 

Consequently, I have fled my native land—‘‘ chucked” it, as I have 
said (perhaps, if the truth were known, only just in time to prevent my 








native land ‘‘chucking” me), and I am, at the present moment, bask- 


ing in the sunny smiles and desires for straight tips of the daughters of 
Nice (and the nieces of brothers, perhaps), where the skies are uncle- 
louded, and there aunt any nasty slides to break one’s neck upon. 

I shall tip over English races,* as well as those occasionally found in 
this sunny clime (I am already acquiring considerable power over the 
language), but never nearer than Boolone (when I shall always be ready 
to execute commissions on as exorbitant terms as I can command) will 
I be found in the body. You will probably hear from me next week 
Meantime, accept the assurances of my distinguished sneers, and believe 
me—Yours, &c., TROPHONIODS, 





And “trip” over them, too, if I mistake not.—Ep, 
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A Sweeping Statement. 


[According to the list of Royal Tradesmen iust published, Her Majesty’s chimney- 
sweeper is a woman. ] 


THIs may seem strange—un-soot-able, in fact— 
A female-sweeper doth not seem essential ; 
And yet this sweeperess may be exact— 
In any case, her post is in-** flue ’-ential. 





A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 
“JACK ANDJILL'S" £5: 5: 0 Diophantine Competition is indeed a Four- 
nalistic Nwvelty. Fvery copy has a Distinctive Number in Red on the Front 
Page. Thearithmetical problem isas easyas A BC, Everyone should compete 























s of 
cle- 


1 ip 
the 
ady 
will 
Pek 
lieve 
Ss 


ney- 


OuT- 
roni 
pete 








JANUARY 27, 1886, 


KUN. 41 








The Two Joes, 


(See Mr. Arch’s and Mr, Chamberlain's speeches at the Arch Banquet at 
the Criterion.) 


‘*Two Macs” there are at 
music halls, but here you 
see ** Two Joes,” 

Two macs-imum performers 
of the Parliamentary 
shows. 

~s In ground and lofty tumbling 
wond’rous talent they pro- 
fess ; 

They performed at the Cri- 
terion with wonderful 
success, 


At top is Joe of Warwickshire 
—belowis Joe of * Brum,” 

Both clever at their business, 
though their views are 
** suyed ” by some ; 

And, like the Macs, they 
both have had their share 
of ** knockabout,” 

Not, mind you, from each 
other, but from those that 
are without. 


And in this great Criterion 
‘fact’ each other they 
support, 

Each balancing his partner 
in true acrobatic sort ; 
Their names are Arch and 
Chamberlain—the former 

of the pair 

Represents the Norfolk peasants, and also the Kingdom’s Heir, * 





* Mr. Arch’s principal constituent is the Prince of Wales, owing to H.R.H.'s 
property at Sandringham. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
THORSDAY, 21st January.—Miradile dictu! The Queen of England 

on England’s Throne. Has not Her Majesty studied her ancestor, 
Bolingbroke, a little too closely ? 

‘‘ By being seldom seen, I could not stir, 

But like a comet, I was wondered at.” 
Certes, England is as anxious for a Court at St. James as Ireland for 
a Parliameat on College Green. Scotch guidwives and gillies are very 





* é 


estimable persons in their respective ways, but we don’t like the heart 
of *‘our gracious Queen and Governor” to be too much in the Highlands, 
Besides, absentee-ism leads advanced Radicals, sadly deficient in the 
bump of veneration, to speculate on possibility of dispensing with Im- 
perial presence altogether. Fun, the Queen’s own jester, loves Her 
Majesty so much, that he would like to see a little more of her, 


THE QUEEN'S SPEECH. 


My Lorps AND GENTLEMEN,— 
Tue Czar and I have ceased to murmur; 
I’ve smashed Theebaw and taken Burma; 
My rule in Ireland shall be firmer, 


Land transfer charges shall be mended, 
And Local Government extended ; 
My lords and gents my speech is ended, 














| certain to beat their wives, and would not hesitate, on a pinch, to 


FRr1IDAY.—Adjourned Debate on Address, Parnellites having decided 
on chronic opposition, awful squash on Liberal Benches. Lord Randolph 
delighted at seeing Harcourt sandwiched between Trevelyan and Cham- 
berlain, and repeats invitation ‘‘to moderate Liberals, to come over and 
help us”—if only to fill up. Rumour says Smith off to Dublin; at 
present this seems (S)mythical. 








KNIOKNACKS, 


SOME sporting Americans are in a high state of glee because a Cali- 
fornian girl has run one hundred yards in eleven seconds, Pooh! It’s 
nothing. We recently saw a damsel cover 
the distance in seven and a half, after picking 
. gentleman’s pocket at the bottom of Regent 

treet. 


Henry WARD BEECHER now preaches 
into a large telephone connecting his church 
with several of the residences of members, 
By this means the members are enabled to 
digest the sermon with the aid of a cigar and 
a cocktail, 


SOME sheep belonging to a wealthy Kentish 
gentleman, who objects to rate-paying, were 
seized recently in consequence of his refusal 
to stump up certain rates. The majority of 
folk object strongly to paying rates for a very 
simple reason—chronic impecuniosity. But 
the rich Kentish gentleman bases his dislike 
to shelling out rates on the ground that ‘* His 
conscience will not allow him to hand over the money to the collectors,” 
Perhaps, if the Chairmen of the different Boards waited on him per- 
sonally, with uncovered heads and bare feet, he might part with his 
money to ‘hem quite joyously, and never suffer a single prick of conscience, 





THE paupers in Homerton Workhouse have been neglecting their 
religious duties. One Sunday 380 of them refused to attend divine 
service, on the ground that ** They didn’t like the way the sarvice was 
goed through. There warn’t no interest in it; and they warn’t a-goin’ 
fur to be used just to line the parson’s pockets, The line of Christianity 
must be drored somewheres!” A service in which a display of fire- 
works and a brass band form prominent features is the only thing that 
is likely to induce the Homertonian paupers to sit in church happily. 
The Guardians should call in the assistance of the Salvation Army, 





A PHILOSOPHICAL son of Gaul writes quite cheerfully on that sore 
subject, and never-to-be-forgotten humiliation to Frenchmen — the 
Franco-German war. Here is one of his sentences :—‘‘ The war of 1871 
has resulted in this; while we rid ourselves of our Emperor, Germany 
saw one imposed upon her. We after all are the gainers,” Many a red 
republican Teuton will brush away an alcoholic diamond from his eye 
as he reads the Frenchman’s words, and sigh ** Mein Gott! is there not 


truth in what he says?” 


Ir is whispered that Her Most Gracious Majesty’s jubilee is to be 
commemorated by creating every non-commissioned officer in the army 
a general, every policeman a justice of the peace, every horse-slaughterer 
a member of the Royal College of Surgeons, and every mayor in the 
kingdom a knight. 


We suppose Egypt 7s worth protecting, but British taxpayers have to 
pay for the support of 30,000 troops for the protection of that dead-and- 
alive country, which is about as useful as a sick horse that sometimes 
bites and kicks, but has some little value, in the fact that it may be 


sold for cat’s-meat. 


PrinCk BIsMARCK has received the highest Papal decoration, 
Strange enough, the Iron Chancellor’s letter of thanks to the Pope was 
written in the language of the race he hates—French, The Pope does 
not understand German, and the Man of Sauer-kraut and Sausages has 
no knowledge of Italian, oe ile bine 

On all the London tramways the cars run in very rapid succession. 
Now, why in the name of goodness can women not wait a minute or 
two at the starting point for a second empty car, instead of forcing 
themselves into the first full car? On entering, these selfish trespassers 
invariably cast reliant yet questioning glances round, which palpably 
demand that men shall rise, and give them seats. The male things who 
silently refuse to do so are looked upon as brutes by all the daughters of 
Eve in the cars. They settle in their own minds that such fellows are 


murder their mothers and sisters. 
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ARLINE AND THH EARL. 


blind 
To such polite attention, 


Her noble condescension. 
winking eye, 
buzzum, 
bit of gush, 


does ’um ! 


own, 
She loved him most sincerely ; 

'Twas not for his lordly rank alone, 
Nor for his riches merely, 

’T was not for his lands, so fair and free, 
(Though much exposed to weather), 

’T was not for one of all the three, 
But all the lot together. 


Singing, hey for a glance at the good main chance, 
And a wide-awake selection, [ purse) 
Tho’ he might have done worse (with a plethoric 


Than gain a true affection, 


But soon a thing there came to Jight, 
To painfully surprise him ; 
As time went on she didn't quite 
So fondly idolise him ! 
You see she loved that lordly lad 
For the gifts which Fortune puved him, 
And the more he gave the less he had ; 
So, of course, the less she loved him ! 
Sioging, Hey! for the woe of the treated so, 
And the taxing his invention ; 
For repairing all the rifts with excited gifts, 
Which baulk their own intention, 


He gave her his land and house in town, 
And rent-roll in connection, 
Which quickly brought her feelings down 
To sisterly affection. 
Ile gave her the cash he had in bank, 
To find her just respect him ; 
And, desperate, next he gave his rank, 
Which made her quite reject him. 
Singing, Hey ! for the rash expense of cash, 
Aad the wild immoderation ; 
And the dwindling of love, of which the above 
Is a palpable indication. 


But the lover Ke wouldn’t beat retreat 
(Irom obstinacy mainly), 
Ile flung him down before her feet 
And cried for mercy—vainly. 
‘This Radical tone is sad to see, 
Of common-sense the warper, 
A lady of rank and wealth,” said she, 
**Can never wed a pauper,” 
Singing, Hey ! for the strange uncomely change 
That comes of big successes ; 
A story that's told from the days of old 
In books and rare MSS, 


So Arline is a fair young seamstress girl 
Who rolls in rank and riches, 
And George is a far from rich ex-Earl 
With patches on his briches ; 
His sole resource to head a band 
Supporting (on commission) 
A flag with the motto, “ Shares in land 
And Peerage abolition.” 
Singing, Hey! for the tricks of poli-tics 
Throughout this wide dominion, 
And the power of chance and circumstance 
In matters of opinion, 


FELL in love with an Earl one 


| day— 
Devotedly, insanely— 
‘ And, throwing herself in his lord- 
| ship’s way, 
Revealed it pretty plainly. 
Fn 


His lordship, he could not be 


And thoughtfully returned, in kind 
Singing, hey for a sigh and a 
And a gently heaving 

A delicate blush, and a little 


And that’s the way you 


The neighbours all were forced to 





THE NHW FRANE-EN-STHIN. 
A Story FOR LITTLE STRIKERS. 


THERE was once a little Working Man who did a foolish thing, and 
did what big grown-up people call ‘‘setting the ball a-rolling ;” and 
when he had set it rolling he never was able to stop it again. 

And it all happened in this way. John (the little working man) was 
not a bad boy; he was only a foolish, short-sighted boy, unable to see 
an inch before his nose. Now, he had gone on working for centuries ; 
and he had worked so well, and taken such pains, that people all over 
the world who knew what’s what used to say, ‘Give me John’s work ; 
I will not buy any other.” So John, by reason of his industry, became 
quite celebrated, and got high wages, and was able to buy tarts every day. 

But John suddenly began to get idle and to lose his con-scien-ti-ous- 
ness—(a very nice thing, and much better than hardbake, Next time 
you have some money given to you, spend it in it)—and to say to him- 
self, ‘*I will not do good work any longer; I will scamp it; but I 
shall get my high wages all the same.” 

But, much to his surprise, people all over the world who knew what's 
what soon began to find this out, and to say, ‘*I do not care for John’s 
work now ; I will buy this German (or French, or Swiss) work, which 
is better.” It is quite true that John’s master began to supply bad stuff 
to make the things of too; but this fact, although that helped to disgust 
the people who know what’s what, does not make John’s ways any less 
foolish, And so John’s master said to John, ‘I must reduce your 
wages.” This gave John quite a shock, for he thought that only other 
people ought to suffer; and after this he did nothing but worry his 
master, and make it hard for him to live, by grumbling and getting 
still more careless, and so on. 

And now we come to the great point. 

One day, in the dusk, when John went into{the workshop chuck-ling 
to himself about ‘* making it hot for the guv’-nor” (a low ex-pres-sion), 
he nearly fell down with fright ; for right in front of him stood a great 
dreadful thing that seemed to be glaring at him; and he could feel its 
breath, which was hot ; and the noise it made nearly deaf-ened him, so 
that he ran out quickly and screamed. And for nearlya week after that 
he did not dare to go into the work-shop ; but at last he got so hungry 
that he was o-bliged to go in, as he had not had any tarts lately. But 
even then he could not set himself com-fort-ably to his work for fear 
of that monster, which would keep glaring at him close at his elbow, 





Then he went and said so to his master; and his master said a very 
strange thing—a very strange thing! What do you think the thing was 
that Johns master said? Why, he said, ‘* You made that monster your- 
self, John,” Fancy his saying that! John could not understand it; 
but John had not been an intelligent boy for a good many years. 

_ Well, he soon got more used to the monster; I do not mean that he 
liked it any more; but he got enough used to it to be able to go on at 
his old games, and add new and worse games to them ; for now he took 
to *‘ striking,” and ‘‘rat-ten-ing,” and vi-o-lence; and one day again, 
when he went into the work-shop the monster was twice its for-mer 
size, and made more noise, and had hotter breath than ever. 

Then John said, **T will not work with that monster there.” 

But his master said, ‘‘ Then you may go, for the monster which you 
made shall stay there, It does me better service than you do, and every 
time you injure me it will grow bigger.” So John iad to work near the 
monster for the sake of bread (for he got no tarts now), and every time 
he broke out afresh into violence, he was sure to find the monster had 
grown bigger. Then John began to grow desperate, and tried to injure 
the monster; but every time he touched it, it burned his fingers, or 
chopped one off, so that he learned to let it alone. And now all his 
time was taken up with strike-meetings and plots, so that he did no 
work at all; and the monster grew and grew. And next time John 
tried to get into the work-shop he could not, for the monster filled the 
whole place. And if he tries to push in it will crush him, so what will 
John do? Can you guess what the monster is which John made for 
himself? It is MACHINERY, 
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The Great Irish Melodrama, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Ye who are versed in Melodrama’s ways | 
And Dion Boucicault’s romantic plays, | 
Can ye not prophecy what will be done 
In the great Irish Drama just begun ? 


Enter, a Village Maiden, young and fair, 
Blest with a wealth of gentleness and hair, 
Fitted for ecstasies of ev'ry hue, 

And perfect from a moral point of view. 


Y 


Ly 


LI 
LE, 


BZ 
Zo 
~~ 


~entn 
thd Ap 
TIES 


Enter, a Villain (softly as he can), 
A fearful, Mephistophelean man ; 
He speaks aside, with wicked passion boils, 
And plots to catch the Maiden in his toils, 





i 


iN 
N 
\ 
\ 
ty 
‘ 
» 
\ 


Lh 


Enter, the Sailor Hero, blithe and brave, 

And him the luckless girl implores to save ; 
He turns, and lets the Villain hear his mind 
In terms of threat and sentiment combined, 





What next, and next? Do not we know the dreams 
Of bliss demolished by the monster’s schemes, 

The deep despair, and the affliction sore? 

Of course we do,—we’ve seen them all before. 


a 


Take courage, Village Maiden! Vice and Crime | 
May seem in the ascendant for a time ; | 
But Virtue, though awhile without a friend, 
Is somehow sure to triumph in the end. 





Royal Academy. 


THE collections of works by old masters and deceased 
masters of the British school, exhibited annually at the rooms 
of the Royal Academy, are always interesting in the highest | 
degree, from the number of celebrated artists represented, | 
the variety and beauty of their works, and the diversity of 
subjects and styles. Strong sympathies are stirred, though 
envy is rarely engendered (earnest emulation may be) by the 
sight and study of the works that made men great, and by 
which they won their fame. This year the chief interest 
probably centres in the collection of water-colour drawings 
by J. M. W. Turner, R.A., which cover a period of forty 
years—perhaps the best period of his career. Many of them 
are of great beauty and power; some are the great master’s you. 
masterpieces, and may be fitly described as the pure poetry 
of painting. No man, be he student or scholar, should miss 
seeing them, 
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REALLY, MOST INCONSIDERATE! 


They met at last at a drinking-bar, and Foskins felt that he must remember 


that five shillings he had borrowed of him long ago. 


‘©Ou, MY DEAR FR&LLOw, I'M SO DEUCEDLY GLAD TO HAVE MET 


LET ME RETURN YOU THAT Five SHILLINGS——” 


‘*Five SHILLINGS? OH, AH! I HAD QUITE FORGOTTEN ALL ABoUT IT,” 
‘SCONFOUND YOU, THEN! WHY DIDN’T yOU SAY SO A MINUTE 


SOONER?” 


[ Probably Foskins will never forgive him, 








Agitation and Starvation. 


[The poor inhabitants of Achill. on the North-west Coast of Ireland, are likely to 
suffer from the perils of famine. They have already consumed all their seed-potatoes, 
and it is probable that an appeal will be made to the charitable of London. ‘‘It is 
worth remarking,” says the Zvening News, ‘‘ that the Nationalist Leaders, who live on 
subscriptions wrung from the people, do not offer to give any aid to their starving 
countrymen,”’] 

AN insultin’ remarruk is that above penned, 
In touchin’ the Oirish poor ; 

Aich Nationalist is his counthry’s friend, 
Av that ye may well be sure. 

On the North-wist av Erin, the Famine Ghoul 
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Is preparin’ to make a raid ; 
But beyont our offers to foight for Home Rule, 
We don’t offer to give anny aid, 


No, av coorse we don’t offer—D’ye think we’re mad? 
Or that we care a rap for their fate ? 

For whoile ¢Aey are strugglin’, whin toimes are bad, 
We're livin’ in moighty state. 

An’ the money we pocket is wrung from those 
Who belong to the poorest grade ; 

But we can’t be bothered about their woes, 
Nor offer to give anny aid. 


We boycott and bounce—moind ye, that’s to say 
We cause others to do that same ; 
But givin’ a part av our gains away 
Is not a Parnellite’s game. 
Our Parnells and Healys accept big cheques, 
And we aij get foinely paid ; 
But still, d’ye moind, to those starvin’ wrecks 
Sure none av us offer aid. 





Thin, hooroo! for the Pathriotic Thrade, 
By the which we do moighty well, 

An’ our sufferin’ dupes are av us afraid,— 
Praise be to the power of Parnell ! 

Anny measures for Oireland’s benefit framed, 
Begorra, would spoil our thrade, 

And that’s why we don’t (an’ we're no¢ ashamed) 
Iver offer our poor anny aid, 





Soothed by a Brace. 


Op Chuffles turned an ashy white as his gay, dashing young wife 
abruptly asked him the burning question, ‘‘ How would you like to be 
cremated, Peter, my dear?” Gradually Peter Chuffles’ colour returned, 
and his face resumed its normal tint of a decayed Jet sping with a 
demoniacal expression of countenance, he aa the poker in the fire. 
Then the young wife scanned her husband with her roguish eyes, 
winked wickedly at him—and bolted, Crash! bang! The smoking 
poker whirled through space, and a glittering piece of sho metal 
nearly grazed her tipt-up, saucy nose. ‘‘Ah! ‘tis a brace-buckle,” she 
whispered under her breath, as she hastily picked it from the floor and 
fled, 
‘(I have a little present for you, Peter, my darling,” remarked the 
oung bride, as she returned to her husband’s ancestral roof-tree. ‘I, 
bea on this sacred spot, where _ relations, dating rather beyond 
Billy the Conqueror, revelled and robbed ; I, here, on this substantial 
Turkey carpet, present you with a pair of * Resilient New Spring Braces. 
The next time you stretch your arms at early morn with so much energy, 
you will not suffer inconvenience from telescope trousers for the rest of 
the day. Now take me to see Faust.” He braced himself up, and 
wandered round to the Lyceum like a lamb, 
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tj z Yi Yj iy SOME seem surprised because there is a 
Y fps LAY f ) ‘‘ Manufacturer of Snuff to the Queen” at 
J. vA 
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A New Terror. 
Mh | abe yy aE A MUSICAL sewing machine is the latest 
ih ORY Mn invention announced. FUN, whose tender 
ie | heart is easily moved to sympathy with the 
suffering, offers the following lyric for the 
consolation and guidance of men-folk. 


Arr—She Worked a Sewing Machine. 


Oh, Music, which they say hath charms 
To soothe the savage breast, 
Doth often cause intense alarms, 
When vilely ’tis expressed. 
Street-organs and the German band, 
Both terrible plagues have been : 
But astill worse terror now threatens our land— 
The Musical Sewing Machine. 
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CHORUS, 


All happiness will depart, 
And there’s sure to be many a *‘ scene,” 
If our wives and daughters should henceforth 
start 
The musical sewing machine, 


The sewing machine’s vile clicking noise 
Hath oft caused men despair, 

But now ’twill banish a// our joys 
When it whirrs to a popular air ! 

When your wifey, say, ‘‘ runs up” a frock 
To the tune of *‘ I'll crown thee Queen,” 

You bet it will cause a frightful shock, 
That musical sewing machine ! 





CHORUS, 


Oh! our anguish will be strong, 
And ’twill fill us with awful spleen, 
When women-folk work to some music-hall 
song 
With the musical sewing macbine. 











Now if wives insist on working this, 
Their hubs have but one course— 

Those wives they must refuse to kiss, 
And bring actions for divorce, 

And all who have hymeneal views 
Must adopt a determined mien, 

And make their darlings vow never to use 
A musical sewing machine. 


CHORDS. 
Make girls vow when they enter the me rriage- 
state 
(And to ¢ia# most damsels lean) 
Yj Y To ** Love, homour, obey, and ne’er operate 
gfvyyyy On a musical sewing machine,” 









Edinburgh. Yet why not? Our Sovereign 
Lh kul Lady has a right to employ such manufacturer 








RIVAL APOLLOS. 


Big Cad.—‘* AH, MY BOY! WOMEN LIKE A Ficorge, Tuat’s wuy I GET ON 


WITH 'gM,” 
Little Cad.—‘'T SUPPOSE YOU REMIND ‘EM OF THE FIGURE 5 


Now, I'VE GENERALLY OBSERVED THAT WOMEN WANT A FACE IN A MAN,” 
Sig Cad.—‘'I sUpPpOSsE THEY HAVE FOUND IT WANTING WHEN YOU'VE BEEN THE 
[dnd the respective limbs of the two Apollos had to be sortea out, tannia,” 


ONLY MAN PRESENT,” 


if he can make her (R)appee. 





Irish Melodrama. 


British Tar: The man who lays his Home 
Rule upon a woman is not worthy of the name 
of Irishman, Chorus, *‘Home Rule Bri- 
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“Invaluable im facial Neuralgia. Has % POINTED 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue CriITErRIon.—Ham/2, with the Prince of Denmark left out, 
seems a possibility after all. A piece has been successfully produced 





Tue Critrerion.—A Cousin GERMAN. 


here without Mr. Wyndham inthe cast! 7702s Femmes pour un Mari, 
which was produced at the Cluny some two years ago, was such a tre- 
mendous success, that it was bound to reappear on these shores as soon as 
the right man was found to translate it. There can be no doubt that the 
right man was found. If you ask, ‘‘Who?” I reply, **Rae;” and add 
a hearty ‘‘ Who-Kae!”’ at the triumphant result, 


THERE is nothing very new in the plot, which is but a variation (and 
perhaps complication) of the old theme of a secretly-married young man 
inducing a friend to pass the bride off as his own, in order that the 
bridegroom may escape the disinheriting fury of an avuncular misogynist. 
(I'm going to have that sentence framed!) To inquire into the strict 
probability of the incidents of what the adapter (following Mr. Pinero) 
very properly calls ‘‘a farce,” is sheer waste of time, even if you could 
keep up with the pace of the story, You just have to sit down and 
bear all that comes, and the burden of laughter is pretty heavy at times, 
The last act is too long, for the simple reason that the joke has grown 
familiar, though the act is excellently done in itself. The construction 
is capital throughout, 


THAT traces of its Gallic source are not wanting goes without saying. 
That character of the French drama which, when translated into English, 
always becomes either an actress or an artist’s model speaks for itself, and 
ihe influence of our lively neighbours’ ways of thinking is obvious in the 
dialogue at every turn—indeed, considerable revision in this respect 
were wise ; but, at the best, Ido not think it is exactly the piece it 
would be advisable to take one’s—mother-in-law to see ! 


It is expected of Mr. Wyndham’s company that it shall [always be 
thoroughly up to the requirements of this kind of piece, and, although 
there are several new-comers on the present occasion, this expectation 
is no way disappointed. Mr, Lytton Sothern, who returns to his 
allegiance here, has all the personal and artistic qualities necessary for 
the chief part, and he rattles through his work with untiring spirit. Mr. 
George Giddens, as the young man on thorns, is in his element, and 
long practice has rendered the character easy to him, Mr, Blakeley 
never looks the harsh uncle he is said to be, and finally proves himself 
not to be; he brings that look of his compounded of a mirthless smile, 
a bowed head, and a corner-look from the eyes, into full prominence 
once more, and we joy as ina well-known friend. He is all there in 
the scene where he decks his barren fruit-trees with grapes and pears 
from Covent Garden before the arrival of a would-be purchaser of his 
worthless property—pre-pears for the visit in fact. 





_Mr. MALTBY appears once more as one of those comical old men of 
his. He has a funny scene with Messrs. Giddens and Sothern in the 
firstact. Do they remember that scene they played together in Aersy, 
I wonder? Do you, you dogs? Eh? Ha! ha! ha! 


Mr. Harry St. MAor plays excellently, too. He was a little un- 
comfortable in his accent to start with, but even that he settled down 
into as he went on. Miss Isabelle Evesson, although she played her 
scene with Ralph, in the second act, too hurriedly, was more charming 
than I've ever seen her since she first charmed my vision as the lady of 
the ‘tall bo t,’ in Featherbrain ; and there is a pretty little lady (who 
is not 1 ttle, either), Miss Annie Hughes, who appears here for the 








first time, and who played the landlady’s daughter with a quick sense 
of humour, which put her on a good footing with her audience at once, 
Miss Rose Saker, as the artist’s model—and, however she managed 
those lovely dresses out of a shilling an hour—well, ¢here /—has just 
caught the spirit of the character. Altogether, I expect Mr. Wyndham 
will suffer the fate he deprecated, and be kept out of his theatre longer 


than he bargained for. 





Nops AND WI1NKsS.—Mr. S, Brandram announces his eleventh series 
of recitals, which will be given at the Westminster Town Hall, Caxton 
Street, and commence on the 11th inst. ‘‘Good wine needs no bush,” 
neither does a Bran-dram !—Mr. Walter Chandler, ** provincial tragedian,” 
chose the night of Mrs. Langtry’s reappearance in London to give a 
dramatic recital at St. George’s Hall; I, consequently, could not per- 
sonally assist to crowd that edifice upon the occasion; but I attended by 
proxy, and by proxy I may say that Mr. Chandler has a voice of depth 
and resonance, a good presence, and an apparently retentive memory, 
There is some want of light and shade in his elocution, and he mustn’t 
allow his voice to lead him away too much; but he has undoubtedly 
more than a fair chance in the line he has chosen.—Easter will be sig- 
nalised at the Standard Theatre by the production of a drama from the 
pen of Mr, G, Manville Fenn: 

And no one has an abler pen, 

You'll own, than Mr. G. M. Fenn, 
It is called Zhe Foreman of the Works, and will no doubt Foreman 
attraction for months. —On Thursday week the new drama by Mr. Wilson 
Barrett and H, A. Jones, which bears the curious title of 7he Lord 
Harry, will be produced. This is said to be Mr. Barrett’s birthday, and 
I have no doubt that Mr. Cobbe will present him with happy ‘‘ returns ” 
after each performance for many a day to come.—A/one in London has 
been translated into French for immediate production in Paris. Ah! 
perfide Albion! one more crime to be laid at your door !—There seems 
to have been a good deal of tumbling done recently among members of 
the profession not popularly supposed to belong to the branch of it which 
would render it natural, Miss Saker and Mr. Giddens ‘‘ collided” at 
rehearsal, ‘‘ fell in a heap, and sustained slight bruises” (7e Man With 
Three Wives was postponed in consequence). Mr, Alexander Hender- 
son slipped in stepping from the boat at Calais and sprained his ancle ; 
and Mdile. Patti, the graceful ‘‘ first dancer’”’ at the Grand, finished one 
of her pirouettes the other morning by coming down handsomely, but 





THe CRITERION.—THe Fox AND THE GRapgS, PRE-PEAR-ING THE FENCES. 


heavily, on the stage. Miss Lizzie Coote seems to have suffered most 
severely though ; a fall she sustained at Manchester, where she has been 
playing Jick /Vittington, having caused an injury to the spine, which 
has resulted in an attack of paralysis. I sincerely trust she will soon get 
over it.—Mr, Edward Swanborough has become the acting manager for 
Mr, Villiers at the New Pavilion; Mr. Ashby Sterry has written 
Minnie Palmer a new song; and Miss Fannie Leslie will produce Jack- 
in-the-Box at the Strand this time next year—there’s early information 
for you! But you may always rely for such upon the always-up-to-time 
NESTOR. 








Over the Counter. 


A NEW pamphlet has just been published, entitled ‘‘ England and 
Ireland : a Counter proposal,” It is to be hoped it is not a dis-counter 
of any good project. 





THE way to “Attach” Ireland to England.—Adopt “string ”-ent 
measures, 
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Sermons in (Precious) Stones, | 
I.—TuHE AMETHYST, 
[The Amethyst is said to be a preventive against violent pas:ions. } 


O, YE who cannot cure yourselves 
Of temper strong and stern, 

But jump about like furious elves, 
And rage and fume and burn— 

O, ye who tear your hair, and oft 
Use language bad and wild ; 

Your manners may be yet made soft, 
Your language sweet and mild. 
Bad temper’s temptings you'll resist 

By wearing of an Ametbyst. 





Whene’er vague politicians’ pranks 
Arouse your righteous rage ; 
Whene’er your play’s declined with thanks, 
Or hissed from off the stage ; 
Whene’er the mutton’s *‘ cold again,” 
Or Income Tax is due ; 
Or if you're caught in heavy rain 
Whene’er your hat is new— 
Don’t frown and fret and clench your fist, 
But gaze upon an Amethyst, 


Whene’er your anxious loving wife 
Seems apt to be irate, 

And leads you a perturbéd life 
Because you come home Iate ; 

Whene’er your doting ma-in-law 
Is apt (some ave, I fear) 

To vex you with incessant ‘‘ jaw” 
Both stinging and severe— 

All rage through these you may resist 

By gazing on an Amethyst. 


Written In-fant-asy. 
{lhe Infants’ Bill will be introduced into the Lords this Session | 
Tue Infants’ Bill! We trust it will 


Achieve some good—in proper style ; 
But bear in mind when ’tis designed, 
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They must not make it infant-ile. 





THE ARTIST’S PARADISE.—Pencil-vania. 


Aunt Jemima —** AH, MY DRAR, I ALWAYS SAID I WOULD NEVRR GIVE 
MY HART BXCEPT TO ONE WHO LOVRD ME FOR MYSELF ALONR,”’ 
Miss Follidogue.—‘‘ AND SO YOU VE REMAINED SINGLE, AUNTIE!” 








ROUGH WITH THE HOME RULERS. 


A SIXTEENTH cousin of mine has been calling on me. He is about 
twenty-two years old. He has long fair hair, a brogue, a big appetite, 
and along tongue. They turned the young beggar out of a grocers 
shop in Cork, because he couldn’t keep proper account of sanding the 
sugar, and all that. He used to write to me once to say, ‘* Five shillings, 
my dear relative, would save my life.” I wish I hadnt sent the five 
shillings and saved his life. He has been returned as Home Rule 
Member for Tullaboo, I can hardly stand it, Upon my soul I can 
hardly stand it. Ile came into my room yesterday and struck an atti- 
tude with a roll of paper—the regular statesman’s photograph attitude. 
‘* If you think you look like Mr, Gladstone, when you sit like that,” I 
said, “you don’t. You look a great deal more like a tallow chandler 
with a composite candle in his hand.” ‘‘I am a senator, sirr,”’ he 
answered, ‘You are a young fool,” I replied. ‘‘I wish I had never 
helped you from starving, for now you wouldn’t be kicking up a dust 
and making an ass of yourself.” He folded his arms. ‘* My genius, 
the state of my country forced me into the position I now hold. 


drank in the thousands of glasses of gin-and-water you used to consume 
when an inferior journalist, the thousands would be much the worse for 
liquor.” He smiled scornfully. ‘‘Genius may have its weakness, the 
true Irish gentleman is ever convivial.” ‘* He is,” I said, ‘‘ very true, 
Irish gentlemen who never pay their bakers and butchers can afford 
to spend a good deal in alcohol.” ; 

The idiot tried to smile contemptuously. ‘* My great chief,” he said, 
‘thinks well of me, and that is enough.” ‘* Who is your great chief?” 
I asked, ‘*O’Donovan Rossa?” *‘The great chief is Mr. Parnell. 
O’Donovan Rossa is an enthusiastic warm-hearted man, whose patriotic 
feelings, however, occasionally get the better of his better iudgment.” 
He smiled still more scornfully, and struck another attitude. 

‘In my time,” I said, *‘the ‘ House’ was composed of Liberals and 
Conservatives. Now it’s composed of a certain number of gentlemen, 
and a section of journalists, and retired tradesmen who have failed, and 
who call themselves Home Rulers. I'd Home Rule ’em if I had the 





chance.” ‘‘I trust that I am a gentleman,” said the Home Ruler. 
‘* You can trust as long as you like. I don’t think anybody would trust 
you with half-a-ton of coals, though you have got M. P. after your name,” 
** That’s a distinction,” said he, ‘** With adifierence,” said I. ‘* Some- 
body being a somebody, M.I’. after his name makes him more; with a 
nobody it makes him no more.” I looked at him, and felt as if I could 
choke him. Why, I remember when he could hardly earn a pound 
a week at his trumpery newspaper trash, when he used to hang about 
Fleet Street bars, ruining his constitution with inferior liquors and large 
quantities of hot sausages. And this wretched newspaper, sausage- 
eating thing was in the I louse. 

There he sat, smiling away. ‘* You can smile as much as you like, 
my young friend,” I said, ‘*‘ but when you've had your day ia the I Louse, 
and you're out of it, you needn’t come to me wanting loose silver, and 
offering to give me orders for theatres to please me, to make me part, as 
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you call it. 


I tell you what it is, if I had my chance, I'd just turn you 


neck and crop out of the House, I would indeed. 


sir; I'd bundle you out, that I would, Second-hand penny-a-liners 


l’d bundle you out, 


DioGenges TusBess, 





Thousands drink in my eloquence.” I said to him, ‘If the thousands | calling themselves M.P.'s. Poh, sit! Poh! 














te 


Dis-tress-ing. 
[Certain employers in Purnley have decreed that the girs in their factories shall 
henceforth part their hair inthe middle only, and shall wear no “‘ fringes.” 
A ** PARTING” like ¢his will not make much amends, 
For the girls’ minds ’twill nearly unhinge; 
And they will not regard those employers as friends 
Who on “‘ fringes”’ thus dare to in-fringe. 





Give it a (Mountaineering! 


Mr. Bryce, M.P,, promises to bring in an ‘‘ Access to Mountains” 
Bill. It should prove a valley-able measure, suitable to any clim(b)-ate, 
if it is not too lofty; and if the proposer does not put on too much 


(mountain) ** side.” 
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‘* Yes, said jones delightedly. 
came—many quarter-days came. 
and never had. 
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- Go oul, then f 


“ TENANT-RIGHT;” OR, THE HELPLESS HOUSE-LETTER. 


‘*] have a house to let. You wish to take it? Comeon!” 


For it was the first time he had tried Jandlording. 
I shou d Jike the rent,’ said Jones. ‘‘ Rent?” said the tenant 


**Not I.” 


‘* 7’72 not going to pay rent. 
Then Jones spoke to the Law about it. F 
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And when he came out, that 
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I'm a swindler. 


‘‘Ah!” said the Law; ‘' well, you must wait until ten years’ rent is 
unpaid ; and then you must obtain a writ, and an execution, and a distress, and a mandamus, and wait ten years more; and then you can ask him again to go out.” 








hasty Jones attempted to ‘*: huck” that tenant out. And this time he got fourteen years for assault, 





Then quarter-day 
I haven't a penny, 
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OR, THE TORY MISS MUFF'IT. 
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AND FRIGHTENED MISS MUFFIT AWAY, 
—Aflter Sir Fohn E. Millais, Bart., X. 


THERE CAME A BIC 
AND SAT DOWN BESID 
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EATING OF CURDS AND WHEY 
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TURF CUTTINGS. KNIOKNAOKS. . - 
To THe Epitor oF ** Foun.” Ir was a calm, still afternoon in Westminster Police Court, an r, 
teats i D’Eyncourt, the magistrate, shed his gentle rays of happy good temper 


over the radiant brows of a bibulous lady Pre 
charged with having been “ full up” and ‘fy 
incapable the night before. ‘‘Oh! drat 
them rheumatics as comes of damp attics, 

warbled the prisoner; ‘‘it was them as 
done it.” ‘Dear me, madam!” said the 
courteous “beak,” ‘rheumatics don’t 
make you intoxicated, surely?” ‘‘ No, 
they don’t! yer honour,” said the lady, 
thoughtfully picking her teeth with a hair- 
pin, *‘no, they don’t ! but when they takes 
yer sudden like, they makes yer fall 
down, Oh! drat wy os 

" ” cried the sympathetic 
Rg a box of Blar's Gout Pills, an excellent remedy for 
rheumatism, and pay the Court half a crown for the advice. 





it 








IT is deemed necessary by Royalty that the yacht Osborne be refitted 
at great expense, ielie Ghies out the Duke of Edinburgh's wife and 
children to Malta. The country has to pay for this needless piece of 
ae — absurdity. Had the money for the refitting to come out of the stingy 

_ Duke’s pocket, such a foolish waste of cash would not be indulged in, 

S1R,—This is as beastly a hole as England—and I can’t say worse for | The yacht steams out with its precious cargo about the middle of March. 
it. I’ve not landed a shilling or a flat since I landed on these shores, omentinaiin 
the racing hasn’t been worth looking at lately, all my tips have gone Ar a sitting of the Divorce Court, Mr, Justice Butt fined seventeen 
wrong, and on the last day if it didn’t pour in such torrents as / never | non-attending jurymen. They were mostly highly respectable men, and 
‘aw before! And I’ve seen some heavy wet in my time, too. There | their wives had refused to permit them visiting such a questionable place 
weren't many people attended, and these soon became merged in mud. | of entertainment. 
[ don’t know a soul here either, and when I asked the waiter, who 2 ee 
brought my ca// au /ait, whether the eggs were au /ay, too, he never so A GENTLEMAN who had a difference of opinion with his wife recently, 
much as smiled, but said he would send the English waiter! Ugh! | on a political question, evidently does not belong to the peace-at-any- 
('m disgusted, I shall chuck it and come home, England, with all its | price party. During a heated argument about Mr. Gladstone's foreign 
drawbacks, isn’t half so bad as this—please send cheque and I'll come policy, he struck his spouse such a blow that her life is in danger. 








at once, I’m just going up to the hotel to ask how Henderson’s ankle —_—_—_— ; 
is, perhaps he’il give me a couple of stalls for the Avenue, and tell me if Mr. Bicear has kindly let us know that the Irish members are only 
he rea//y thinks Arthur wasn’t late that night, See you soon, I hope. machines in Mr, Parnell’s hands, They are very noisy, badly constructed 
Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS, machines though; and some require a great deal of palm-oiling to make 
-Vice (more like #f to the Nice—in mud }). them work, 





——— 
St 





K1nc Homsert of Italy is going in for economy, his butler is not 
Two P.'s, allowed to go beyond seven francs a bottle for champagne supplied to 
(Mr. Parnell, as Ajax defying the lightning of the Speaker's eye, is one thing; but | the Royal table, and the Queen is restricted to winter-strawberries twice 


Mr. Parnell in a reasonable attitude, saying soft things with bated breath, is quite , a ackets of cigarettes a-day. 
nage ei, ha! late Mr. Parnell, instead of roaring like a lion, has been cooing . week, nd two an 8 y 
ike a dove. —Echo. mn ——— 
THE dining-room ceiling of a jerry-built house in the suburbs was 


actually sneezed down last week by a family afflicted with severe colds. 


Wy should such a fuss and hubbub be made because the Princess 
Christian is suffering from melancholia? Surely a lady might be allowed 
to enjoy sweet melancholy in quietude whenever she wishes to. 


A FRISKY gentleman, eighty-four years of age, has just married a 
gentle maiden of sixty-four summers at Haltwhistle. They had been 
seen sitting together on stiles and cooing for some time past, and gossips 
shook their heads gravely; but immediately they were united, the vil- 
lagers assembled and shouted ‘‘ hooray!” and the local band tootled 
** Haste to the Wedding.” 


‘\ DOCTOR says, ‘‘ Alcoholic indulgence, smoking, and tea-drinking all 
produce ‘red tongue,’” There must be some advantage in these habits 
after all, for a red tongue is certainly preferable to a ‘‘ greenery-yallery 
one. Only xsthetics could think the latter desirable. 


ANOTHER footballist has been kicked to an unknown goal, A kickist 





Look here upon this picture please, And also kindly gaze on this istook ’ kily, it did 
Here P.’s the boldest of M.P,’s, And here he’s meek as any miss, ne aa rth mpg sr oe ee é 
Here Ajax-like, he Peel defies, \ And here he stands with downcast ee , | 
i eyes. “*Wuat's that in the paper, my dear, about ‘ Coercion on Greece’? 
All heroes Aeve he is above, But here as gentle as a dove; —, — — fv pene oat ou pg gr. at breakfast. site ; 
; ; ain t looked yet, my dear,” replied Mr. P, ‘*I suppose it is somethi . } 
He's here 8 terror to the foe, | "le i goose he can't say | ¢, do with the law compelling buttermen to sell butterine as butterine. 


In this he threats at Saxons hurls, Herein he studies wisdom’s pearls, M. GonpINeT, in his new play, says, ‘London is a savage place.” 
In this he’s fierce, and strong, and (In this his manner’s more than So we thought as we passed through Leicester Square the other day, 


wild, | mild, and saw a Frenchman seated in the inclosure making a hearty meal off , 
Will any reader kindly tell {Which portrait shows the rca/ | cat’s-meat and garlic. D} 
| Parnell? os 

O'DONOVAN Rossa says he has plenty of money. Had he substituted 





; ' the word “* brass”’ for ** money” his statement would have been nearer 
AN IMPROVED DOG Mozz_e.—Prr claiming the Irish National League. | the mark, y 
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Resigned. 





| 
THE news spread like wildfire through Westminster’s Hall, 
And filled the Conservative members with gall ; 
Yes, the Tories were staggered, and loudly they whined, 
And they gave ** with expression ” 
This rueful confession, | 
** Lord S, is defeated, and so has resigned,” 


‘* Ah !” they muttered, ‘‘ Lord S. forth from office doth march, 
Through the vile machinations of Collings and Arch, 
More iniquitous persons you couldn’t well find 

Than these agitators 

For land cultivators. 
’Tis through ¢hem we Conservatives now have resigned |" 


‘*’Tis true Solly funked ”’ (to each other said they) 

‘* The great Irish question,—the theme of the day. 

Then the shifty Parnellites full soon proved unkind, 
So, though strongly we mustered, 

And loftily blustered, 

Lord Salisbury’s thought it was time he resigned !” 


| 
| 
j 
} 


‘‘ Our chieftain’s big threat to the little Greek fleet, 
It appears with unanimous praise didn’t meet ; 
While Gladstone’s advice seemed approval to find, 
This and other small shindies 

All show how the wind is; 

We Tories are fogged—so Lord S. has resigned ! 


‘* This ridiculous rot ve reforms touching land, 
Has made shocking havoc of Salisbury’s band ; 
Yes, those Liberal friends of the peasant and hind, 
Beat ws—Us, the Tories, 

(Who swell Jingo-glories !) 

Yes, alas ! we’re defeated—and so we've resigned. 


‘*In Conservative circles the news caused dismay, 

For, alas! just before we had all been so gay, 

And the squires and the dames of the Primrose League pined, 
Yea, in each ‘ habitation’ 

Was much consternation 

When ’twas rumoured abroad that Lord S. had resigned |” 


* * * * w 




















In 7Ais strain the Conservative public and Press 

Give vent to their natural grief, as you’ll guess. 

Some papers most tearfully vow, you will find, 

That for Solly—the nation 

Will show lamentation— 

Yet the nation, methinks, to the blow is “‘ resigned !” 


tinerant Vendor (just as Old Colonel Diss-Peptic-Brown was passine),— 
**CorRRECT MopkL OF THE CAMEL CorPsk, ONLY ONE PENNY,” 





CORPUS DELECTI. 








“Vivent les Enfants!” 


will be admitted. } 


Tue infantry of Europe, the ‘‘ kids” of Christendom, 

To fair Lutetia’s city in all their glory come ; 

Their chilly Lapland homesteads the chubby cherubs quit, 
Vith swarthy southern squealers the fair Norse squallers sit, 


Plump prodigies from Britain invade once more Ze//e France, 
Whom podgy Gallic foupons eye with a jealous glance ; 
And little German toddlers their voice add to the din, 

And strive like stubborn Teutons the envied prize to win, 


Proud Paris sends her youngsters to stand up for 7a France, 
Competing with all Europe to gain / prix d’enfance ; 

Poor plebeian St. Antoine with St. Germain unites, 

While Joutigues with grands chateaux for ‘* head of the poll” fights. 


The air, we may be certain, no solemn stillness holds, 

But noise, not guzfe so soothing as that which lulls the folds, 
Resounds with many an echo within the show-room walls, 
So all who there may visit had best look out for squalls, 





IN a recent breach of promise case the jury assessed the loss of ‘‘a 
nice old man and a pleasant home” at £25. The aged male and the 
comfortable quarters were lumped together in the d es given. The 
jury ought to have let a curious public know /he7r notion of the value 
of the items, separately, It might have run thus—‘**To loss of a nice 
old man, 4d. To loss of a pleasant home, £24 193, 8d.” 





{There is to be a grand Baby Show in Paris, owhich “ exhibits” from all countries 
| examinations the right to use the letters R.P. (Registered Plumber) after their 





Bad for Botchers! 


(The Plumbers’ Company intend to bestow on all plumbers who pass the proper 
names } 


R.P.! 'Tis well; yea, at the plan 
Scarce one inclined to carp is, 

‘Twill help the proper plumber-man, 
And spoil the Piumber ’Ar-pies, 





Floral Fictions, 


THE Nettle stands for Slander, say the wise io flower-lore, 
A statement which is likely to unsettle us ; 
For it is pretty clear, although we knew it not before, 
There are few things that, like Slander, can so ‘‘ Nettle” us, 





In a hospital at Macon a dozen, at least, of the nurses are addicted 
to the use of morphine ; they are in the habit of stupefying themselves 
continually with it. The patients in this retreat must stand a very fair 
chance of taking prussic acid instead of castor oil, or laudanum in the 
place of senna. A nice convenient place for a party to enter who 
wishes to commit suicide in a moral manner, 


A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 


“JACK AND JILL'S" £5: 5 : 0 Diophantine Competition is indeed a Jour- 
nalistic Novelty. Every copy has a Distinctive Number in Red on the Front 
Page. Thearithmetical problem isaseasyas ABC, Everyone should compete. 
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BILL BLUDGEON PROFITS BY THE DOG REGULATIONS. 
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** Lucre Lodge ‘ud be a good crib to crack,” 
aid Bill Bludgeon, “if it warn’t for them beastly 
dawgs.” ‘‘ Let's get em took up,” said his * pal.” 


Next day Bill Lludgeon lured them from home by means 


of a tast 


And when he had left them to discuss it, his “‘ pal” 


y morsel. commended them to the mercies of A 1. 
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Dawgs’ 'Ome ! 


*’Ooray, Bill, they're a-taking of ‘em off to the 





And that night the two worthies scaled 
the wall of Lucre Lodge. 


But they hadn't bargained for the owner recovering his 
‘‘dawgs” meanwhile ; and didn't they get ‘‘ what for!” 























THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Commons,—*‘ The horn of the Hunter is heard on the hill,” The 
philosophico- Radical member for Aberdeen objects to India being charged 
with expenses of Burmese war: thinks John Bull can bear’measily. 

January 26.—Chancellor of Exchequer throws down the gage to 
Treason by giving notice that on Thursday Chief Secretary for Ireland 
will introduce Bill to suppress National League. Rage of Parnellites at 
idea of coercionists being coerced, and boycotters boycotted, 

Debate on the address, Amendment by Jesse Collings, professedly 
only as to allotment, but it meant a lot, ‘* Thou wear a lion’s hide ?,’ 
quoth Chaplin. ‘* Doff it for shame, and hanga three-acre-fed cow-skin 
on those recreant limbs.” Arch (not Archer) up, makes capital speech, 
only addresses House, instead of Speaker. Honourable Members seem 
to be tickled at being spoken to as ‘‘gentlemen.” Strange sights. 
Bradlaugh catches the Speaker’s eye, instead of the Serjeant-at-Arm: 
foot. Goschen and Hartington oppose Grand Old Man, Libs, and 
Cons. balanced to an ounce. It only wants Gwyllym Crowe’s ‘‘ See- 
saw” waltz, to make scene perfect. Parnell puts foot on the plank, anc 
up go the Government, hopelessly outweighed. Victory for the Liberals, 
but, query, not too dearly bought ? 

Thursday.—Cranbrook in Lords, and Hicks-Beach in Commons, 
announce that Ministerial prospects are looking highly black. Salisbury 
gone to the Isle o’ Wight, to see Her Majesty. Dismay of Ministry, 
after elaborate get-up of the O’Smith from the coatee to the *‘ illigant’ 
brogue, to find his Hibernian performances confined to a ** breakdown.’ 

Meantime, Gladdy considering, not which good men to take in, but, 





Lorps, Jan. 25.—Lord Waveney moves for Lord Salisbury to play 
the trump card—that is, to take Parnell’s trick, Kimberley, too, while 
admitting “the Smith a mighty man is he,” doubts reliability of report 
founded on twenty-four hours’ experience, Discussion ends in wavin’ 
Waveney’s motion, C 


be asked to take Irish Secretaryship. 





ommons rather losing tone, 





supply exceeding demand, which to keep out. Rumour says Parnell tc 


Harcourt rather nervous, in case 


new departure leads to one of Netherby burglars going to Home Office, 
but consoles himself that, after all, Lord Chancellorship not so bad, anc 
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VOUDOU. 


Gway dar all—come hya you, 

I’se de reg’lar old Hoodoo, 

I don’ keer how brash you be, 

All of you niggers is ’fraid ob me, 
Smart as sin, an’ bold as brass, 
Don’ yo’ gimme none of y’r sass. 
Yah—ha—ha——hoo—hoo—hoo ! 
I is de pizen ole Hoodoo ! 


Fo’ dem I jealouses is shore 

, To dry to deff with nary cure. 
Chicken-bone un’er do’step hid 

Wid a piece ob a ole man’s coffin id, 
Dat’ll make um wilt away 

As de moon goes wilter night and day, 
< An’ dat is jis wat I can do, 

Fo’ I is de pizen ole Hoodoo, 


= 


. 


Red rag, an’ coal, un’ chicken bone, 
_ Wot dat’ll do is unbeknown, 

Dat am de dre’ffle mystery 

Dey teach in Guinea ober de sea, 
But honey, now, I tells yer wot, 

- I knows a heap ob more dan dot ; 

F I kin conjer de gizzard out ob you, 
Kase I am a pizen ole Hoodoo, 





” I kin turn yore lub to spite 

4 An’ make you quarl bofe day and night ; 
But come to me, an’ shore as sin, 

I'll turn it all into lub agin. 

Dat is a easy ting to fix 

Ef wunst I make yer shadows mix, 

Den wid a charm I put yer through, 
Kase I’m de pizen ole Hoodoo, 


+ 1 


From Dongoller and Jumbo Jum 
De ivory root an’ cressis come ; 
Dem’s de charms of life and deff 

To make you well or stop your breff. 
Jimson weed an’ dry snake head 
Dat’ll jine you to de dead, 

So I sends ’em to de bugaboo, 

Fo’ I’se de pizen ole Hoodoo, 


RAE REDS 


Li Se 
. 


Way down South in New Orleen, 
Da’s whar dis nigga’s of’en been, 
Da’s whar de holy sarpent’s foun’, 
Dar de Multoters dance aroun’, 
You nebber see sitch carryin’s on 
In all yo’r life sense you was bo’n ; 
An’ you be boun’ I goes dar, too, 
Fo’ I'se de pizen ole Hoodoo, 





[The Two behine an’ two befo’, 
Wait till you git to de watch-house do’, 
I kin sen’ yo’ to prison, nary doubt, 
An’ when yo’re in I kin git you out, 
and All you want, I fix um well, 

Wid Obeah charm an’ Gumbo spell, 














a Come to me an’ I'll put you troo, 
.dly Kase I’se de pizen ole Hoodoo. 
4 ey 
kin , , 
ch, THE sensational news recently published, which was in- 
2em tended to make us believe that the Pope spends a large 
hts. portion of his time catching larks in his garden and wringing 
-'s their necks, ac/ua//y turns out to be a canard, The only 
and thing His Holiness has ever caught in his garden is a severe 
see: cold in the head. The Pope has the most intense love for 
anc those dear little feathered songsters—larks. He adores 
als them in pies and on toast. But it is his head gardener who 
' traps the birds, and it is his chef who dislocates their ver- 
ons, tebree, 
ur} a j 
try, THE exciting rumour that the Duke of Cambridge eats 
nt’ more pork chops than any five Chinamen living is doubtless 
mn.’ correct; but we are authorised to state the report circulated, 
but, that he consumes these porcine delicacies every night for sup- 
1 to per, is incorrect : while the assertions that he insists on their 
nase being served up underdone, that he bolts them with alarming 
Se rapidity, and that he washes them down with long deep 
and draughts of chlorodyne, are not to be relied on, 
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ONE FOR THE SQUIRE. 


The Squire (who strongly suspects Young Lercher of complicity with Lercher, 
pore, in wiring rabbits, &c., &c,.)—** WHAT ARE YOU LOAFING ABOUT HERE 
FOR, Boy?” 

Lercher, jun,—‘* OI BE SCARING Rooks,” 

The Squire.—‘* BUT THERE ARE NO ROOKS ABOUT.” 

Lercher, jun.—** NOA, THOU HAST FREETENED 'RM AWRE.”’ 





—— _~-———_—— gee 
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NEW LHAVES. 
Messrs, GEORGE ROUTLEDGE and Sons have issued ‘‘ A Popular Hand-book of 
Parliamentary Procedure,” by Henry W. Lucy, Of the’complexities and intricacies 
of such procedure it is a Lucy’d elucy-dation. Existing rules may soon be ruled 
out by the proposed new rules, which, it is to be hoped, may be pellucy’d.—The 
fifth volume of ‘* Routledge’s Pocket Library ” contains ‘‘ Poems by Oliver Wendell 
Holmes,” These poems go “‘ from grave to gay, from lively to severe,” and are 
‘*touched in ” with great tenderness, purity, and pathos—‘' Holmes sweet Holmes,” 
— The Civil Service Calendar, by William Bussell (W. Stewart and Co,), although 
**chock full” of *‘crams” for examinations, &c., is a truthful and eresterorted 
guide. In these stirring times candidates for the Civil Service will do well to 
Bussell,—‘‘ The Apple-Tree Annual ” (A. Glendinning) contains an abundant crop 
of the fruits of vegetarianism.—‘‘ The Year Book of Photography,” edited by 
Thomas Bolas, F.C.S, (Piper and Carter), is a good sized ‘‘ Bolas,” and contains 
cures for many of the ills that photography is heir to, besides being a goodly help 
to a healthy pursuit of the art.—‘* The Insurance Railway Guide” is both copious 
and concise, while the novel system of insurance will probably insure its success, 

In the January number of the A/anchester Quarterly will be found an excellent 
etching of Anne Hathaway’s cottage, ‘‘A Walk to Shottery,” ‘‘ The Brothers 
Cheeryble,” and much more that is excellent.— 7he Daily News has recently issued 
a broad sheet of ‘‘ The New and Enlarged Parliament of 1886,” which will be 
valued for its analysis of the late elections, its political almanack, and its carefully 
compiled statistics, 

‘*The Golden Gate and Silver Steps,” by Shirley Hibberd (E. W. Allen), 
This is the taking title to a charming collection of ** Prosey-Versey Tales,” ‘** The 
Golden Gate and Silver Steps” lead up to a perfect treasure-house of perpetual 
pleasure for our youngsters, and to days and nights of pure delights. —‘* Haunted 
Heirlooms,” by Richard Spearman (Thomas G, Ramell). This is called a Christmas 
story, though there is nothing Christmassy about it, except its happily terminating 
its troubles on that day; but it is a well told story, such as is always welcome, 
—‘*Studies from Nature of British Foliage,” by Tom Kelly (John Heywood), 
Judging from the first number, this promises to be a splendid work, and ought to 
be invaluable to the student. 
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“THOUGH LOST TO SIGHT, TO MEMORY DEAR!” 


Young Squire.—‘' WiLL, WecG, I HEAR THAT YOU AND Mrs, WkGG HAVE HAD YOUR PORTRAITS TAKEN.” 
Wege.—* Yas, SURR, THERE WAS A PHOTOGRARPHER COOM DOWN FROM LUNNON, AND HE—WELL, HE PUTT THE THING IN FRONT 
OF US AND TOOK US, ME AND THE Missos; BoT I sUPPOSE HE DIDN’T WANT TO GET TOOK HISSELF, ’COS HE PUTT HIS ’ED UNDER 


A CLOTH.” 




















The Defeat; or, The Tory Miss In office as best she may, Sad for the Sex. 
Muff-it. Is roused from her lollings [It is stated that there is no chance for the Woman's 
a And leungings by Collings, Suffrage Bill this Session.] 
(Skz CARTOON.) The spider that spreads dismay. , : 
We've heard how Miss Mufit ’ : No chance for the Women’s Suffrage Bill, 
: , The Tory Miss Mufiit Which Woodall steers with brave intent ; 
Eathrosed on & tufiet, Intended to buffet The Sex’s power is still but s2/ 
Her appetite did allay, The National League ; but, nay— In matters touching Parliament. 
When up came a spider, It turns to deride her, She owes her ban to tyrant Man— 
Which sat down beside her, And eggs on the spider, O why will Man behave so low ? 
sng ice a nbd And so there’s the dickens to pay ! Must women wait for Woodall’s plan, 
Who was Miss Muffit ? Although they Wood-all like it so? 
And what was a tuffet That's Just How It’s Done. 
Once on a time ?—can't say ; ‘6 As eas ing.” or easier sti : ; 
But a tuffet now trenches pra he § lpi 7 il Hint to Tourists. 
On Treasury benches, The out-going Ministry runs up a bill, THE first thing to be considered, when you 
And Tory is she to-day, Which it leaves the in-coming to pay. have made up your mind to do any particular 
This modern Miss Mufftt, That is, when the out-going happens to be country, is to make up your mind not to let 
While wishing to stuff it A superior high Tory Ministry. that particular country do you. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THe Prince’s.—Observing from the programme that the new piece 
vhich Mr. Coghlan has prepared for the opening of Mrs, Langtry's 














tHe Prince’s.—BooKkev! 


eason here, is founded on incidents in George Ohnet’s romance, Za 
Grande Marnicre, 1 am emboldened to remark that /vemies, in its 
want of proportion, in its raising of strong interest in characters and 
incidents which presently fall into the background or disappear alto- 
gether, and in its general uncertainty of characterization, gives all the 
indications of having been adapted from anovel. Soitdoes. It isin 
fact, from an exactingly (or even unexactingly) artistic point of view, a 
bad play, but it is all very interesting nevertheless. 


THERE is something grimly uncompromising in allowing the unfor- 
tunate Rose Heely to be strangled in sight of the audience, and there is 
something irresistibly funny in the way her father takes the discovery 
of her death—with triumph that the ‘‘young squire” (her supposed 
murderer) is ‘in his power now” rather than with any parental con- 
cern for his daughter's untimely end! The story is scarcely robust 
enough, either, to stand the length at which it is told; but, as I say, it 
is interesting, 


Tiere is no doubt that a Jarge part of the interest and apparent 
strength of the piece arises from the exceptionally good interpretation 
it receives. The cast is about as strong a one as we have at present. 
Mrs, Langtry herself shows at her best. She would probably be the 
first to admit that she lacks the requisite depth and certainty of touch in 
the lighter passages, and is quite unable to indicate all the latent sug- 
gestion of the final speech of the second act; but, though the author 
appears to have carefully avoided keeping her too much upon the stretch 
at any time, she plays several difficult passages with the right spirit, and, 
even when not absolutely successful, commands respect, because she is 
so obviously in earnest and so obviously not satisfied to be a monetary 
success merely, The big scene, in the third act, which ends in her 
striking old Darvel, is played with a mixture of force and self-restraint 
which would do credit to an actress of far greater experience, 


MR. Fg@RNANDEZ has never given us anything finer or more complete 
than his portrait of the hard old money lender, Darvel—a Darvel of a 
fellow, as inferior humourists will have it—a piece of acting finished and 
frm. Mr. Coghlan needs but to be named ; his method is pretty well 
perfected, and his picture of the young hero—Romeo among the 
Montagues and Capulets—is marked with his accustomed grip and 
truth. Mr. R. Pateman appears with success in a part which has been 
received with much approbation, inasmuch as it is that of a dumb man; 
his elocution is much admired, although it were ungenerous to suggest 
that Mr. Pateman has never been seen to greater advantage. 





Mr. H. Kempce (in an extraordinary tonsorial make-up, suggestive 
of his having habitually worn a very tight hat, and so worn his hair off in 
a complete ring round his head), plays the part of an impecunious aristo- 
crat with a good deal of humour, and some excess of agility. Mr. J. G, 
Grahame plays an undecided sort of character well, too; and Mr. F. 
Everill brings some sound art to bear upon a tedious and unnecessary 
one, Miss Flora Clitherow appears as Rose Heely, and plays it with a 
pleasing intelligence, and, perhaps, something more than that. Minor 
characters are in such capable hands as those of Messrs. J, Carne, J. 
R. Craufor 1, Percival-Clark, S. Caffrey, and Frank Seymour; and 
Mi lames KR bertha, Erskine, and Bovering. I said it was a strong 








Tue mounting is splendid; the Yeomanry Ball, In the Glen, and 


above all, On the Moor, all seem worthy of special mention. I don’t 
remember to have seen a prettier scene than this latter, so lovely, and 
withal so quietly natural : there was a scene in Comrades at the Court, 


which equalled it, perhaps, 





THE STRAND (Morning). — From Mrs, Langtry to Miss Minnie 
Palmer is something of a transition —high caste to high jinks, But one 
may make the jump with satisfaction to all parties. Miss Palmer is 
showing a healthy ambition as an actress, in desiring to prove to the 
patrons who have by no means treated her unkindly, that she can do 
something besides look pretty, sing nicely, dance cleverly, make faces, 
and appear fifteen when she is at least two years older. And, verily, 
she is justified, There were times during the progress of Zhe Little 
Treasure (a piece to which it is refreshing to fiad the familiar name of 
A. Harris attached—the present Augustus’s papa, look you) when 
Minnie gave us a true little touch and forgot to spoil it by making a 
grimace after it, and when one saw glimpses of possibilities one (strictly 
limited to one) had not previously believed in, The little lady hasa 
lot to learn before she can bea ‘‘real” ac'ress, but I am not certain 
that she isn’t best as she is—in her present form (and even she will 
admit that it is a pretty form) she is unique, and there are lots of mere 


actresses ! 





THE piece is about as ancient in character and not half so interesting as 
a bit of dug up Roman mosaic, and why the characters should be fitted with 
‘‘ handles” to their names is a mystery, unless it is that solecisms and a 
general half-bred air are thereby accentuated. Miss Jane Grey is a useful 
and capable actress, and managed to be amusing, but the general perform- 
ance and staging were not unlike that of an amateur show. The self-satis- 
fied, though rather ordinary, performance of Mr. Roberts, the unsuitability 
of Mr. D’Orsay for his part, the corked moustache of Mr. Freear 
(looking very like a remainder of his nigger make-up in My Sweetheart), 
the general stumbling over words, the activity of a book-case in travel- 
ling from ‘* Lady Howard’s House, Richmond,” to ‘*Sir Charles 
Howard’s House, London,” and back, and the show of uncovered 
rafters in Sir Charles’s House aforesaid, were all so many suggestions 
to memory of dismal journeys to out-lying *‘ halls” in uninviting weather, 


In Wooler’s two-part piece, Zhe Ring and the Keefer, which 
finished the programme, Mr. Roberts was fairly satisfactory (he had to 
sing, which doesn’t appear to be much in bis line—but that is a detail), 





Tue Strranpv.—‘' THe RiInG AND THE KEEPER.” 


and Miss Palmer was all her sprightly and piquant self, now disguised 
as a waiting maid in the most coquettish of caps, and anon as a perky 
Carolian page. The practical success of this experimental matindée has 
encouraged Miss Palmer to repeat it on the 17th, but she might give us 
something a trifle more interesting than Zhe Little Treasure. 


Nops AND Winks,—At Hengler’s Cirque, in Argyll Street, there is 
a capital show just now, I believe; Zhe Steeplechase act, ‘‘ for the first 
time in London,” has just been added to the programme, among other 
things. I shall take an early opportunity of looking in and telling you 
how I like it.—They tell me Mrs. Bernard-Beere is to be the next to 
take the Haymarket in hand; I wish her success, I’m sure, and will do 
my best to help her to it by attending whenever she likes to send a free 
admission.—Mr, W. S. Gilbert’s Engaged is in rehearsal for the said 
Haymarket, by-the-way. NESTOR. 








A LApby to whom Printers do not take kindly. —Miss-Print. 
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POOR PASSENGERS! 


We append below a few of the awful things foreseen by the gloomy fears of our own Morbid Passenger, 
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“Hullo! There's one of the other company’s passengers : 
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WHAT WILL SHE BE WHEN GROWN UP? 


Mamma.—‘' Don’T YOU THINK MR. WorBLER Is A § LITTLE FLAT?’” “ 
The Youncest Miss Prettypert.—‘* WRLL, MOST YOUNG MEN ARF NOWADAYS—BIG ONES OR LITTLE ONES. 


[Heavitoph overhears, and is impressed, 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER ON ST. VALEN.- 
TINE’S DAY. 


To-DAyY is ze tirteen Februaries, ze day aftare it is to-morrow, and 
to-morrow—vot/a /—it is your Day of Valentines. Hoorays !—tree hips 
also, for Iam soglad. Vy amIso glad? Look here, I go tell you. 

For long time my heart have burn viz unalterable love for ze charming 
Mees Jollidogue, ze sistare of my dear ole pals Jollidogue. I adore ze 
ground she walk upon; I love her from ze sole of her head to ze crown 
of her foot, vich is so small it reqvire telmicscope to behold zem, In vain 
have I for long time try to declare my passion. Ven I am in her pre- 
sence I have not ze courage, and ven I have ze courage I am not in her 
presence, But I vill know my fate—to-morrow is ze fourteen Februaries, 
I vill send her von valentine ! 

Ze Aunt Jemima of ze charmink Mees Jollidogue is ze object of my 
terror, likevise my hatred. 7 passant, she object to be call an object, 
Maintenant, she is a perfect object all ze qvite same, from ze head of 
her hair, of vich zare is too little, to ze two of her feet, of vich zare are 
too much, Ze ole fossil have determine she vill make her mine—I mean 
hers me—no, no, confound it alls! I go say she is decided to make me hers, 
I avoid her. I make up my mind I vill give the antique vinegar cruet 
ze tip vich is straight. Tree cheers !—to-morrow is ze Saint Day of 
Valentines, I vill send her ze 14 of February ! 

I goto ze shop zat is stationary. Ze young lady who serve is not 
stationary, but vat you call brisk. She demand vat can she do for me. 
I say lot of zings. Write me letter from home: give me sveet smile : 
remember me ven I am far away, and lots of ozzare sings, She say no 
larks, Vat do I vant. I say heaps—a tousand a year and a park, a 
carriage and pair of horse, tree acres and von cows, Ze valkare of ze 
shop have his eye on me ; if I am not full of care I expect he vill shop- 
valk me off. I tell ze young lady I desire ze most charmink valentine 
in ze whole caboose for ze most charmink girl in ze vide world. She 
produce to me ze marvel of valentines. C'est um rove! une poeme! It 
is just ze von sing to lay at ze feet of ze lovally Mees Jollidogue. Ze 

nly drawback is zat ze leetle boys have not qvite enough of clothes. 











Zey bear torches to show, savzs doute, ze torture of unreqvited passion, 
Zare is an altar of Ilymen, vich is invitation to ze young lady to alter 
her condition, Zare is ze Cupid vit ze bow. Ja fot! I suppose ze 
bow represent me, for doI not desire to become her beau? and zare 
are verses vich I am certain can nevare cause ze sendare to meet vit 
reverses, 

I desire ze young lady vill she send it addressed in ze writing of her 
hand to Mees Julia Jollidogue, and zen I demand ze ugliest valentine 
zat money can procure. She produce von vich she say is ugly as sin— 
mais, ten tousand fonndres! Inever sawsinlooksounpleasant, Your 
Griffin of Temple Bar is handsome beside it. It is portrait of a female, 
vit ze face of a section of a lemon, and ze figure of an ironclad, vile ze 
verse vich is write undare is more ugly still. I say, zat is beautiful, and 
desire ze young lady to address it to Mees Jemima Jollidogue. 

It is ze fourteen Februarys. I call at ze Jollidogues. I am shown in 
ze drawing-room, (Que/ bonheur, ze charming Mees Jollidogue is zare, 
mats, guel horreur, zare also is her aunt. On ze table are ze ¢wo valen- 
tines. I must have a care, I must be like player of billiards, and mind 
my (), also my P, Ze aunt of my angel say vit a simpare, ‘Ob, 
monsieur, zis valentine is so like you, I am sure you must have sent it,” 
and she hold in her hand ze pretty von. I stammer, I pause, I blush, 
and I confess. Zen ze charmink Mees Jollidogue rise, and, grasping z¢ 
ugly von, she stamp her darling foot and say, ‘'Sir, you must also have 
sent zis, for ze envelope is stamped vit ze name of ze same stationer.” 
She bounce out of ze room in tears, and she bang ze door. Her aunt 
fall upon my bosom and say she have long guess my secret, and she is 
mine for evare. Zen, million of horrors! I comprehend. Ze leetle witch 
of stationer girl have address ze valentines wrong for a lark ; instead of 
sveets to ze sveet, it have been sour to ze sveet and sveet to ze sour. 
vant ze sky to open and take me down, or ze floor to open and svallow 
me up. 








We beg it may be clearly understood, once or all—that the Par- 
nell-ites are mo¢ a new kind of illumination, 
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INDISCRIMINATENESS., 


A TRAGEDY. 





(MODERATE POTATION discovered surveying itself in a mirror.) 
M, P. No, there are sorrier fellows than myself 
And more unworthy. I enjoy my glass, 
And feel the better; nor fill up my skull, 
While yet it hath some furniture, with wine 
That all mine enemies may quaff therefrom, 
Exulting, draughts of silly babblement, 
And muddled ravings, and a thousand secrets 
Of foolish thought and purpose; and deride 
And spurn the cup. Nor cause I stocks and stones 
To rise from their inertness, joining hands 
To reel around me, mocking him that hath 
Less wit than them. Nor roll I, arm in arm, 
With noisy gibbering Intemperance, 
To crush the cup till, in revenge, it turns 
And crushes me, What footstep beats the stairway 
So falteringly ? 


(INTEMPERANCE 7o//s in.) 


Greeting, my worthy cousin ! 

’Tis lonely pledging toasts to one’s own self— 
(Though, faith ! it gives the opportunity 

To rise with grace—when one can rise at all— 
And so return the salutation, gaining 

A cup the more), But, come, we’ll quaff together, 
Thou art the novice—I the master-hand : 

But time and practice, cousin, and thy hand 

And throat may gain that skill—— 

Why, get thee hence; 

I scout thy doddering, palsied cousinship ! 

Do men hold thee and me associates ? 

3ack to thy mates, Disease and Violence, 

Ruin and Misery, and the rest of them, 
What link have I with these ? 


INTEMP, 


Mercy, good cousin ! 
My sides do stretch with drink ; a little laughter 
Will crack them, Why, we need no link between us ; 
We form one fetter in the Devil’s chain— 
So says Sir Wilfrid: straight I’ve come from him— 
So straight, that is, as reeling roads do suffer, 
Ah! ke hath roundly whipped me with abuse, 
And wealed me o’er with epithet ; and now 
He called me *f DRUNKENNESS,” and now again 
He called me ‘* MODERATE POTATION.” ‘ A/arry!” 
Quoth I, ** You do confound me with a neighbour ;” 
LT’ faith!” quoth he, *' 7 took ye jor the same ; 
1 had no thought of more than one of ye. 
I doubt not that thy muddled eye hath shown thee 
Thine own reflection in the mirror, cheating 
Thy dizzy brain with semblance of a brother,” 
And all mine efforts to remove, good cousin, 
This fancy from his mind were unavailing. 
And so he holds thee father of those fellows 
That thou didst name—Disease and Violence, 
Ruin and Misery, and the rest of them ! 
M. P, (sinking down in despair), So wise Sir Wilfrid saysit! Then, 
forsooth ! 
(Since he is held the focus of all wisdom, 
The very heart and centrepin of judgment, 
And shrewd clear-sightedness), it must be so! 


INTEMP, 





’Tis with much loathing that I know myjself 
As part of thee! 


INTEMP, Oh, use will spare thee that ! 
Come crush a cup—— 

mF. There seems no other course, 
Since wise Sir Wilfrid-—— 

INTEMP, No, since wise Sir Wilfrid -—— 
Hark! I do hear our merry company 
Mounting the stair— Disease and Violence, 
Ruin and Misery, and the rest of them. 
Why, they have heard the news of thee their kinsman, 
And come to do thee honour. Spurn them not, 

M, P. Surely it were ill-mannered if I spurned them, 
Since wise Sir Wilfrid-—— 

INTEMP, Thou dost reason well. 


Come, we will all carouse in company ; 

Sir Wilfrid, be he one of us—if practice 

Of wild intemperance of word and thought 
And condemnation, and unchecked indulgence 
In the strong stimulant of epithet 

Do fit him for our company. A place 

For gay Sir Wilfrid! We shall welcome him ! 
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New Leaves. 


the child-mind will have endless exercise for its ingenuity, and thus wi 
save many a bright boy from becoming a block-head. 


be,” by Edward Scott (Frederick Pitman), The information an 
ner, by one who is evidently thoroughly competent to teach, and carne 
in histeaching. It will go far to make the delightful art—very diflerer 
to what it too often is—what it should be. 





world, 


In their own opinion all the ducks that paddle the puddl 
with them are more or less inferior creatures, 


But still their prid 


to put their bands in their pockets to have a scandal on their fair fam 
removed, 


niggardly behaviour thoroughly exposed, di 
mortals become slightly charitable towards their unhappy sister. 





Scent Valentine. 


AMONG the novelties, too numerous to mention, prepared by Mr 
Eugene Kimmel for use as valentines on the anniversary of the sweetest 
scented saint in all the calendar, is the Hygienic Brooch, 


one may learn them by brooching the matter to Mr. Kimmel, 
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Bricks! ** Vacher’s Model Bricks” (John Heywood), This is a very 
complete and compact ‘‘ box of bricks,” containing very many pieces 
within the size of one ordinary brick. In the use of these wooden blocks 


The little book called ‘Comic Sketches and Sober Thoughts,” by 
Louisa Sowdon (W. H. Beer and Co.) is professedly for the ‘‘ Merry 
and Wise.’’ We can scarcely say if it will help us to be either or both. 
We are not always wise when we are merry or merry when we are wise, 
but we might often be wiser if we were merrier,—‘‘ Dancing as it should 


instruction in this book is conveyed in a clear and comprehensive man- 


Tue Austrian aristocrats are supposed to be the proudest in the 


requires a deal of ruffling and shaking about before they can be induced 


These haughty nobles for some time past have allowed the 
Princess Gaetana Pignatelli (a widow with children) to exist in the mos 
abject poverty, till, starving, the poor lady was obliged to frequent low 
beer-houses in Vienna at night and sing to earn a few pence. Not 
until this state of things had been made _ and their ignoble, 

these superior aristocratic 


‘ 


We cannot 
enumerate all its virtues or its uses, because they are manifold ; but any 


Mi 


ll 


ad 


a 


’ 


\? 
st 


c 
Cc 


c 


t 






















































































—_— — — -- a 

















‘ 
‘ 
| 
v ; 
M ". 


’ 
© , 
o* 
‘> 


‘ 


‘ 


a: 


y/ M 1 ay 


te 


med 
WM 


} 
A U ‘ “a.% 


ee 
wi 


¢ 
. 


eLfie, 









































il 


4 


mui 


eel mn! 





VALENTINE’S DAY—THE GRAND 9 POSTM, 
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HER VALENTINES! 


‘‘ Tuere’s nothing half so sweet in life as love’s young dream.” 
Sweet Letitia was singing softly to herself. Valentine’s Day was 
ing. She loved the merry custom, sweet innocent girl; she would 
have many presents, for she was lovely. 
‘‘ Mamma, dear,” she said, asa guileless smile lit up her cherub coun- 
tenance, *‘I shall get quite a heap of gloves, Charley Dawson will send 
half-a-dozen Jouvin’s, dear Edward will come out quite strong in brown 
mousquitaires, and sweet Arthur, if he has any money by him, which, 
as a rule, he hasn’t, will send some new cambrics. Ob, what a delight- 
ful thing it is, mother dear, to be young, and lovely, and guileless.” 
“‘ And you can sell them, dearest darling daughter. The tradesmen 
will gladly take them back with only twenty per cent. off.” 
Sweetly Letitia smiled as she played, innocent darling as she was, 
with a spray of white lilac, 
‘*Six four-and-sixes are one-pound-seven; six five shillings, one- 
pound-ten ; a dozen at two shillings, one-pound-four—altogether, over 
four pounds, dear, sweet darling mamma, at the very least,” and her 
gentle heart fluttered with joy. 
Then St. Valentine’s Day came round. Ah! it was sweet to see the 
windows filled with beautiful works of art—like open tarts stuffed with 
cheap perfumery. The birds sang in the trees; they twittered and 
chose their mates. For Valentine's Day was coming, and these are 
times when indeed the young heart must laugh. Tra-la-la, 

The milkman, as he paced the street and heard the ayes rush of 
chalk-and-water in his glittering pails, feels happy, too. He, too, burst 
forth into song, and the elderly gentleman, clad in his snowy vole de 
chambre, emptied the ewer out of the window on to the minstrel, 
Happy, happy time ! 
The world woke up to St. Valentine’s Day, Ah! how sweet was 
Letitia, care of many a heart, apple of many an eye, ownest, ownest, 
darlingest of the sweet maids of sunny South Kensington. She brushed 
her golden locks before the glass that reflected back the dear loved 
face. 
Rat-tat ! 


It was Valentine’s morn, and the post was at the door, 














** Ah, joy, ab, Cupid sweet, with your bent bow, and your pretty 
dimple, and your roses and your posies.” 

“‘ The presents are coming in,’ 

Only three big envelopes ! 

The first, she knew, came from Charley, She knew the hand- 
writing. It was actually nothing less nor more than a horrid sixpenny 
card. ‘*When this you see, Remember me, For this I prove, 
Eternal love.” 

** Remember you!” she cried, The tears of vexation dimmed her 
lovely eyes as she flung the wretched thing in the fire. 

She opened another valentine. This was from Edward, ‘'Oh, may 
you never cease to know, How I, darling, love you so,” 

——- cpeney yo 

e tore it up into little strips and flung them out of the window, 
The cooing pigeons thought they were crumbs, Finding they were not, 
they made use of wicked coos and flew away in wrath, 

There was another envelope. 

This was from Arthur, 

It contained only a twopenny valentine, and that was a second-hand 
one. 

She burst into tears, Ob, it was too much! 
she _ should be thus treated. 

**Oh, mamma, mamma!” the poor girl wept, as she laid her , 
bead upon her mother’s bugles, ‘If they were te be all sold Pane woul 
not fetch a penny.” 


That a dear girl, like 








They mingled their tears together, and the young heart sobbed out 
its grief, 
e was a modest tap at the door. 
‘6 What is it?” Letitia inquired in a faint voice of the menial, 
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«It’s only the baker’s boy, miss, He says as how he has long luved 
you at a distance, and has brought a present.” 

‘*A present—send him in.” Letitia gave a wild shriek of joy. The 
mild-faced baker’s boy came in, 

**’Tis but a little packet of Brown and Polson’s corn flour, miss ; but 
I loves you true, and you could get threepence for it at the baker’s,” 

With a lovely blush Letitia laid her head upon his breast, 

**You have brought me a present, dear one,” she said, **and not a 
cheap card. You are mine, and mine alone, and shall share with me 
my £250,000 in the Three per Cents. Reduced. You have sent me a 
present—you have brought me a present that can be sold for cash,”’ 

So true love and presents had their way. 





Another Umbrella, 


{An enthusiastic and eccentric Conservative said the other day, referring to the 
Gladstone Umbrella :—‘‘ But we, too, have an Umbrella, and when it is unfurled it 
will speak with no uncertain sound ; and ere long will float in the eye of day to a sure 
and speedy victory.”] 

AHA! all ye Liberals, shrink and tremble, 

Oh ! away from your posts decamp, 
No longer attempt to deceive and dissemble, 

For the Tories have now a gamp ! 
And when that gamp shall be ‘‘ unfurled,” 
’T will, like Venus’s statue, enchant the world,* 
For the Tory who vows he this gamp has found, 
Says ‘* twill speak, and with no uncertain sound,’’ 

Then where will you Liberals be? ’ 
For note the Conservative threat, I pray, 
That this gamp will “ float in the eye of day 

To a speedy victoree!”— 

Ah, me! 


What a clever and marvellous gamp of glo 
aa new Umbrella must wg Pind 
ot a common gamp, mark you, for lo! ’ti 
And is doubtless of high degree. a em 
’Twill be able not only to grandly “ unfurl,” 
And set wicked Liberals all in a whirl, 
But for Eloquence, also, ‘twill be renowned, 
And will chatter with no uncertain sound— 
This wonderful parap/uie. 
And ‘twill also ‘float in the eye of day, 
But who is the Tory Umbrella—eh ? 
That will “ float” on to victoree ?— 
R, C.? 


* “So stands the statue that enchants the world.” 
—Poet Thomson om the “Venus de Medici.” 
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Valentine’s Day. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


HERE he comes again, 

Braving wind and rain, 
Bringing the letters 
From creditors, debtors, 

And beggars of ev’ry strain, 


Missives by the score 
Carrying of yore. 

Much has he brought us, 

And much has he taught us ; 
But whom are these valentines for? 


One for Missy Greece 

(Fraught, let's hope, with peace) ; 
And one for Miss Indy, 
Just fresh from a shindy 

With several Burmese geese, | 


How will Britain do? 

And Miss Erin too?— | 
Will she get one that’s pretty, | 
Besides being witty, | 

| 








Or one about Irish stew ? 


Haste thee, Postman, haste ; 
Suit each person’s taste 
As well as you can, 
You Grand Old Man, 
And stick to your work like paste ! 





With a Difference. | 


IN many a lay 
St. Valentine’s Day 
(When young couples woo, 
And all bill and coo), 
Is sweetly referred to as ‘‘ Pairing time |” 


But by some, when they’re wed, 
Such fierce lives are led, 
And such struggles ensue, | 
’Twixt the once loving two, 

That, alas! they oft need a re-pairing time. 








AN ANSWER BY ANYBODY’S TELEPHONE WILL GREATLY 
OBLIGE.—Does money being *‘ tight ” in the City account for 
the number of liquidations effected there? 

















“THAT IS THE QUESTION!” 


Sguire,—‘*‘ AND IF THERE SHOULD BE ANOTHER ELECTION SOON, 
HODGE, THE QUESTION WILL Bk, ‘ARE WE TO MAINTAIN THE UNION?” 

Hodge.—*' AXIN PAARDON, SQUOIRE, IT ’PEARS TO ME AN’ MY FELLER- 
LAABORERS THE QUESTION 1S, ‘IS THR UNION TO MAINTAIN WkE?’” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITor oF “ Fon,” 





S1r,—I shall not be home so soon as I expected, I had got so far 
on my way as Calais, when, asking the time of day (in the most fatherly 
way) of a young lady in a white cap, I suddenly sustained a severe 
abrasion of the scalp which will probably incapacitate me from my 
usual drinks fora week or so. I cannot send you a tip this week, being 
stretched upon a bed of gore (were you ever stretched upon a bed of 
gore 7), next week, however, I hope to touch upon ‘‘ the dogs,” and give 








you and your readers something really valuable, Meantime you might 
send a cheque—or even two, — t d’you say? Yours, &c., 
TROPHONIUS, 


P.S.—Don’t forget to send a cheque or a P,O,O, or two, 








The Snowdrop. 


ForTH from the Ark on shining pinions flew 
A fair white dove the waste of waters o’er, 
Returning thence an Olive leaf she bore, 
That did the captives’ longing hearts imbue 
With radiant hope, for by that sign they knew 
The waters were receding from the shore ; 
The glad green earth would smile on them once more, 
And all its pristine loveliness renew. 
So the white snowdrop doth ey Flora send, 
Fairest and first of bright troop, to explore 
If yet cold frost and snow are at an end ; 
Sweet herald of the gifts she has in store, 
A wreath of gems, which she will twine to crown 
The happy earth when freed from winter’s frown, 





In Time, 


Sue was hurriedly filling about twenty small articles of crockery— 
cups, jugs, basins, baths, &c,—at the riverside, Poltwattle said, ** 
are you filling those for?” She “y ay **T have just read in the paper 
that in 9,000,000 years water will have sunk a mile, and in 15,000,000 
ycars it will have ta altogether. See how awful it would be 
not to have a drop in the house if anybody should pop in to tea.” Polt- 
wattle turned away a sadder but a wiser man, 
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ENIOKNACES. 

letter sharpers have™rather a gaudy time in 
Paris. They reap rich harvests from tender-hearted, emotional Parisians, 
Yea, they a. revel in the lap of 
luxury and wax fat by their rascality, 
This roguish business is conducted to 
such an extent, that several begging 
letter agencies have been established, 
and are flourishing. The scale of 
prices at these places is as follows :— 
‘*For giving the addresses of the 
charitable people most easily duped, 
two francs; for giving the said ad- 
dresses, with information as to the 
habits, style and various weaknesses 
of such simple folk, four francs; for 
giving the said addresses, with infor- 
mation as to the habits, etc., with 
complete instructions how to obtain 
large sums of money from such simple folk, with positive certainty, 
eight francs. All fees must be paid in hard cash, No trust.” 


Next August a large number of Roman Catholics start from Austria 
on a pilgrimage to Loudres. The pilgrims do not intend scourging 
themselves with iron discipline, or sleeping on couches strewed with 
leaden balls during their journey, neither will they tramp the distance 
with dried peas in their shoes. They purpose travelling comfortably by 
special trains, putting up at the best hotels and thoroughly enjoying 
themselves during their little holiday. Modern pilgrimages are a vast 
improvement on the ancient journeys taken for devotional purposes, 











AN expert in dog surgery considers that wolves, foxes, and badgers 
ought to be muzzled as much as dogs. Unquestionably so. One has 
ro to put a little salt on their tails to be able to catch the whole lot 
of these wild animals and muzzle them quite easily. 

Louise Micue1, the fiery pé/roleuse, is going to Russia to harangue 
the masses on the glorious advantages of Socialism and revolution, 
Should the Communist ‘‘ heroine” attempt to carry out ber programme 
in the land of the Muscovite Emperor, her ardour is likely to be very 
promptly cooled down in Siberia. A march to that icy | » chained 
to pine poles with a couple of hundred starving prisoners, all urged on 
by the bayonets and butt-ends of the rifles of the guards, would damp 
even the spirits of Louise; and she would regret the day she left the 
comparatively comfortable prison of St. Lazare. If the interesting 
ciloyenne were wise she would give up all ideas of drawing audiences in 
Russia, come to England, and link herself with the English Red 
** Republican” and Irish Nationalist agitators. She would not only be 
received with open arms by them, but would find that sedition may be 
spouted, and villainy openly advocated, in perfect safety—and to the 
tune of a good income—in the land of the brave and the free, 





A SUGGESTION has been made that the open space in Trafalgar 
Square should be utilized as a general market, Landseer’s lions being 
made useful as supports to string ropes of onions and bunches of turnips 
and cabbages on, while the pedestal of Nelson’s column might be fitted 
round with slabs for fish and the fountains fixed with hooks for meat 
and poultry, We verily believe were such a notion adopted, and the 
market kept in the same dirty condition as most of our markets are, 
Nelson would slide down his column disgusted and disappear for ever, 
and the lions would turn colour, faint, and roll over, crushed by the 
—_ of decayed fish and vegetable matter, and meat unfit for human 
food. 





Certain French “patriots” object to the performance of Wagner's 
operas in Paris—on “' patriotic” grounds; yet these selfsame gentlemen 
do not mind drinking German beer very freely, eating their food with 
German knives, venturing on German sausages, and kissing German 
girls who serve in the restaurants and shops. It’s only German music 
that stirs up ire in their savage breasts, instead of soothing them ; any- 
thing else Teutonic they condescend to tolerate. The truth is, Wagner 
spoke his mind once or twice about the grande mation in language as 
vigorous as his musical compositions, 


A WELSH lady, who had previously been fined £10 for stealing two 
fowls, has now been mulcted in £15, and £3 13s. costs for stealing an 
umbrella, We can understand a mean person in good circumstances 
annexing a pair of fowls, though to do so is the act of a goose; but we 
fail to comprehend the raison d'ére for anyone stealing an umbrella— 
an article that can be so easily borrowed and never returned. In fact, 
aw bat a candidate for a lunatic asylum could be guilty of such 
flighty conduct, 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


“ Farewell, good Salisbury, and good luck go with thee.’ 
arewell, g bury, g —Shak., Hen. V., Act. iv. Sc. 


Monpay, Feb. 1st.—A sombre atmosphere prevails in the Gilded 
Chamber. Ministerial side, nominally in the Lords the most important, 
especially impressed with the sweet, sad air of Resignation. Everybody 
particularly grieved for the soon-to-be late Lord Chancellor, who, how- 
ever, was Lord Chancellor earlier than generally expected. 


The Tories are loud in their sighing for Salisbury, 
But louder and deeper their wailing for Halsbury. 
The party, perceiving the terrible fall 

That Ha/shury buries, of course Juries all. 
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Tue ATTITUDE OF Lorp HARTINGTON, 


In announcing retirement Marquis rather mixed, Was just beginning 
to speak of Gladstone’s team as the late Government (when he didn't 
call them the *‘ too late” Government), now here they are, or here they 
shortly will be again, 

Rather livelier in the Commons. Here the new turn of the scale is 
the ‘‘ greatest good for the greatest number,” for rumour that Parnellites 
still going to remain in opposition, and substantially built Libs. like 
Harcourt delighted at prospect of ‘‘ moving to more commodious pre- 
mises.’’ Hicks-Beach ‘‘ chucks up the sponge” for his side, and reports 
tbat Gladstone has crossed the Solent to kiss hands at Osborne. Ru- 
moured adoption by G O. M. of the three acres policy, At present 
he’s only got as far as Cow(e):. 

Grand Old Wood-chopper busy Cabinet-making. Hartington adopts 
attitude of Colossus of Rhodes—one foot on each shore. Frantic efforts 
to hook him with *‘ Liberal umbrella,” while Randy repeats, ‘‘ Come 
over and help us.” 

Thursday.—Acceptances out for the Ministerial Stakes. All in run or 
not. The Lords decline to change seats unless bodily ‘* chucked,” but 
in Commons ‘‘chassez croisez.’’ Very Radical changes all round, No 
Lord-Lieutenant appointed for Ireland, but John Morley going over as 
Chief Secretary, so presumably ‘‘the Phaynix” won't be deprived of 
** reviews,” though not in old style. 








February 14th, 1886. 


O CHRISTMAS card of modern fashion, 
You never can those notes replace, 

That well expressed our youthful passion 
In halting verse, and edged with lace, 

It may be true that young and ancient 
Do greet the innovation new, 

That perfumed notes with love’s sweet pain sent, 
Are only sweet to lovers true. 

But then there’s nought in after living 
That can excel that draught of wine, 

When two their wealth of love are giving— 
So don’t forget the valentine, 





One result of boycotting is the closing of the Kildare County In- 
firmary. This will be a terrible blow to the ailing peasantry for miles 
round. They will have to go without proper nourishment, nursing, and 
medical advice; for the ‘* patriots” who hold and spend the money 
= from the lower classes of Hibernians are not likely to assist 
them. 


Sere 
Seer res 
































FesroAry 10, 1886, 





HUN. 65 








SOME SUGGESTIONS FOR THE LADIES. 
DONKEYS’ EARS are the latest ‘‘ sweet things ” in bonnet decoration. 


possible, Not to let Frenchmen have all the credit of originating this sort of thing, Mr. Fun 


to present these two fashion-plates. 





In Paris they are made of ow bent resembling the originals as closely as 








The Ducks’ Feet Gloves. The Cock-a-doodle-doo Costume. The Fallow-Deer Chapeau. 
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The Piggee-Wiggee Visiting The Turkey Gown. The Camel Hump The An 


Toilette. Costume. 


atoo 


Cock- The Fretful The Rattle-Snake The Puppy Dog ane Skye- 
ure. ery tes Tea-Gown. TerrierToilettes for Children. 
ner Robe. 











A Change in the Cast. 


Exit Salisbury—Chief Tory Actor— 
Re-enter Mr. Gladstone—Liberal Lead, 
To play the 7é/ assumed by his detractor, 
The ‘* Understudy ” Fate of late decreed. 
A few short months the Understudy acted, 
But that Tory ‘‘ star” did scant applause obtain ; 
So Manager Fate his late decree retracted, 
And sent for Mr. Gladstone back again. 


The Tory actor soon began to bluster, 
And all his c/ague applauded him with glee ; 
But small artistic feeling could he muster, 
Therefore, in leading ‘* biz.”’ he was at sea, 
His clague all ee boldly to uphold him, 
But, look you, all their efforts were in vain ; 
For the Irish *‘ villains” and ‘‘ low coms.” soon sold him, 
And therefore Gladstone is engaged again ! 


The Tory “‘ lead” and low comedian Randy 
(The latter ‘‘ pro” sustained an Indian part) 
Were not, as Manager Fate believed them, handy, 
Although they fancied they were mighty smart. 
Meanwhile, the Liberal ‘‘star,”’ serenely “‘ resting,” 
Took on more study in another vein, 
Well knowing, from the British public’s jesting 
At S.’s freaks,—that 4e'd be called again. 


The Public lost all patience when the Tory 
Absurdly ranted in a slight Greek piece. 





He gained but hisses where he looked for glory; 
From then his power did rapidly decrease, 

And, next, an agricultural play by Collings, 
He treated with ineffable disdain, 

Till the House would not endure his lofty lollings, 
But sent for Actor Gladstone back again, 


And now this Grand Old Actor has re-entered, 
Once more to lead the Theatre of the State; 
The Eyes of Britain are upon him centred— 
We look to him to give us something great, 
'Tis thought an Irish 7é/e he'll first appear in— 
A part requiring power and strength of brain; 
Let’s hope the stormy oT entitled ER1N 
Will be a hit, now di stone’s back again! 





Ir is solemnly related by Mr. T. P. O'Connor, that when the toast 
to the health of Mr. Biggar is proposed at convivial meetings held by 
the Home Rule Party, that Mr. B.’s “‘heart heaves, his face flushes, 
he dashes his hand with nervous haste to his eyes, but the tears have 
already risen and are rushing down his face.” It would be interesting to 
know at what period of the festivities Mr. B.’s health is usually drunk, 
towards the close we surmise. Mr. O’Connor likewise states that when 
Mr. Healy is betrayed into a rude expression ‘‘he goes home and 
remains in sleepless contention throughout the night.” This is really 
very melancholy ; the poor man must seldom get any rest. Some day 
or other we may be upset by hearing that he taken to chloral, if 
things go on in this way. 
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VALENTINE 


Hiere’s the Valentine season in all its severity, 
Affecting receivers in various ways ; 

Some display gladness, and some show asperity, 
As you will see if you'll glance at each phase 
Of the numerous figures our artist pourtrays, 


Here are the juveniles sending and taking 'em, 
Old folks annoyed at the shocking expense ; 

Iiere are old and young mashers—more vain Cupid’s making ’em, 
Thereby reducing their fraction of sense : 
And here, too, are Valentine-buyers intense, 











VAGARIES. 


Lo, the poor postman, alert and industrious, 
See how he’s greeted on Valentine morn, 

By some he’s embraced as a person illustrious, 
When he some sweet little token has borne — 
But by others he almost to pieces is torn ! 


Behold, too, yon damsel, so fair and adorable— 
Lo! by each post batches reach her abode, 

In consignments so large that her state gets deplorable ; 
Until, quite exhausted, she sinks ‘neath the load 
Still reading sweet symbols of Love’s mystic code. 








Remarkable! 


‘*To think that aman so hale and hearty as he appeared to be, should 
die so suddenly !”’ 

** You may well be surprised! His hairdresser assures me that, in 
spite of his seventy-six years, he had not asingle grey hair in—his wig.”’ 


NATURALISTIC MemM.—Every dog has its day. The skittish collie 
has its Bank-colly-day, c 


(H)un-dred-ed! 


A LOT about ‘'The Hundred Books” we hear, 
And the discussion is not nearly done ; 

And yet ’tis to the merest schoolboy clear, 
That the dest hundred volumes, far or near, 

Would simply be One Hundred Vols. of Fun! 





THe SALISBURY GOVERNMENT—I1s EpitTarH. — ‘Out, brief 
andle,” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—- 


Drew (a gentleman who edits 7/e /./ocutionist, coaches aspirants to 














‘WHat THE DICKENS 7 


the public reading-desk and concert platform, and organizes public 
performances for them), that it would be a capital idea to give a Charles 
[)ickens’ Birthday Entertainment, behoves him, as a practical man, 
to put the idea into execution at once, Asa consequence, therefore, 
behold us on the evening of the Sth instant swelling the number of the 
audience at an entertainment consisting of recitations from the works 
of Dickens, interspersed with songs suggested by portions of the works 
of Dickens, and given by ladies and gentlemen, all more or less unknown 
to fame; several well-known professional names appearing in the early 
provisional announcements having disappeared in the meanwhile. 
Whether it was that this entertainment was looked upon as a species of 
wholesome but unpalateable medicine, for which it was necessary to 
hold out subsequent sugar as a bait to induce patients to swallow it, or 
whether the associations of the Hall were too much for the management, 
or whether (degrading thought !) Dickens was felt to be an insufticient 
attraction in himself, are questions more within the scope of the present 
writer to suggest than determine ; but certain it is that the programme 
of the evening included a ball—a costume ball—a costume ball, more- 
over, restricted to characters in Dickens’ novels, 


THAT the notion was a good one, and even a somewhat novel one, 
was not sufficient to guarantee it success—though matters might have 
been worse, too, lam inclined to think the songs and selections were a 
mistake. It is a grievance of many lovers of Dickens that he is mostly 
regarded as an extravagant humourist to the ignoring of his pathetic 
powers. The programme presented on this occasion will go far to 
remove this impression. ‘* The luxury of woe” was luxuriantly indulged 
in; except for Sergeant Buzfuz’s speech all was sad and solemn, and I 
cast my eye round in search of Mark Tapley, fully convinced that I 
should read in his expressive countenance that he was “Jolly, sir, and 
there's some credit in it this time.” However, there was no Mark 
to be seen; and, indeed, the novelist’s creations were but sparsely 
represented. 





Wun I arrived upon the scene a lady was singing a French song 
which seemed to have lost i*s way and got into the programme by 
mistake; after which, Miss Virginia Blackwood, assisted by a sister, 
revived a fading memory with a scene between Little Em’ly and Kosa 
Dartle; next, a gentleman gave us ** The Ivy Green” with some voice 
but not much expression; Mr, Drew, himself, then obliged with the 
** Death of Little Nell,” during which the old Grandfather, accompanied 
by Little Nell, most appropriately entered the hall, Miss Parkhurst 
next appeared and sang ‘' Little Nell” very pleasantly and with some 
finish, giving place to another lady who sang what I presume she would 
call *‘ Ful-loating Away.” a pretty song, by-the-way, and not so hack- 
neyed as most of the ** Dickensian” ditties, Mr. Drew, having recited 
some not very happy verses in praise of the novelist, and treated us to a 
piece of that somewhat childish form of humour which consists in 
stringing together the titles of a given author’s works in the shape of a 
tale, this part of the business concluded with a feeble composition for 
the piano, performed by the composer, and interrupted by the lonely but 
enthusiastic applause of Master Bardell, a fidgetty young urchin who, 
by allowing nature full play, acted his part to the life, 


_ a 


AN adjournment to the drawing-room, pending the removal of the 
chairs and carpets for dancing purposes, | rought us to closer quarters 
with the disguised company, and I settled, with much satisfactior 
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FREEMASONS’ HALL.—It having been borne in upon Mr. Edwin | 


myself, what character each person was representing. I was much 
wrong, however. By attentively listening to the questions of the 
military-looking gentleman out of Ze Queen’s Shilling, who so ably 
represents a prominent ‘‘daily,” and carefully noting the answers, I 
found my Mr. Brownlow was Mr, Pecksnifi; my Sam Weller, hit: my 
Maypole Hugh, Barnaby Rudge, raven and all (I hadn't noticed the 
latter, and the gentleman was too clean for either of the parts); my 
Cavalier-that-killed-the-little-boy (it was only after alot of thinking that 
I made him this), another Barnaby Rudge, and so on with ever so many 
of them; and some, whom I took to be representing themselves only, 
surprised me by saying they were Agnes, Esther Summerson, and 
others. Mrs. Weldon, as Serjeant Buzfuz, there was no mistaking, 
however, nor her friend, Mrs. Bardell. I was also happy in my guesses 
at three Dolly Vardens, a Grandfather, two little Nells, Little Em'ly, 
Mrs, Squeers, Mr, George, Codlin and Short, Madame Mantalini, and 
the Artful Dodger, before the ball-room was announced as ready, and 
the company proceeded to enjoy themselves to the strains of a capital 
band. If Mr. Drew intends trying this another year, and it were pity 
to abandon a good idea, I wish him a livelier selection of songs and 
recitations, and better luck. 


Tur HAYMARKET.—It’s so long ago, but this is the first opportunity 
I’ve had of mentioning it. A piece from the German by Mr. B, C, 
Stephenson, and called A Woman of the World, was produced here at 
a matinée recently, Its story is both conventional and uninteresting, 
but it is cleverly enough written, and its characterisation is excep- 
tionally happy. Two characters—a long-haired musical charlatan 











and a withered, middle-aged man, who has seen life—were capitally 
played by Messrs. Beerbohm Tree and Charles Brookfield, respectively, 
Miss Helen Barry played a leading part, without much depth of style. 


NODS AND WINKS,—To-day Miss Minnie Palmer repeats her per- 
formances of the 7%e Little Treasure and The Ring and the Keeper.— 
At the ‘*Horns”’ Assembly Rooms, Kennington, Mr. Alfred Balfour 
gave a capital entertainment of the variety order last night; he was 
assisted by a number of well-known ladies and gentlemen, among whom 
the sisters Mario, Misses Minnie Bell and Katie Lee, Messrs. Arthur 
Lloyd, H. Wardroper, P, Beck, Tom Bass, and Arthur Corney con- 
tributed largely to the pleasure of the audience and the success of the 
show.— 7/he Galley Slave has been produced at the Grand, the panto- 
mime having finished its course on the 6th inst. after a success much 
below its deserts,—Aenz/worth has got through fifty performances and 
is puffing along for the hundredth.—Miss Eugenie Edwards is going 
on the Music Hall stage.—Mr. Charles Warner will probably assume 
command of the Princess’s while Mr, Barrett is in America, and 
produce a new drama.—On Saturday week Madame Etelka Bony will 
appear in Countess and Dancer at the Olympic, with Mr. Harrington 
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Baily as director of the proceedings. —To-night, Mr. James Francis, of 
the Mohawk Minstrels takes a benefit at the Agricultural Hall with a 
‘big’ programme.—On the oth of August Mr. Edward Compton & 
Co, will commence a six months’ occupancy of the Strand Theatre—I 
hope he'll like it!—Mr, William Terriss announces that the Daly 
Company will not appear in England until May “in consequence of the 
great success of Zhe Merry lives of Windsor, in New York,” 
NESTOR. 








THE Social-Democratic Saints (bless ’em!) are always boasting of 
their “‘ propaganda.” But surely they do not expect any honest work- 
man to follow that propaganda, and thus become a proper goose ! 
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THE UNEMPLOYED.—MORE RIOTS BY THE 


SHAM WORKING MAN. 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Fost.—‘‘ Great lords, from Ireland am I come amain 
To signify that rebels there are up.” 
ond pe. Mem. Ger? of: & 
Jessenger.—" The rebels are in Southwark ..... 
. .. aragged multitude 
Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless.” 
—ldeit, Act 4 of 





Grand Old Woodman busy sharpening his policy. Morley glad to 
turn the stone for Gladstone, believing that one good turn deserves 
another, Chamberlain offered at first First Lordship of the Admiralty, 
but thinks ‘*he never was meant for the sea” as 


‘That junior partnership] ween 
Was the only ship he ever had seen. 


Besides, Navy still comprises some sailing ships, and Joseph's experience 
hitherto has been confined to screws, so accepts Local Governorship. 
Harcourt’s chequered fate lands him in Exchequer, doesn’t mean to 
budge even at terrors of the Budget. Childers relegated to Home 
Office—quite at Home there. Intending murderers rejoice at prospect 
of H.M.’s pardon, but they may be mistaken in this Child-ers. Rose- 
ery Foreign cretary, so European outlook prim-rosy, The Mz 


, 








dermott Solicitor-General for Ireland. Arthur Roberts lives in hopes 
that Ministry may do something for him, 


Monday, Feb. 8.— Opposition establishment opered. 








A Little Examination in Natural History Facts. 


Question—Of what religious sect are birds? An 
Nest-orians, 

Question—Why should a secret not be told in the presence of birds? 
Answer— Because they are all tail-bearers, 

Ouestion—Why are rats like railway termini ? 
they are road-ends, 

Question—What is the most unwholesome fish a lady can eat? 
Answer—The make-her-ill, 

Question—Why are green peas eaten with ducklings? An 
Because ducklings are eaten with green peas. 

QOuestion—Why does the bull always toss with bis horns?) Assqwes 
Probably because he never bas anything else to toss with. 

QOuestion—Why do birds choose Saint Valentine’s Day for pairing, in 
preference to the day before or the day after? Answer—Becaure that 
particula. day is the more fourteen ate. 

Examining Professor (wiping profuse perspiration from his eqgually 
bald and lofty brow):—The class is dismissed, and will not be r 
assembled until I have thoroughly recovered from the effects of this 
day’s agonisiog trials. 


wer— Obviously 
Answer— Because 


,— 


A Matter of Opinion. 
‘“‘Iy is beautiful,” said McPherson to Poltwattle last night, ‘‘it is 
beautiful to hear the bonnie bagpipes—far awa’ on the hills!” 
‘‘That’s true,” replied P, ; ‘‘and the farther awa’ the hills are the 
more beautiful it is!” 
There is now a likelihood of a border feud that only bluid can wash 
oot. 





Ir has been unpleasantly proved in London lately how quickly and 
how easily a parcel of greasy ruffians can be stirred up to wreck and rob 
the property of honest traders. Surely a time has come when seditious 
speakers in our country should be arrested and punished with the utmost 
rigour of the law. Were a few treasonmongers hanged, things would 
settle down. 
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EKNICENACKS, 


A GENTLEMAN over seventy years of age writes to a contem 
stating that he has been very much benefited at various times by having 
been put into damp beds in hotels, This 
gentleman must bea relation of the elderly 
dias 'o cacendiagly wholesome for’ persooe 

y e for persons 
suffering from liver complaint—that consump- 
tion is usually produced by the baneful habit 
of wearing overcoats and sealskin sacgues in 
bitterly cold weather—that a diet of buttered 
crabs, curried lobsters, pork chops, crumpets, 
and yeast dumplings, will infallibly cure the 
worst cases of dyspepsia—and that sleeping 
with the windows open, and sitting in draughts, 
= 2g finest remedies in the world for bron- 
c ° 


AT a pawnbrokers’ ball held in Sheffield lately, ‘*Old China” was 
the suggestive title of the first dance. Beginning so well, it seems a 
pity that the ancient ‘‘ Tommy Make Room for Your Uncle” quadrille 


was not included in the programme. 





CAPTAIN SHAW seems “‘sartin sure” that very nearly twenty per 
cent. of the fires which take place in London are incendiary. It is sug- 
gested that the matter should be investigated. Investigation will not 
check arson so rapidly as flogging would. This punishment ought to be 
inflicted on the wretches who endanger the lives of their fellow-creatures 
by firing premises in order to filch insurance money. 


A MALE party, who has re/uctantly consented to a separation from his 
wife, stated in court that he had much difficulty in getting her to rise in 
the morning to prepare his breakfast. ‘‘ When I try to make her rise,” 
he cried in pathetic tones, ‘* I can see her brows black like the gathering 
storms, and she hurls all sorts of epithets at me.” The male party’s 
method of urging her to get out of bed appears to have been somewhat 
drastic, for he remarked, ‘‘I throw the clothes off her feet, take her by 
the two ankles, and leave her sitting there.” ‘‘ There,” on the floor, 
we presume he meant. Annoyed by this treatment, the lady on several 
occasions expressed her conviction that he ought to be poisoned, and 
suggested that there was every possibility of his quitting a world of pain 
through the agency of some deadly drug. This is a case where Shake- 
speare’s words on marriage altering the temper of both sexes may be 
well applied :—*‘* Maids are May when they are maids, but the sky 
changes when they are wives, 1 will weep he nothing, like Diana in 
the fountain, and I will do that when you are disposed to be merry; I 
will laugh like a hyena, and that when thou art disposed to sleep.” 





A MEMBER of the Salvation Army has rea//y fallen in action at last. 
= a fight in Paris between the Salvationists and their antagonists, 
a ‘* soldier’ received such injuries that he has gone (we hope) to a place 
where big drums and discordant howls are unknown, The reformed 
** pugilist’ element of the S. A. was not well represented in this battle, 
This shows some neglect on the general’s part. 

Joun W, MACKAY, the Bonanza King in America, spends from £12 
to £20 every day for his late dinner. Of course he does not eat and 
drink the entire value for his money alone. He generally bas two or 
three friends to assist him, It is reported that his doctor’s bill is rather 
a heavy one, but this may be a mere canard, as his digestion is said to 
be as good as his credit. 


THe Jaboka-Nagas and the Banparas have been going for each other 
desperately on the Assam frontier, though the tribes intermarry. This 
is how it came about, A Jaboka-Naga lady married toa por AA ho 
gentleman neglected to invite ten Banpara ladies to a dance she gave, 
because the said ladies had one and all procured divorces from her hus- 
band ; and knowing him te be a highly sensitive man, she feared hurting 
bis feelings. Her conduct gave grave offence to the Banparas. On the 
other hand, the Jaboka-Nagas had a grievance against the Banparas. 
[t seems that not only had this tribe sneaked a missionary’s skull and 
dried ears, which belonged by right of conquest to the Jaboka- Nagas, 
but they bad also annexed a quantity of sweet refreshing rum. The loss 
of that cooling drink was the last straw, and hostilities commenced. 





A Gipsy has successfully played an old trick on a verdant’ American 
farmer, The vagrant persuaded the tiller of the soil to bury twenty-five 
dollars at the root of a tree, by fervently asserting that the money would 
increase rapidly, as the _ was a charmed one. Shortly afterwards 
the simple farmer found that his twenty-five dollars had grown to fifty. 
This miracle induced him to deposit all his available cash in the same 
spot. He is now hunting for his money—and the gipsy—with a revolver 
and a bowie knife. 








THE OBVIOUS REMEDY. 








\ 
\ \y \' \ 


S 


4 
sete 


\\ 

\ 
\\ \ 
y 


\ 


\ 


\ 


M\ y\v S . - : - 
ry Suing > ‘ 


\ 
\\’ 
\\ \\\ 

\ 


\ 


\ 


\ 


OF course our Mr, Fon knows ’em all very well indeed ; and then he 
has such a pleasant, chaffy little way with him; and, as everybody 
knows, you can always get people to do things that way ; and who ever 
took offence at what our Mr. Fun said? At anyrate, 4e managed it ; 
and this is how it was done. 

‘*Can’t get any work, and your family are starving, eh? And you 
think the Government Departments might manage to give you some 
work once ina way? And you can’t see what obstacle ? He! he! 
7 can see the obstacle; but we'll soon remove that. Come along.” 
This was what our Mr, Fun said to the Unemployed ; and then off they 
went together to have a talk to a gentleman who did contracts for the 
Government. They found him dining off diamonds, 

‘‘ How de do?” said Fon. ‘This good fellow wants the Govern- 
ment Departments to give him some work—d’ye see ?” 

‘* Ah !—of course 7’ not the Departments, and it isn’t my business ; 
but I’m afraid they can’t afford to——” 

‘Capital joke! No, they can’t. But they coudd afford it if you 
would just let ’em off a little cheaper—say, for six months,” said Fun, 
as he winked consumedly and dug the contractor in the ribs, ‘* Now, 
what shall we put down as the sum you swindle ’em out of annually? 
Shall we say twenty thousand pounds? Well, now, what d’ye say to 
taking only your fair (and very considerable) profits, and letting ’em off 
the ten thou. of extra swindlement this half-year, eh? That'd put ’em 
in a position to—eh?” 

** By Jove! you're right, as usual, Mr. Fun. I'll do it,” said the 
contractor genially ; and they shook hands cordially over it. 

Then Foun went to see a Departmental official. 

‘How do?” he said. ‘*I say, look here. This man wants employ- 
ment. Now—d’ye see ?—s’pose you were to leave off muddling like a 
pig for the next six months—leave off buying stores you don’t want, and 
then letting them decay, and then selling them dirt cheap, and then 
rebuying the same identical damaged articles next day at fifty times their 
value, for instance—you might save the Department about—ah !|——” 

** Let me see,” said the official frankly, ‘‘ about half a million, I put 
itat. My dear fellow, I will!” And they shook hands and grinned. 
That is how it was done ; you cam do such a lot with a little geniality. 











Jus(t)-Titia(n)esque. 


(When a portion of the ceiling of the Chancery Courts fell during a sitting, a few 
days ago, Mr. Justice Chitty remarked, ‘' Fiat justitia ruat celum. '—(Loud laughter.) 


JosTIcEs’ jokes are seldom very terse, 
Yea, some are of a kind that people sigh at ; 
But Chitty’s joke ve ** fat” might be worse ; 
At least, it isn’t one you need cry ** Fie ”-at !” 





A Rat(e)-ification. 


Keep down the rates!” exclaims an evening print. 
Perhaps you'll say, ** At rates and taxes why rate?” 
But herein you will find a powerful hint 
That this high rating makes most people i-rate ! 





Fancy Dress. 


THe termination to this year’s series of ** Prince’s Cinderellas,” which 
are given for the benefit of the Chelsea Hospital for Women, will be a 
Fancy Dress Ball on March 1, at Prince’s Hall, Piccadilly, All who 
are disposed to aid so worthy an institution should make a point of 
dancing attendance at this ball. 
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Doctor or Quack ? 


[The Standard chafis Lord Randolph unmercifully because he con- | 
sented to speak at a course of lectures given by the National Health 
Society, the motto of which is, ‘* Prevention is better than cure.”’] 


Tue Standard is hard on poor Randy 

For assisting the grand N. H. S. ; 
He imagined, no doubt, he’d be handy, 

Though we don’t know in what, we confess, 
But ’twas wrong thus to throw a wet blanket 

On our late little Indian Sec., 
Yes, as very ungracious, we rank it, 

For the Standard young Churchill to check. 
For the N. H. S. labours respect should ensure, 
With its motto, ** Prevention is better than cure !”’ 











Yet, mayhap, that journal tried *‘ guying ” 
West Paddington’s plucky M.P., 
When it found Solly’s Government dying, 
In spite of the aid of R. C, 
Though that Government sought his assistance, 
Yet Randy could give no relief, 
It had but a six months’ existence, 
Which you’ll own was exceedingly brief. 
When Land Reform failed Tory votes to allure, 
’Twas found that ‘** Prevention was better than cure !” 


The Conservative plan is unstable, 
It works but by bounce and by stealth ; 
So, of course to prescribe, ’tis not able, 
For the nation’s political health, 
And so, in the late consultation 
O’er the struggling land-tiller’s distress 
(Which prevaileth, alas! in this nation), 
Doctor G. quite upset Doctor 5S. 
S, fain would prevent this appeal of the poor, 
But that’s #o¢ the ‘* Prevention that’s better than cure!” 





Rites an’ Rongs. 


Now, him wot rites fur them wot larfs, 
An’ sings like larks at hurley morn, 

Is jist a ’oss wots in the sharfs, 
A-draggin’ other ’osses’ corn, 





But him wot rites fur them wot sucks 
’Is branes, an’ calls ’em all ther hone, 
An’ with his lines plays drakes an’ ducks, 
*Ad best ways leev the job alone. 








NAUGJHTY GIRjL! 


Young Sawney Green (who fancies he's making an impression on the Pretty- 
pert Girls),—‘* DON’T CARE FOR SQUARE DANCES, DONT Y'KNOW, RATHER 
A BORE! NOT Goop AT FiGurgs.” 

The Eldest Miss P.—‘* THAT’Ss RATHER SURPRISING, AS I SUPPOSE YOU 
HAVEN'T LONG LEFT SCHOOL,” 








VERY BAD TIMES. 


So the times are bad, are they? Who said they ain’t? One can’t 
get a decent cup of coffee now, anywhere. A fellow brought me a cup 
last night at ** Coodles,” I could hardly swallow it, sir—chicory in it, 
sir, new chicory. One can’t get a decent umbrella now. Mere flimsy 
things that smash to pieces at once. The /asse of curacoa I had with it 
tasted of nothing but common orange peel. I should think the times 
were bad. Think of the poor, you say. Hang the poor, I say; hang 
‘em all up. I don’t believe in ’em a bit—never did believe in’em, Let 
‘em work, sir, But they haven’t got any work? Let ’em make work, 
sir, Let ’emgo and break stones—that would give em an appetite. It 
would do their livers a lot of good, It all comes of over-feeding, I tell 
you. 

The Hindoos can do with a handful of rice and a pot of water. They 
ought to be able to do with a loaf and a pint of gruel. Good healthy 
food, I tell you, sir. I shouldn’t like to go without food, Shouldn't I, 
sir? I’ve often enough gone without breakfast when I’ve been up late 
at whist, and teok a little more than usual. I rather like going with- 
out it; then why can’t they go without it? That’s reason and logic, 
and all the rest of it. I hate beggars sir, and there’s a great many too 
many of ’em about. How would I manage’em? I'd manage’em right 
enough. I saw the iron riots in Belgium. Lor! bless you, they shot 
about half-a-dozen in no time, the soldiers did, Then they all went 

home to their teas afterwards, and things were settled all ‘‘quiet and 
comfortable.” ‘* When a man’s hungry,” my old friend, George Pickle, 

of the Madras Cavalry, used to say, *‘shoot him; he gets restless, 

and all that sort of thing, like the tigers.” He was a very sensible old 

beggar, Pickle was. I wish he’d moved a bit more and sat in the 

House. He would have made things move a bit in the right direction. 

He would have been a good Home Secretary to put the screw on. 

Tell you what it is with these riots, we don’t go to work smart 

enough. You know, when Henderson swept all the fellows out of the 

Haymarket, that was quite the right thing. When a lot of people meet 











together, sweep ’em off, I say; sweep 'em off. I tell you what it is, we 
don’t want any of the old Chartist tomfoolery over again. I'd like to 
see the houses, though, in Bridge Street, Blackfriars, with the soldiers 
in ’em again, only I should like to see ’em blazing away, The Iron 
Dook settled the Chartists, I wish he was here over again, What 
shall we do with the unemployed? Why, set ’em to work pick- 
ing oakum; that’s the best thing that I know of. If there are 
more rows, I shall have to be a special constable. Shall I be a 
special constable? Not I; you don’t catch me turning out of bed, 
with a wooden staff stuck in my coat tails, not to please anybody. 
Fancy me having eggs and things thrown at my head by voters, I 
wouldn't stand such nonsense. Louis Napoleon, I remember, was a 
special in the old row, St. James's way, He didn’t come to any good, 
and I shouldn’t come to any good if I were a special. But I'll give 
something to the charitable fund? No, sir. I shall not give one 
farthing, sir. Think of the expenses I’ve had this winter. They've 
stuck up the club subscription and put a shilling on Chambertin. You 
expect me to give money to a lot of vagabonds when things are like 
this. Then you expect very wrongly. I am a man of principle, sir, and 
stick to what I say. When people go in for starving, it’s their business, 
and not mine. I have quite enough to do to look after my own affairs, 
I can tell you, without troubling myself too much about other people, 
Supposing I get indigestion, what working man would trouble about me, 
I had curried prawns the other night, and was seedy the next morning. 
No working man said he was sorry for me. Hang ‘em all. I wouldn’t 
give a farthing. So there, sir! Diocenges Tops, 








Lawn Tennis. 
How to Play, By Our Own Lawn Tennison. 


First catch your lawn, then go court-ing with a partner; and it she 
does not know how to play it, you never will. She catches you in the 
net, and becomes batter or worse, if your “enemy” does not, 
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THE PEST. 
A HINT TO THE REAL ‘‘ UNEMPLOYED.’ 


‘* I7’s a-gitting a bit too ‘ot, that it is!” said Bill the Workman, ‘‘A 
deal too ’ot ; I dunnow how much longer I can stand it.” 

“ What, is it that Thing been at you agen?” said Mrs, Bill, 

“ Ar,” replied Bill; ** that’s it. When it ain’t at my elber it’s under 
my feet a-trippin’ of me up; and when it ain’t in my eye, so as I can’t 
see, it’s in my mouth, so that I can’t eat my bit o’ dinner in peace. It 
isn’t such luxerous dinner, nor so much of it neither, but wot that Thing 
might let me ’ave it in peace, There !—there’s the brute of a Thing 
again, runnin’ across the floor, and I can’t never be quick enough to 
stamp on it.” 

It certainly was a very nasty thing that Bill the Workman pointed 
out: wecan’t exactly describe it, but we may say that it was a thing 
calculated to inspire disgust aud contempt in the mind of any one who 
happened to catch sight of it; and it took good care that a great many 
people sheuld catch sight of it. Bill the Workman, and the “ missus,” 
and the *‘ young ‘uns,” chased it desperately round the room; but it 
managed to elude them, and escape into some dark corner or other, 

It was not long, however, before Bill sawit again. This time he was 
on his way to the little bit of work which he had managed, after much 
difficulty and semi-starvation, to obtain, It was button-holing the 
Public, and whispering busily in his ear; and when it caught sight of 
Bill advancing with his hammer upraised, it slid away into one of the 
dark holes again, 

** Beg pardon, guv’nor,” said Bill the Working Man to the Public; 
**but you seem to be very thick with that Thing. P’r’aps you don’t 
‘appen to know what it is you’re a-keeping company with?” 

**Oh, dear, yes!” replied the Public. ‘‘ He has just been telling me 
who he is, He is Bill the Working Man——” 

Beat !” cried Bill; ‘‘it’s been and dared to tell you as 7?’s Bill 
t gQ~—~"? 

**Certainly. He says so; and he also says times are so hard that an 
honest, industrious man—meaning himself—can’t earn enough to keep 
body and soul together ; and that, in consequence, he intends to go in 
for rioting, and violence, and overthrowing society, and taking what he 
wants by force from everybody better off than himself; and that he is 
going to hold a great meeting in Trafalgar Square, and take platforms 
by storm, and——”’ 





**Wot?” shouted Bill, ‘* Why, I’m the Working Man; and it’s me 
that can’t get any work, and am going to hold the meeting ; but I ain’t 
a-going to commit no violence, nor overthrow ennythink, nor rob no- 
body. All I want to do is to let you know how matters stand; and if 
I do get hold of that Thing at my meeting——!” 

Well, Bill the Working Man attended his meeting ; and the very first 
object that caught his eye there was a something made up in a mask 
— in resemblance—({though it was a poor caricature, after all)—of 

ill himself. Then Bill the Working Man watched his opportunity ; 
and just as the Public was about to hold eut a helping hand to the ficti- 
tious working man, Bill brought down his heavy Seb-aniled boot upon 
it with a tremendous crash, and the mask was shivered to atoms, and 
the disgusting Thing lay crushed out of all shape in the middie of Tra- 
falgar Square. 

_ “* Whew !—now I see it all, What a nasty creature! Whatever was 
it?”’ said the Public. 

** Why, the Social Democrat—that’s wot it was,” said Bill, And 
now, p't'aps, you'll be able to see me a bit plainer,” 
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“JACK AND JILL's" £5: 5 : 0 Diophantine Competition is indeed a Jour- 
nalistic Novelty. Every copy has a Distinctive Number in Red on the Front 
Page. Ihearithmetical problem isas easyas A BC. Everyone should compete, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITOR OF “Fun,” 





S1r,—I’ve not yet recovered from that accident; indeed, I am still 
keeping my bed. It’s rather dull, except that there’s a soor, as they 
call her, who comes in occasionally and reads a bit. I don’t understand 
half she says, nor anything she reads, and she doesn’t know a word of 
English, and thinks Ruff’s Guide is a hymn-book, so a visit from her 
always livens me upa bit. I’ve just recited the following bit of verse 
to her; she thinks its a hymn out of the book, and says it’s * sharmong.* 
You, however, know well enough that it is only my 


TIP FOR THE WATERLOO Cup, 


To this riddle (or this veus) 

Is the answer, think you, Phcebus 
Anyway at all? 

Wingrave ought to be the feller 

If the Iris, shower-dispeller, 
Answer not the call. 


Sad and doleful were the pity 
If you paltered with Gay City, 
Likeliest of dogs. 
Coleraine’s a likely loser, 
Arawa will please the chooser, 
When ahead it jogs. 


But, oh betting friend of mine, 

Think you well of Miss Glendyne, 
If you mean to win ; 

And, I pray you, wonder not, 

There’s a chance for Greater Scot 
You should all be in, 


That’s all at present. I think I shall get across home next week but 
one at the latest, meantime nothing seems to do me so much good as 
cheques—except P,O.O.’s.—Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 








Laud William Ewart Gladstone! 


Her Majesty has more ce p i 
PP Masai See so) > offered to Mr. Gladstone the honour—of being 
For Tory hacks, who’ve weary grown 
Of snatching place and piling pelf, 
A fit reward isto be thrown 5 = *1 
A peerage—then, “‘ upon the shelf ;” 
But Gladstone ?—rightly treasures he 
His old name’s immertality, 





New Leaves, 


THERE are many especially‘clever and interesting drawings in Zhe 
Century this month, and also in St. Micholas.—Knowledge requires 
that careful reading should be followed by careful thinking to utilise its 
supplies, —It is truly said, ‘‘ There is something suitable for every mem- 
ber of the family circle” in Household Words,—and there is enough to 
satisfy both young and old in the Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, 
The Boy's Own Paper, and The Girl’s Own Pafer.—The costumes 
this month in Zhe Ladies’ Gacette of Fashion are of the usual elegant 
and costly character, though perhaps not so extravagant as they some- 
times are in other respects. 





THE PIANOFORTE PLAyER’s MoTTo,—“ Practise” makes perfect. 
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“A NATION OF SHOPKEEPERS.” 


Now that a gentleman of fashion has started a milliner's establishment, and a lady of title has followed suit, the aristocracy will possibly go in or trade ad 2/5, 
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wnilinen Le ~~ — 
Why shouldn't His Grace the Duke of Portandsherry And the Dowager Duchess of Duckwuddle vend Profitable employment might be found for the 
plunge into the a/ “vesco fish business ? the gentle trotter. graceful Masher. 
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And Captains in the Guards might What more suitable calling could be wished for by the ladies than the And an opening in the Cheapside gut- 


utilise their spare time. itinerant flower hawking ? ter is doubtless available for many an 
impecunious Baronet. 











The Grand Old Paddy. In kapin’ an oi on this land ; 
(In criticising a book on Ireland, by an Irish writer, the other day, Mr. Gladstone An’ shure it’s the Grake 
ni a letter ‘i. author), ‘‘So, you see, I am as much an Irishman as you— Oi can fluently spake ; . 
rhaps more so ! An’ O’im dreaded be Sali ’s band; 
— OcH ! is anny true Oirishman here? es They pe aro | oT 
If re —_ _— het The soight av this Paddy so grand. 
n’ Oi’ll prov 
That Oi’m Oirish meself, 
An ’av that there is not the laste fear. All Hot! 
So O'illl cheer, ‘¢ A WARMING-PAN Ministry,” Tories now call 
Och, here’s luck to ye, Erin, me dear ! The Cabinet recently ” sale ; 
See here, now! this shtick, gra Machree Which statement, you'll own, shows a measure of gall, 
Be meself it was cut from a three ; And proves ¢hey, at least, have been warmed, 
Shure, whin choppin’ down oaks, Tories roll up their eyes in a style Puritanic, 
Wid me axe’s bould sthrokes, But the * warming-pan’s” caused them a great warming-pan-ic! 











‘‘ This,” says I, ‘* my shillelagh shall be— 
All for me!” 


So Oi brawt it away, d’ye see? Tue Egyptian soldiers are not likely to worship Mukhtar Pasha, 


This gallant officer proposes amy the yearly cost of the oo 
t eighteen- 


Shure, an Oirishman raycently wrote Army. At present the weekly wage of the Egyptian warrior is 
A book which he thought was av note ; pence a week ; and the sum total of his expense to the government is 
But Oi gave himadig — £30 perannum. Mukhtar wishes to simmer this down to £20, The 
Wid this darlint small twig ; lean Egyptian ‘‘ Tommy Atkins” has very little stomach for the fight as 
An’ if still on his scheme he should dote, it is. Under Mukhtars scheme he will have no stomach at all, either 
An’ should gloat, in peace or in war. 








Let him thread on the tail av me coat ! 


Three coorses are all to me hand, A LIST NOT WORTH PERUSING,—The Socia-list. 








ntrivutions In no case will they be returned uniess 
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THE WRETCH! 


(Jndignation of Fourth Party. 


Conductor (referring to the third Passenger on his right), —‘‘ KINDLY ASK THE HOLD LADy ON THE RIGHT TO PASS HER FARE, SIR.” 
Major Peppercorn (to the fourth Passenger), —‘* May I PASS YOUR Fare, MADAM?” 








The Modern Dogberry, 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


Tue Modern Dogberry has just 
Appeared upon the scene, 

And surely in this manner must 
His sage commands have been :— 


** As dogs delight to bark and bite 
And citizens appal, 

Unless they have been muzzled right 
You'll comprehend them all, 


** But when it comes to vagrom men, 
Who ramp upon the spree, 

It were most fit and senseless then 
That you should muzzled be. 


** Comparisons are odorous, 
As well as London fogs ; 

Yet vagrom men, though riotous, 
Shall not be served like dogs. 


** And if they pick up stones to whiz, 
They must not be secured ; 





For that most tolerable is, 
And not to be endured,” 
* * * * 7 
At any rate, the force in blue 
Did neither keep them quiet, 
Nor ** comprehend ” the vagrom crew, 
Nor yet arrest a riot. 





Fors Clavigera. 


(‘My political teaching has never changed in a 
single word or thought, and being that of Homer and 
Plato, is not likely to do so, though not acceptable to the 
wisdom of a country whose milkmaids cannot make 
butter, nor her blacksmiths bayonets.” — Mr. John 
Ruskin in the Daily Telegraph.) 

In the name of all that’s wonderful, 
Contemptible, and blunderful, 
O Mr. Ruskin, say, 
How, in this God-forgotten land, 
(As _—— is, on every hand), 
an you elect to stay? 





Is it not rank profanation, 


Nay, your great soul’s desecration, 

Any longer here to dwell— 
Where the milkmaids can’t make butter, 
And the blacksmiths are such utter, 

Dire, duffers all, as well ? 


Do look up your geography, 
Your railway-guides, topography— 
You'd fare so well in Rome! 
To Africa, why don’t you go, 
To Timbuctoo, to Jericho— 
Or anywhere from home? 





Butter Late than Never. 


IN some parts of Americaa law has been 
passed by which all oleo-margerine has to be 
coloured pink, 


What is it to us what Americans think, 
Or what matter to us the tint that they 
make it ; 
What odds that they're willing to colour it pink, 
If we are not red-dy to take it? 











“THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD." —Vide Press 
ASK 


sx JAMES’ 


“Gives a mirror-like 
surface to the grate, and 
for cleanliness and econ- 
omy excels al) others.” — 
Vide Lady's Pictorial. 


BLACK LEAD 


BR. JAMES & GONG, Sole Makers, PLYMOUTH. 








WARNING ! 
When you ask for 





Reckitts 


See that you get it! 
$ bad Qualities are often substitut 


CAUTIORN.—If 
Cecoa thickens in the 
Ht it proves the 
addition of Starch. 


Blue 


Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue St. James’s,—When an author (or an “adapter,” or even a 
translator,” if he insists upon the expression) of a play, becomes so 





Tue Sr. JAmes’s.—Ri GAuD, OR THE TRrous_esome TRINKET. 


alarmed and demoralised at the whirlwind of applause which he has 
raised, as to flee from bis box and bury himself some certain fathoms 
beneath great coats, door mats, and side wings, rather than face the 
audience, whose just approval he has incurred, the safety and success of 
the piece concerned is pretty well assured ; and as this, allowing for the 
natural (or unnatural) colour indulged in by the picturesque reporter, 
is exactly what happened at the conclusion of Antoinette Rigaud, as 
translated from M, Deslandes by Mr, Ernest Warren, and presented 
at the St. James’s on the evening of the 15th, author, adapter, manager, 
actress and actor may look forward with security to a happy time for the 
next six months or so, 





THE story of the piece is certainly ‘‘ thin” and' with less admirable 
acting than that of the St. James’s company, the play might run some 
risk of disaster, Mr, Warren, however, has done his work with ex- 
cellent vigour and expertness, in good cultured, straightforward 
English, with no straining for effect, and when the rather over explana- 
tory first act is done with, it is curious how the attention becomes 
riveted by, and the interest sustained in, not over new materials, 


THE acting, as I have hinted, is of the high order generally associated 
with the house. Mr. Hare’s appearance is a pleasure in itself, even 
when not backed by the truth, character, and tenderness of his portrait 
of the old General. Mr, Kendal is not the strongest actor I know, 
but, in possession of a popular part, and with the exercise of some 
discretion, he manages to make a good figure as the chivalrous Henri 
de Tourvel. But, if two-thirds of the success of the play is due to the 
acting (and that, I think, is a fair computation), one half of that two- 
thirds is certainly due to the magnificent delineation of the varying 
emotions of Antoinette by Mrs. Kendal. Within the limits of the part, 
nothing could be finer. Mr, Barnes gives such afbluff, hearty rendering 
of the husband, that one feels quite friendly with him in about five 
minutes, and wonders what in the world Antoinette can be thinking of 
to prefer * the other feller.” It is a very English translation, but, 
personally, I like it, and I dare say most people will. Mr. Waring 
plays ‘‘the other feller” fairly, and Miss Linda Dietz makes a very 
nice Marie, but the strain upon ber powers is not enormous. 





Tooe’s,—Mr. Burnand was very active recently in arguing in favour 
of the not-so-very-modern theory that critics should not be invited for 
first nights, when they cannot form a fair idea of what is intended, all 
being excitement and unpreparedness, but should be reserved for a time 
when the piece has got into working order, and can show more clearly 
what it means. Whether it wouldn't be as well to get it into working 
order beforehand is another matter. The state of Faust and Loose here 
on its initial performance (if reports be veracious) suggests that he was 
determined to prove the truth of his postulate, at any rate, in his own 
case, for the pei oe condition of everything might well have pre- 
vented any of his intentions transpiring ; but even with this advan- 
tage, his arguments were proved fallacious, for we did know what 
— oe - ar Se — to attain his end deprived us of 
satisfaction on that head. esides, inter alia, i 
is part of the matter to be criticised). a a 


I A, the pHiec , nm if , winioh? - 
Bact co ad ce when it was a fortnight id and the scenery wasn’t 
comfortabie then, and probably never will be, The fact is a burlesque 











| without 






upon the Lyceum Faust must resolve itself largely into a caricature of 
the elaborate effects of that production, and Mr. Toole’s stage is by far 
too small for such a purpose. There isn’t room for the necessary 
number of carpenters to begin with. Mr. Toole was obviously suffering 
from a severe cold and hoarseness too on the occasion of my visit, so 
that his magnificent organ was not available for the musical portion of 
his otherwise comical Mephistopheles. This impersonation is evidently 
founded upon the most res ctable traditions, whether there is more 
suggestion of Harley or Quinn in the performance is matter for argu- 
ment; perhaps there isa combination of the two, but it is certainly very 
fine, and ‘‘ why does Mephistopheles say ‘Don’t cher know’” is the 
title of an essay I propose writing in a magazine at the earliest 


opportunity. 


IN Miss Marie Linden and Mr. Ward Mr, Toole has two capital, 
mimics in his company. The lady’s light touch of Miss Terry (they 
tell me she dido’t do it at first) is very piquant, if not quite so pro- 
nounced as her sister's, and Mr. Ward’s occasional touch of Irving is 
funny (if you want to know why Faust should imitate Mephistopheles 
you must go and see for yourself), Mr. Shelton, who is a first-class 
burlesque actor, makes good capital out of ‘* Margaret’s mother,’’ and 
Mr. W, Brunton throws some liveliness into the part of Valentine, trans- 
formed for the nonce into a policeman, Altogether a merrier hour may 
be passed in the presence of this piece than at many places and it forms 
a capital wind-up to an evening of laughter over Going it which is still 


the main piece here, 





Tue SAvoy.—Mr. Carte seems to be in some sort a convert to Mr. 
Burnand's theory mentioned above, for, for a new first piece called Zhe 
Carp, which was produced on Thursday, the management only called 
for the critical verdict on Saturday. Well, 7 ve no objection to the 
arrangement, I’m sure (though, if I were a “daily,” I thiok I should 
have been there on Thursday) ; and the Savoy is the last house to be 
suspected of want of preparation, The little piece itself—a musical 
one, and seemingly written in blank verse—is a capital (I'd nearly 
written carp-ital!)—one. It contains a quaint idea, though in subject 
and working the Gilbertian influence is strong, set to some really 
excellent and pretty music. Mr, Frank Desprez is responsible for the 
libretto, and Mr. Cellier for the music of the trifle, which is admirably 
acted by Miss Jcsephine Lindley and Mr. C, Hildesley as a pair (or 
rather half of two pairs) of romantic lovers with suicidal intents, and 
Mr. Eric Lewis, as an old fisherman, and which forms a pleasant 
prelude to the unabated attractions of Zhe Mikado, 





Nops AND WINKs,—Mrs. Henrietta Chanfrau, an American lady, 
has put in her appearance at the Grand Theatre. The piece she appears 
in is not of a kind calculated to show her to much advantage, but there 
are sufficient indications of her style and qualifications to foster the belief 














Tue Savoy.—Carp-1TAt ! CARP-ITAL ! 


that, judging from the eulogistic notices previously distributed by circular, 
the American critics number some venal individuals among their number, 
or some remarkably bad judges.—Mr, J. N. Ellaby, B.A., gave aD 
afternoon recital at St. James’s Hall on Saturday afternoon, the 13th 
inst., and proposes repeating it on the 20th and 27th; ‘* Ellaby’s ’ere’s 
another—reciter!”—There is a talk of cheap Italian opera at Her 
Majesty’s anon—Well, we shall see. NESTOR. 








A Prime Minister iz a taxing masheen, and a Member of Parlement 
a hobby iz an umbrella with the stik pulled owt.—O, E, POTTS. 
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Lonpon is amply supplied just now with Indian and Japanese “‘ villages.” 
Here are some samples of artificers, &c., who might be shown at work. 


TIT FOR TAT. 


But why shouldn't Bombay and Yokohama be treated to a London “village” or two? 
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Native Spinner. Native (!) Musicians 


Native Juggler, or Professor ot Legerdemain. 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL INTERVIEWS THE WHITE 
GORILLA. 


I HAVE seen, Sir, some odd fi:h at the Aquarium in my time, so I was 
not much surprised, I may say, when I received an invitation asking me 
to come and see its latest zoological wonder, the White Gorilla. 

The late Dr. Darwin, I am sorry to say, I never had the good fortune 
to meet. I am the more sorry for this, because I had quite made up my 
mind, if I ever did see him, to lead him on to talk of his monkey-man 
evolution theory, and to seize a fitting opportunity to exclaim, ‘*Ah! yes, 
worthy Doctor, methinks you are but too right. ‘Ape’-pearances, I 
must allow, are strangely in favour of your theory |” 

But, as you know, Sir, Doctor Darwia passed away before I could 
arrange a meeting; so that, in effect, I looked upon it as still-born, and 
you may, therefore, judge of my delight when, on receiving the invitation 
to visit the White Gomlla, it struck me that a chance would probably 
occur for reviving my so far abortive jokelet. 

I jotted down a few other dfrofos quips, too, on my way to Westminster, 
so that, when at length I was introduced into the preserce of the /usus 
natur, 1 was prepared to give a taste of my E. S. quality. 

** Does he eat much, sir?” I inquired, turning to its keeper. 

**Eat?” echoed the man, ‘teat? I should rather think he did eat, 
too! Why, he’d eat most people out of house and home in a week.” 
‘Dear me!” I exclaimed, ‘‘ quite a white elephant, I fear!” 
‘‘Pardon me, sir,” said an exceptionally obtuse party on my right, 
who was, by special permissions measuring the gorilla’s arms with a yard 
measure, ‘but the wonderful creature before us is a white gor#//a.” 
“Is it now, really ?” I returned, with bitter irony ; and then, resolving 
on the spur of the moment to risk all by varying my intended quip, I went 
on, ‘* Why I was mistaken, ‘ 4/e’-pearances are proverbially deceptive.” 
Had there been a dinner table handy, I believe that my waggish 








—— a ee 








remark would have set itina roar. As it was, however, the laugh did 
2 ¢ goroundasI expected. It was, in fact, too faint to go anywhere. 

So seizing the obtuse party by the arms as he knelt to measure, stil] 
with the yard stick, the W. G ’s toes, I exclaimed with well-feigned in- 
dignation, ** What, sir! You, a practical naturalist, measuriog an 
animal's feet with anything but a ‘two-foot’ rule?” 

The ** two-foot”’ quip told, Sir; every inch of it. I felt I had gained 
the ears of the company present, as I said to the keeper, ** Do you find 
your gorilla beats the tattoo on his breast much with his drum-sticks ?”’ 

In his dry way the keeper scored one, I think, as he replied, ‘* Well, 
no, sir; you see this part of the building ain’t licensed for music.” 

‘* And yet I see you allow him to ‘ fiddle’ with his chain,” I retorted 
with that firework-like brilliancy of repartee which has long caused me 
to be accepted as ‘‘a nice young man for a repar-tea-party.” 

This time the answering laugh was strorg enovgh to go round twice. 
At this juncture the saying about a ‘‘ Pride that afes humility” came 
into my head, and I retired behind a show case to try and work it up. 

After a short but sharp mental struggle, I gave up the attempt, and 
I felt, Sir, I wasn’t being very Extra Specially brilliant, so I resolved 
not to remain much longer. Bat just then the manager of the Aqua- 
rium came up, and, patting me on the back, said, ‘‘ Well, my dear 
Ex'ra, that’s hard to beat, ch?” and he pointed to the W. G., 

**Hard?” I echoed. ‘*Not atall. If you'll only tie it up I could, 
if I were not so fond of dumb animals, beat it like a carpet.” 

‘*Oh, I don’t mean that!” replied the manager, ‘‘I mean we have 
beaten the records. I look on yonder trute as a zoological clim+x ” 

‘Which shows,” I arswered quickly, ‘that you have never been on 
the staff of a comic journal, or you would have called it, not a zsological 
climax, but the tery afe-x of zoological discovery !"’ 

And then, with a furtive wink at the White Gorilla, now “‘ fiddlirg 
with its chain in quite a *‘ violint”’ manner, I made tracks, 
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ON THE HUNT. 


Fred Heavyweight.—*' MUCH TOO FINE FOR A HONTER. HOWEVER, ANYTHING DORS FOR A LITTLE CHAP OF YOUR SIZE, I FIND 
IT DIFFICULT TO GRT A DECENT Mount!” , 

Tom Lichtweight.—“1 SAW A BEAST THAT WOULD JOST SUIT YOU, ONLY LAST SONDAY, c “— re 

Fred.—** WHERE? I'LL HAVE HIM IF HB’s TO BE GOT!” Jom,—** ELEPHANT Hovusg, Zoo! 











Home Rule Split! ; | The Play’s the Thing. 


{The £cho remarks that distressed noblemen now go to the stage for a livelihood.] 


Tue halcyon days of the footlights are coming, 
And soon to the plebs. proud patricians will play ; 
Great ** dooks” will be seen most industriously thumbing 
Their parts, and to act will be thought quite O. K, 
Lord Lackland, on finding his rent-roll has flitted, 
That he may be boarded will fly to the boards ; 
And young Viscount Scattercash find he’s just fitted 
To play—not the deuce—but the miser who hoards, 


A corps of real countesses forming a chorus 
Would win crutch-and-toothpick’s ecstatic encore, 
And a ballet of duchesses dancing before us 
Would cause every masher to madly adore. 
And then for a pantomime, if alive prince would 
But now and again consent to play clown, 
Why, even the shade of old Peter Quince would 
Not be more likely to bring the house down. 





The great ‘‘ hupper sukkles” are now smit with sorrow 
Whenever their scions with actresses wed, 

| But all will be changed in the happy to-morrow, 

When Lord Tom Noddys the Thespian boards tread, 
Theatres will thus soon be turning the tables 

On those who have taken their Peris away ; 

And lords who have lived (vide Mr. Gay's Fables) 





TH newscomes up so pat and fresh—| Really don't know what to do, 
Mr. Biggar will secesh. So sad the prospect now appears, 


Mr, Parnell don’t know, really All Westminster’s a vale of tears, | “ v9 : 
What will do the mighty Healy. | Still the best advice will be” | In pampered ease” then may fiad work in the play. 
The G,. O, M., and Randy too, | When —'s fall out wise men agree, | —————= = 











A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 


‘JACK AND JILL'S" £5: 5: 0 Diophantine Competition is indeeda Four- 
malistic Novelty. Every copy has a Distinctive Number in Red on the Front 
Fa Siror being iegeun rT Page. Thearithmetical problem isas easyas ABC, Everyone should compete. 


It iz kureusto note how the most arduous jobs are done for the 
mawlest remewnerashun, the number of big things that are dun four 
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UNEHASINESS ALLAYED. 
THE RIOTS IN THE WEST END! 
ANXIETY RELIEVED ! 





JOHN JONES, grocer, of 
High Street, Little Pob- 
bleton, Cornwall, ia reply 


quiries from customers 
agonized by suspense, and 
in order to relieve their 
tearful and overstrained 
concern, begs to inform 
them and the world in 
general, that his establish. 
ment jn Little Pobbleton 
having suffered 
No DAMAGE 


of the mob through Audley 
Street, his business is in no 
Way interrupted by the 
riots, and will be 
CARRIED ON AS 
USUAL, 

* » ~ . 
MOB-VIOLENCE IN 
PICCADILLY ! 

Judas McNabb, infant 
stockbroker, in order to 
set at rest any widespread 
uneasiness on the part of 
his deeply-attached clients, 
begs to state that, as he did 
not happen to be in Lon- 
don at the time of the riots, 
his new hat was not smashed and trampled on while he was passing 
along Piccadilly. J. McN. is aware that no report to that effect is in 
circulation, and that none is likely to be; and therefore takes this oppor- 
tunity to declare that it is utterly without foundation. As J. McN.’s 
business premises consist of part of a back attic, shared with three 
limited companies and a financial agency, his handsome plate-glass 
front was not wrecked by the rioters. J. McN., being anxious that his 
methods of manipulation should not be exposed to the light, is ready 
to avail himself of any amount of cover which confiding clients may send, 
Same address—as yet. 

* ‘ * * * + 
Tuk PANIC IN PALL MALL! 
THe VIOLENCE IN THE WssT-END!! 


To allay the alarm of admirers, and re-assure rest-robbed readers, Mr, 
Fon, the Eminent Joker, begs to say that, as he never took off his 
slippers nor went outside his country palace on the day of the West- End 
riots, the stones thrown at the clubs in Pall Mall did not reach his head, 
and that the stock of jokes in his strong room is quite intact. He, 
however, intends to app'y for compensation among the rest, as he thinks 
a little one in will not matter, All orders addressed to 
MR. FUN, THE UNDAMAGED !! 
Riots! Rurots!! Rrots!!! 








. . ’ a * 2 
THE MOB ADVANCING! 
Mr. Gregory Grinder, Financial Benefactor, advances any amount 
from ten to ten thousand. 
POLIC& PRECAUTIONS ! 

Mr. G, G, takes no precautions whatever before advancing money to 
applicants, 

DEMANDS OF THE AGITATORS ! 
The demands of Mr. G. G. are most moderate when a loan has been 
arranged, 








Direct to Eel-ing. 
[In future there is to be no close time for eels.] 
No close-time for eels will anon be allowed, 
So probably herein it now should be stated 
That fishers for eels may rush off in a crowd, 
For the time to catch eels is, of course, eel-ongated, 





New Leaves. 
_ We understand that Messrs. Ward, Lock, and Co. have in prepara- 
tion, for immediate publication, a new ‘‘ Popular Library of Literary 


to numerous anxious in- | 


during the violent passage | 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe Epitor or * Fon,” 








S1rR,—I’m not quite right yet—catch me asking the way again in a 
foreign land! But I’m up, and my landlady’s daughter is teaching me 
to walk again. She is an ingenious and inventive girl. It is her habit to 
prepare a stiff glass of ‘* grogs,” as she calls it, and, placing it upona 
small table at one end of the room, she places me at the other, and in- 
cites and encourages me to walk the length of the room without assis- 
tance, the seductive draught being my reward for success. I make the 
attempt a dozen times a-day, and I’m getting on with the walking (not 
that I try to Aurry it, you know, these things must be done by degrees), 
but I don’t think it improves my head, as you will see from the perusal 
of m 

: TIP FOR THE SANDOWN GRAND Prize, 


THOUGH you may incur some losses 
As a consequence of ‘‘ hosses,”’ 
Let no naughty exclamation pass your lips, 
But go and take your FUN in 
And you'll get extremely cunnin’ 
Through a-following Trophonius’s tips. 


In this case Adanapaar, now 
Is a better horse by far, now, 
Than a lot of other horses on the list, 
And although I think the talent 
Are not sugary on Gallant 
There is something in the chap I can’t resist, 


There’s a Legacy (don’t ** chuck it,”’) 
There’s a valuable Ducit, 

There’s a Monolith you'll find is far from bad, 
Ballerina (none the poorest, ) 
Salami, Damascus, Tourist, 

And a probably effective Ironclad. 


And my shame I'd never stifle 

If I thought that I could trifle 
With the admirable chances of the lot ; 

But if you say you wonder 

Will Queen Adelaide knock under 
To one of them, I answer that she'll mo/, 


and I am, hoping soon to be across the stream once more, 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 





= 


Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIS FILOSOFY.—SHOT. 


THARE iz nuthing like havin’ a definet objektinvew. I knewa man 
whoo walked ten miles wun day, in auder ter get bak the penny he hed 
left on a publikan’s bottle. 

If I hed ter be an animal at awl, I shood be a bucher’s dog. 

It iz eezy tew get a kolum abowt yewrself intew the newspapers, 
Yew hev eether tew hev plenty ov munny or be a big blaggard ! 

The moast importent porshun ov a house is the kitshen. 

Thare are three things tew be konsidered when yew want a good 
dinner—first get sum good meet, then get up a good fire, then get a good 
kook to kook it. 

The pekuler advanteg abowt a reely good thing iz I hev found that 
it usuelly inspires a harf a duzzen better onez. 








Treasures,” which may be expected to surpass in quantity of matter, 
cheapness, durability, and convenience of size any series of cheap books | 
hitherto published, 


aid 





When I see a kat and a dog fiting in the street, I am led to beleev 
in the transferrence of souls; it is the huzbend and the wife that hev 
met on erth wunse again, and are having the saime old argyment owt. 


























































































NRO AI UT. RE Ie cemRR aE cae Lesko ¢ oom 























hc ia la ORR Ara 





ee 
a 


we RS 


ee woe ska ae 





epee 


ae 


ee ae 
A es ee Ahan at A my 


el 


—s 


48. 
+ B 
m4 
é 
E 
= s 
7% 
> 
rey el 
¥ 
. 3 
we e 
; = 
i! 4] 
2. 
a 
ti 
“) 
4 


at 


: eee bin Gki nd clear ag uliatee aa ce . 
— center er tet a : gta eee opty OS ge 
eieaatin Svein eeadietes oeiemaae aia nit bite a : a LORE: aes 


— 
aes 


ae 


eee 


oe 


_ 


- 














82 


FEBRUARY 24, 1886, 
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ALL THE FAULT OF THE VICTIMS! 


One of the agitators of the Socialist League 
carriage was stopped because the lady shouted (! 





declares that violence was only offered by th= mob to those who provoked it by using insulting remarks. The lady's 
| !) to her coachman, ‘* Drive over those dogs.” 
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That was it. The poor Rough was quietly standing — with some se'ected flints and brickbats in his hands—in Trafalgar Square, when a **swell” deliberately alighted 
from her carriage in Hyde Park, and shcuted at him language which he would blush to repeat. 


‘* What am I doin’ with th’s ‘ere boot?” another |: 











imb sub:equently explained to the minion of the law ; ‘‘ wy, it insulted me, it did—jumped out of a shop-winder and 


kicked me! 
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ASKING HIS INTENTIONS. 


The O’Gladstone—*1S IT INTINTIONS THIN? 
AT PRISINT I DON’T KNOW QUITE EXACTLY WHAT THEY ARE. 
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SHURE, ’VE PLENTY OF ’EM, MRS, BULL; BUT JUST 








E ® » 
hguresin sasaintiantite tin ligsilipall denen tiisitereaaniaiandadtioena tee 


. - . ~ r. ‘ t x saa MeL S gabe a ae a — ‘ . 
fearwilyg for arms taste ee ee r = I = idan sth rar ed tvs ra : = 
: a aa m Signs RSS srt ieer seaemenaan 5 £3 : 
slides sareaa es ie inline sgineeths ll ceplahemeatieaicin in ae 


ce Pia Ba ee ee 


Shen 


ag aes 


































9 mE ier 


Se ee 


ML 


+ Berne gaa peg i Be ei 


Me fy ‘ 
a ee ee a 





a ee 
x ia as i 


cali Rectan cnet soda yer 


en ee 
oo 
wae ete 











a ~ 


ee 
8 a amiesnetne 
PR teh holies AE oe 


if 


»~ an. 











84 FUN. 


FEBRUARY 24, 1836, 








ENICKNACES. 

Tue chairman of the Board of Inland Revenue has declared in 
melancholy tones that the consumption of gin is rapidly on the decrease. 
It bas ceased to be a fashionable spirit. The 
distillers are giving up its manufacture. The 
magistrates refuse to imbibe it on the bench 
under the pretence that it is pure water—they 

efer Scotch whisky. The mashers can only 

ed to imbibe it under the nom de bocze 
** John Collin ’—which is a ‘* moistener ” mixed 
deftly, with the aid of soda-water, sugar, lemon, 


and Bitters” affected by gourmands and dyspep- 


tara.” The washerwomen actuaily have crven 
ever refreshing themselves daring their labours 


nutritious rum. Elderly maiden ladies of the 
present day seldom console themselves towards 
night with the least drop of ** White Satin.” 
Unquestionably the chairman is right—Juniper is well-nigh a spirit of the 





world is merry **’Arry,” and he, forsooth, damps the little ardour the 
oot spirit has left by drowning it ia inferior beer. 


rr 


r 


Tue estrangements and squabbles among the Parnellites anent the 
Galway election business, are highly satisfactory, and give us every 
hope that, sooner or later the gang of tyrannous traitors will destroy 
each other, after the manner of the famous Kilkenny cats; and their 
ill-gotten gains fall into the hands of their starving fellow-countrymen. 


Tue “‘ Knights of Labour,” in New York, are said to be possessed 
of a ton of dynamite. However, like our Lritish socialists, their com- 
mon sense does not amount to an ounce. The “‘ Knights” are being 
drilled regularly, according to the Herald, We venture to hope that 
these disreputable vagabonds will be well drilled by bullets, should 
they rise, as they threaten, and treat the tradesmen of New York 
after the same fashion as the London scum used our west-end shop- 


keepers. 


Since a Royal Commission reported that improved harbour accom- 
modation was necessary round our coasts, fifty-four millions of money, 
at least, have gone into Davy Jones’s Locker cff the British Isles, and 
the number of lives lost at the same time is positively appalling. The 
‘sweet little cherub” seems to have been curiously neglectful in its 
watch of late. Poor Jack's confidence in the cherub is therefore 
justifiably a little shaken, Surely many of the unemployed labourers 
might be well employed in the construction of places of refuge on our 
coasts—hasbours that would be a huge pecuniary advantage to the 
country in theend. Thorough information on this subject may be ob- 
tained of the Hon. Secretary, National Refuge Harbour Society, 
17, Parliament Street, London. This gentleman will be happy to re- 
ceive subscriptions in furtherance of this good object. An electric 
light should be brought to bear on the subject of mzed/ess loss of life and 
treasure at sea, in conjunction with this scheme for the employment of 


the unemployed. 


Ir might prevent difficulties and disturbances if the plain-clothes con- 
stables who are sent out dog-hunting wore a metal badge similar to those 
worn by drovers on their arms. At present dog-owners are exceedingly 
apt to mistake these bobbies for dog-sneakers; and it must be most 
painful for a haughty mutton-stealer to be curtly dubbed a common dog- 
stealer by an irate and indignant citizen, who sees his bow-wow artfully 
snared and led away under his very nose by a stranger. 


Tue *‘ microbe” is the latest epithet that Louise Michel applies to 
the respectable employers of labour she incites the ‘‘ great unwashed ”’ 
of France to rise up and destroy. The French aristocrats describe the 
canaille by the name of that irritating insect which walketh by night. 


A Scotcu clergyman deducts that Vanderbilt cannot be in heaven, 
because there are neither railway kings nor railways there. One would 
be almost inclined to think that the worthy minister must have used a 
cheap excursion ticket there and back by balloon, as he is so emphatic 
in his assertions, 


OWING to the woeful drouth in Queensland, washing with many of 
the settlers has been a luxury of the long sweet past. The blacks predict 
a good time coming soon in the shape of a fine wet season. The natives 


oldest pioneers, 
whisxey cither 


They are not backward in predicting the arrival of 








ice, and gin. Even the time-honoured **Gin | 


tics, has given place to **Sherry and Angos- | 


with drains of **‘Old Tom,” and prefer sweet | 


past. The only being that keeps it from flitting from an ungrateful | 





are said to prophecy the advent of water much more accurately than the | 


FLITTING! 

“’Tis now the flitting hour of night, when backyards yawn, and 
‘Groves’ take out their beds. Happily have we lived in this Belicda 
Grove, but now we must part—part to the landlord, or the sheriff will 
come in with the milk in the morning,” and Mrs. Baboon sighed deeply, 


——a 
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‘* Bat, dearest love, cannot we hire that humble projectile, the green- 
grocer’s van, and shoot the cold, cruel morn before warning daylight doth 
appear.” She smiled sweetly, and her lovely fairy countenance was lit 
up by a rosy blush, pink as the notice of the Queen’s Taxes, threatening 
tolevy on the domestic gods, ‘‘ Ah, no, dear love, sco true,” he said, 
** when we have packed up and in the van, the bath is on the top, love, 
and the fender’s down below, love, and the chests of drawers resting on 
the beds, love, and all made neat and square, love, then, dear love, so 
true, even then the merry landlord might come down at the very last 
instant, cop the blooming—I mean secure for himself our domestic gods,” 

** Alas! alas!” Mrs, Baboon said, as she wiped the dewy tears from 
her eye with the water rates, and pensively curled her hair with the 
police and school board notices. ‘‘ Supposing, dear Jacko, you borrow 
a ‘pony’ or two at a loan office, get a friend to be security, let him in, 
dear love, for the instalments for the loan, three instalments to the 
quarter, we shall then have a bit of money to enjoy ourselves with, 
darling, keep out the landlord and the others and give us breathing time 
to think of the best plan.” Then Jacko Baboon, Esq ,smiled upon his wife 
the smile of connubial love and happy trust, for Mrs. B. was wise in her 
generation, thanks to the Bill of Sale Act, that joy of the guileless rusher. 

So happily they lived as the days sped on, they climbed up the highest 
gum trees, metaphorically so to speak, and lived in a joyful state of 74/2 
du fote gras and dry Heidsiech or Pomeroy 74, as their tastes led them. 

Then, when the writs came speeding in, and Baboon’s paper came 
due, and it appeared that it would end in the wicked one and all to pay, 
then did lovely Mrs. B. say laughing gaily, ‘‘ we must look about us.” 
And they did look about them; and then, when No. 1 tradesman 
called, they knocked that butterman down with the bill of sale. No. 2 
grocer came, and he was likewise felled with the bill of sale. No. 3 
came landlord ; he was literally knocked into bits with the bill of sale. 
Then, at length the van came. 

Mrs. B. sat inside the van; on the shafts was Mr. Baboon. ‘ Swift 
as an arrow from the Tartar’s bow” they sped to a new home. 

“* Now all the sticks are saved,” they said, shedding tears of joy. 





e : 
Ar 


4: 4 


’ 
," 3 > 
. oF 
# 
ry ee . 














_ Then many bumble tradesmen sobbed. Then a landlord was found 
in Hampstead Ponds. Then a faithful friend was found in the water-butt. 


t us thank evervhade oneal Cecetines ail - 9 
Let u thank everybody that, though honour, wealth, and Tories fly, | 


. ; lena | 2511 ~f | 
ir darling old Bills i Sale Act 























™ 5° 9 oO 


“— w 
“om 




















FEBRUARY 24, 1886. 


FUN. 








, sone THE FORCE OF EXAMPLE. 


“Tre Queen has presented the poor of Windsor with one hundred rabbits” We may expect shortly to read something like the following :— 
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presented 2 couple 
follower 
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John Smith, the West-End tradesman, has 
of lead pills to a Socialist 








The Rev. Whackum has 
given Tommy a word or 
two of advice. 


Sal Grogan bas givea Bill Coster a 
piece of her mind. B. C. afterwards 
presented S. G. with a couple of black 
eyes. 











DOWN ON THE DEMOCRATS. 


A BRICK-bat, No, it’s nota brick-bat. It’s acat. No, it’s not a 
cat, it’s a hare. They’ve sent em clean through the window opposite. 
Hatha! I hate the old beggar opposite. I’m glad, though, they let 
my place alone. I hate being upset. So you say ‘‘ there's a good deal 
in Socialism that you don’t know of.” So there is in sausages, a good 
deal that you don’t know of. That makes it no better, as far as I can 
see. Do I believe in any way in Burns and Hyndman, and all! the 
rest of ’em? They only share and share alike. I wish someone would 
share my gcut with me. I've got the screws on dreadfully. The Demo- 
crats live in the top of a shop in Farringdon Road. Fancy being 
upset by any people who live over a china-shop. If Oliver Crom- 
well had lived overa china-shop, he would never have come to anything, 
that I’m sure. Do I know anything about Communists? Yes, I do. 
A whole gang of ’em used to gotothe Café Royal once, Felix Pyat 
and the rest of ’em. I don’t like dynamite served up with my soup, so 
[ left there for a while. What I sayis, clear out all the foreign beggars 
that come to London. Your eighteenpenny Soho ordinary vagabonds, 
all communists, smell of garlic. 

I hate garlic, so that’s why I want all of ‘em hanged. A fellow 
came here to mend the windows the other day, I asked him what he 
Was, 

‘‘ I’m a poor Pole,” he said. I got the poker I can tell you, and told 
him to be off, I’m not going to have Nihilist putty at my time of life, 
not to please anybody. There are some fellows here in London who, 
so they say, throw hot lead at the priests in Paris. Why don't they 
hang ‘em, I say, and have done with em. They talk about universal 
brotherhood. Hang brothers too. My brother Jim was always bor- 
rowing of me. I can’t bear the name of brother. My eldest brother 
used to flick me with a cane when I was in my night shirt if I didn’t 
bring up his hot water. Community of goods indeed! Fancy a 
guillotine being set up in Russell Square, and a lot of roughs cleaning 
their teeth with my tooth-powder, and drinking my drinks and carrying 
red flags up into the attics. Robespierre and all the rest of ‘em in the 
middle of London, A brick-bat! A stone!! oh, lor!!! 

DioGENEs TOzES, 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


GRAND OLD GIANT KILLER eager for the coming battle with the 
Great Irish Problem. Determined to be armed at all points, he solicits 
parties of all shades to lend him the arms of experience, logic, patriot- 
ism and knowledge of Ireland and the Irish. 

Horace Davey, Q C., Solicitor General. Noseat at present, but, like 
the Socialists, has his eye on Flint, and hopes they won’t be so stony- 
hearted as to refuse him. The last Ode of Horace, ‘‘Oh, do elect 
me!” Electors of Flintshire, take him, he’s the right sort, you can 
take your davey, 

Thursday—Lords.—Curtain rung up. Granville presents Bill of the 
Play. Salisbury and Co. not satisfied. Want to know if it’s a tragedy 
or burlesque they are to be regaled with. Told to be good boys, and 
they shall learn more on 1st April. 

Commons.—Opposition in a cross humour, and Sir Richard of that 
humour leads attack on the defenceless Childers. Sort of Parliamentary 
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GALLIC GRIEF. 


[The Patric, referring to the distress ia London, says :—‘‘ Would that we could 
help! If France were in a prosperous condition, we should feel compelied to go to 
the assistanc: of our neighbours ; but, alas! ‘il mous faut doac pratiquer le charity 


begins at home 


Hélas! les lar- 
mes! ze beeter 
tears ve shed, 

Parceque of ze 
deestress en 
L’ Angleterre. 

O, for to relief 
ze sorrow dread 

Vich tous les 
vorkmans souf- 
faire ovaire 
there. 

But ah! ve have 
no chance, 

For, tiens la 
belle France 

Has not now of 
ze money she 
can spare. 


Ze charité zat 
begins _itself 
chez nous, 

I! nous faut donc pratiquer. N’'est-ce-pas? Oui! 

So to ces ouvriers viz no work to do, 

Ve can geeve not—as tells us Za Fasrie, 
Z+ tear run down our cheek, 
Because La République 

Cannot now geeve ze Lor Maire / s, dee. 


Ab ! of ze alms to aid ze unemploy— 
How now vill L’Angleterre? Pauvre leetle land, 
Ah, oui! La France vould viz ze most grande joy, 
Be trés heureuse to lend ze belping hand. 
Ve souffaire—c’est a dire, 
Ve're in ze street of (ucer, 
Or else Les Anglais should our purse command. 


Que dites-vous? Zat ze lais rush toujours 
To aid of othaire lands—cest vrai. Au reste, 
Vous dites aussi, zat now she can endure 
Herself to rescue all her own deestressed ? 
Parbleu! C'est trés bien, 
For ve can geeve rien, 
Alzough ze vill is in La France—her breast ! 


ae 
~~ 








To Pittites., 
Ir is stated that the great Pitt, like Mr, Gladstone, had a fondness 
for felling trees. Nodoubt when the Tories read this they took for 
their axe-iom, **’Tis true, ‘tis Pitt-y, and Pitt-y ‘tis ‘tis true.” 
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APPLE-Y COUNTED. 


Teacher,—‘* Now, MY Boys, TAK® SkVaN FROM EIGHT, AND WHAT 
KEMAINS? NO ANSWER. W2LL, soppose I pot EIGHT APPLES ON THE 
TABLE, AND SEVEN Boys EACH TOOK ONE, HOW MANY WOULD BR LEFT?” 
Teacher,—** How's THAT?” 
Sharp Boy.—*' WHY, THE ONE WHO FINISHED FIRST WOULD RAT THE 


Sharp Boy.—** Nong, Sir.” 


OTHER, AND THEN THERE WOULD BE NONE LEFT.” 





The Unemployed. 


A walt of woe is heard throughout the land, 
The cry of those by hope no longer buoyed ; 
A piercing heart-wail from the labouring band, 
Who in this bitter time, are unemployed. 
Not only for themselves are they opprest, 
But for their wives and children wanting bread ; 
Alas, that willing hearts should be distrest, 
By grim starvation, merciless and dread. 


Then earnestly these sufferers let us aid, 
And, aiding, let us warn them ’gainst the schemes 
Of those who ply the agitator’s trade — 
Of those who'd fill the destitute with dreams, 
Ye workmen, who are worthy of the name, 
Heed not the Social Democratic scum, 
Who would but lure you to disgrace and shame, 
Acd cause ye vile as ¢4ey are to become, 


| Your suff.rings have more power to plead your cause, 
| Than violence such as Socialists advise, 
No need for you to outrage England's laws 
Like mobs aroused by agitators’ lies, 
They do but seek to fatten on your woe ; 
They use your sorrows for their own vile ends. 
All men for such mad thieves contempt should show— 
Out on all enemies, disguised as friends ! 








Fate give you strength your bitter lot to bear, 

And mould our hearts to help, as means allow. 
May you, ere long, be lifted from despair, 

And rescued from fell poverty's deep slough, 
Remember that depression’s cankering woes 

Not only blight, just now, the labouring ciass ; 
In many quarters, others feel its throes, 

In silence, suffering poverty, alas ! 


Take heart of grace, then. Be as hitherto, 
Manly and honest, ’neath this crushing blow. 
It galls the blatant Socialistic crew 
To find that workmen can true courage show. 
The charity Heaven plants in every heart— 
In every heart that’s human in our land, 
Doubt not, wiil haste to make your grief depart, 
And hold to you a firm and succouring hand, 








A HOME-RULER says, ‘'Mr. Biggar’s flow of ‘ Billings- 
gate’ is improving in its comgenia/ impurity, while Mr. 

| Healy breathes forth expressions sultry enough to bring on a 
| thunderstorm,” 








Churchill's Choicest. 


{Lord Randolph Churchill, in his latest speech, refers to Mr. Gladstone as an 

“unparalleled combination of verbosity and senility.”] 

YOUNG CHURCHILL has frequently given us statements indeed meta- 
phorical— 

Statements which really, for strangeness, have almost become historical; 

But his gem’s an attack upon Gladstone—whom he nameth with verbose 
facility, 

** An unparalleled combination of verbosity and senility.” 


Tis strange for the chattering Churchill to charge anyone with verbosity, 
While Ae gives off loquacious orations, with any amount of velocity. 
But, there, it is only a sample of Randy’s rampageous scurrility, 

This *‘ unparalleled combination of verbosity and senility,” 


As when some cheeky and mischievous urchin, in phrases most unde- 
lectable, 

Blares out at someone who annoys him for being too wise and respectable, 

So the frequently-sat-upon Randy calls Gladstone, with much volubility, 

** An unparalleled combiaation of verbosity and senility |” 


Ah, well, well ! the youthful and foolish we never should be too hard upon 

(Though their lying, and boasting and bounce it behoves us to be our 
guard upon), 

And so we're not moved when young Randy dubs Gladstone, with 
much incivility, 

** An upparalieled combination of verbosity and senility |” 


_A LOCAL PAPER has been charging certain local philanthropists with 
giving to the local poor soup which contained maggots. Now, if this is 





true i ; » it is ; 
true in substance and in fact, it is certainly a strange way for the poor's 


‘ ‘a " ‘ Res " ’ 
riors to “‘ worn hem<elves int: the poor's confidence 





A BOHEMIAN residing in Chrudim was of a highly argumentative 
nature, which drew him into perpetual wrangles with his family. At 
last he determined to put an end to all further disputes by poisoning the 
whole of his relatives. This bold Bohemian succeeded in polishing off his 
father, mother, grandfather, grandmother, his only child, and nearly 
removed his wife. But in a weak moment he began administering deadly 
potions to his mother-in-law. This lady was a hard-shelled creature, 
with the constitution of a rhinoceros and the digestion of an ostrich. She 
not only foiled all her son-in-law's efforts to poison her, but she detected 
him in his experiments, and found out and exposed his previous perform- 
ances with drugs on his kith and kin, The poor man died of a broken 
neck in consequence—another victim to the potency of a mother-in-law. 
He is buried in an unconsecrated spot, where the birds do not twitter, 
and the violets never bloom, 





Poor Herbert Percy Freund, the well-known religious fanatic, has 
again been sent to prison for riotous conduct at St, Paul's, and assaulting 
the police. Herbert displayed a flag on which was inscribed ‘‘ Peace to 
Zion and all her people.” Then he proceeded to break the peace by 
soundly thrashing a constable and throwing him down. Herbert would 
be an invaluable warrior in the Salvation Army during the marches 
through the streets. His boisterous fanaticism would then be protected 
by the police, and his muscular Christianity could be safely expended on 
inoffensive passers-by. But inasmuch as the unfortunate lunatic does 
not seem incliced to enlist in ‘‘ General” Booth’s forces, why on earth 
is he not placed in a mad-house instead of a gaol ? 





IT is said that the heaviest blow at polygamy in Utah has been struck 


| by the recently-acquired extravagant fashions of the Mormon women. 


Truly a strange decree of Fate's that the Mormon creed should be under- 
mined through having to specd Mor(e)mon-ey. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


KEEPING ABREAST OF THE REGULATIONS. 


BROWN, My dear, I think I should like a stroll round the houses; I 
might take Carlo for a run, only it’s so fatiguing to carry all those—— 
Mrs. BRowN, Yes, it is, love. Cook has just weighed them on the 
meat scales; and what with the nine volumes of regulations, and all the 
different kinds of regulation muzzles, and the chains and collars, and 
straps and thongs, and cords, it comes to exactly fifty-five pounds nine 
ounces and a quarter. Cou/dn’t you leave some of them at home? I 
feel sure the policeman would never miss—— 

Brown. Oh, it isn’t that, my dear; it’s just this—it might happen 


particular half-hour, and then they’d hang me for certain. Here, give 
me a hand with the bundle; I must take the lot. Let me see though, 
before I start; what’s the latest regulation? Is Carlo to be ‘‘led,” or 
** otherwise under control,” or ‘* under proper control,” or muzzled with 
regulation muzzle No. 31 or 145, or——Oh, here’s the latest proclama- 
tion. All right—back in about half an hour. Ha! there’s Jones with 
his dog. Hullo, Jones! 





police regulation ! 





Brown, Why, ain’t I complyiog? I'm leading my dog by the tail, 
ain’t I, with a wooden clog on his fore-paws? 

Jones. Yes, that’s just it; but that was last night’s regulation, There 
have been seven since that; now they have to be ‘led by means of a 
ring through the nose, and further secured by being fitted with a straight- 
waistcoat, and hobbled by the hind-legs being attached to the ears "—like 
my Ponto, see! 

POLICEMAN Beg pardon, gentlemen; but your dogs must be secured 
according to the latest regulation issued seven minutesago, They ought 
to have blinkers on, and respirators, and be led by an iron rod secured 
through a knot in the tail, ** or otherwise.” 

BROWN and Jones, Well, but what's ‘‘ otherwise?” 
** otherwise?” 


Isn't this 





that one of the very things I left at home was the regulation one for this | 





Jongs, Hullo, Brown, old man! Giving the dog an air——Here, I | found, 
say, you'll get yourself into trouble if you don’t comply with the last | 


POLICEMAN.-I really don’t know what ‘' otherwise” is, but that isn’t 
it. I shall have to—— 

BROWN and Jonrgs (suddenly breaking out into rabies superinduced bya 
myriad contradictory dog regulations). Well, look here, We don't care! 
We defy the regulations ; and, what’s more, we'll set our dogs on to 
you, and they'll tear you to bits; and then we'll finish you off ourselves 
with our walking-sticks, What’ll the law do ¢hen/ 

POLICEMAN. Well, gentlemen, as far as I can see, all the law will do 
in that case will be to reprimand me severely, and let you both off with 


an apology. 
(BROWN and Jones fake the only course compatible with immunity.) 








A Bad Bag-inning. 


(The 54. Yasies's Gazette says that “‘ Mr. Gladstone is a bagman without a bag.) 


/s W. E, G. in this quandary, pray ? 
As says the S/. Fingo’s Gazette ; 
If so, it is sad; but allow us to say, 
The S¢, 7.’s hasn’t proved it as yet. 
But perhaps the S/. 7. only states it, alack ! 
Because it would fain give that “* bagman” the * sec.” 





The Ways of Vanity are Peculiar. 
Some one inquired where a certain very hard up Bohemian was to be 


‘* That’s not easy to say : he’s hiding from his creditors.” 
‘* Creditors !—what a gorgeous braggart the fellow is ! 
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SKATER-SAMPLES. 





Lo, this motley group of skaters, 
As they on the ice disport— 
Sons and daughters, maters, paters— 
Yea, in short, 
Here they are, of every sort. 


Here are damsels young and charming, 
Clad in furs and astracan— 
’Arry, too, in garb alarming, 
Schemes doth plan, 
Thinking he’s the ladies’ man ! 





Here are skaters cutting “‘ figures ”— 
Some cut sorry figures too, 
Causing many smiles and sniggers 
*Mid the few 
Who do of slip or tumble through. 


Here are some by roughs surrounded ; 
Here, too, skaters upside-down, 
Make confusion worse confounded— 
And they frown 
As they crawl again to town, 



















ABKING HIS INTENTIONS, 


WHEN there's a marked flirtation 
'Twixt two young things, ‘tis plain 
The ticklish situation 
May lead to joy or pain; 
And ‘* What are your intentions, pray?’’ 
Mamma is rather apt to say 
Unto the ardent swain. 


(Seg CARTOON.) 


Now, Mr. G. is spooning 
Miss E., that's very clear, 
And she, though scarcely swooning 
With love, yet likes him near ; 
Meanwhile the anxious mother pines 
To learn the gentleman’s designs 
| Towards her pretty dear, 


Then what are his intentions? 
Britannia feels some doubt, 
| Amid at-home dissensions, 
Whether he comes about 
| Platonic union or not? 
Well, that is just exactly what 
He's trying to find out, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Tue HayMARKET.—Mr, W. S. Gilbert’s Engaged is, I presume, 
only placed on these boards (where it originally appeared by the way), 





x of/tener ENGAGED? 


Tuz HayMARKeT.—ExGacep? YES, &UT WHY ISNT SH 


pending the arrival of something more novel. In spite of its wealth of 
humour, ready invention, and sustained cleverness, it is hardly likely to 

rove attractive for any length of time. The very qualities referred to 
love made it too generally familiar for such a result. 


TuHeEre is plenty of pee acting to recommend it in the Haymarket 
rendering, however, I think Mr. Barrymore is the best Belvawney I've 
seen (though I've only seen two, by the way; Mr. Edgar Bruce, at the 
Strand, in '78, and Mr. Kyrle Bellew here, on the first production, and 
afterwards at the Court). Belvawney, to my thinking, bas more elements 
of danger in it than any of the other parts, inasmuch as the ‘‘ influence of 
the eye” business, although it is very funny, is just one of those ideas a 

1 audience is slow to catch, and apt to regard as far fetched. Mr, 
Eetimere’s ludicrous earnestness, however, is irresistible; he is con- 
stantly at high pressure without becoming monotonous, and he’s really 


very funny. 


Mr. H. BeersoumM-TRee is, in many respects, unsuited to the part 
of Cheviot Hill; but there is a comical grotesqueness about his second 
act, which covers a multitude of inadaptabilities. Mrs, Beerbohm-Tree 
is more successful, and although (ihe comparison will out—there’s no 
escaping it !) she lacks the delicacy of touch of Miss Marion Terry, her 
second act could hardly be better played. Miss Norreys /oo/s the part 
of Maggie to perfection, and makes a quaint, toy-terrier like picture ; 
but she just borders on being too conscious of her own artfulness—is 
not quite demure enough, in short, and is not too safe with the ‘ dialec’.’ 
Mrs, Brooke manages the latter the best of the North country trio, but 
Mr. Brookfield, who plays Angus with effect, bas caught the character 
of the accent marvellously well. His want of care in some of the words 
only betrays the fact that he is not tothe manner born. Mr. Mackintosh's 
Symperson is an uncommonly clever and funny study in itself, but it 
seems a trifle too senile and silly for old Lymperson, who isa sly dog 
after all, and has his wits about him. Miss Wilton is a rather too 
mature Minnie. The Gretna scene is pretty. 


HURRY up with your next piece Messrs. Russell and Bashford, or al- 
though I shall be glad to find myself wrong, I doubt if this will serve you 
long ; for my own part I could see it almost any number of times without 
wearying, but the general public, of course, has not my refinement of 
taste or cultivated appreciation! Before quitting the subject, I must note, 
with hearty approbation, that the cumbersome extra sheet hitherto 
inserted (in the interests of advertisers,) has disappeared from the 
pr mme, which now contains only the necessary and legitimate infor- 
mation required in such a document. 





Tue Paincess'’s,—There is an air of seeming flippancy about t 
title Zhe Lord Harry (arbitrarily applied as it cone tN) eee 
with a serious drama, which is probably no more than a want of feeling 
for the fitness of things, but which augurs ill at the outset for the 
balance of what is to follow. The augury is unfortunately but too well 





fulfilled, for Mr. Wilson Barrett's latest venture is a very poor play, 
| Apart from the age and played-out nature of the incidents themselves, 
and the old-fashioned way in which they are presented (down to ‘‘ comic 
servants”), these incidents are strung upon so feeble a thread. and 
introduced upon such inadequate grounds, that the interest in the story 
(which is hardly worthy the name besides) dies of inanition | ng bef = 


+} ere + eo Mi 5. > ~ ™ +> ’ 
the end is reached, Nor i ere anything in the way of charactecrisa 





tion to fall back upon; the characters are mere conventional puppets, 
with the strings showing badly. 





THE dialogue is purely written though, and with plenty of point— 
the Biblical language, which always startles a certain number of people 
(presumably because they are unaccustomed to it), is quite in character 
in the mouths of the Puritans (caricatures as they otherwise are mostly), 
and is treated with all reverence. The acting is of the best, the dress- 
ing effective and not overdone, and the scenic illustration irreproachable 
—the picturesque beauty and truth of the flood scene has seldom been 
equalled, and the rugged grandeur of ‘‘ Cleeve Bay ”’ is sufficient to take 
one’s mind off the wonderful things that are happening, from the 
miraculous escape of Captain Promise and his merry men from a boatless 
condition on the house-top amid the flooded marshes, to the startling 
unanimity with which all the characters, including a portion of the army 
of His Majesty King Charles I., foregather in a secluded cove on the 


sea coast. 





Mr, BARRRTT appeared to be scarcely easy in his part on the first 
night, but otherwise his acting left little room forregret. The chivalrous 
bearing, ready defiance, aptness in love-making, and general disregard 
of consequence peculiar to the stage-hero of romance lost nothing in his 
bands—though I must say I think he altogether missed the significance 
of the scene where he, his ‘* ladye-love,” and her wounded papa are 
driven, as a last resort from the flood, to a house-top with every prospect 
of being eventually submerged. A boat appears, they hail it with 
imaginable delight, and a gun-shot is the reply ; the lady is in the fore- 
front and line of fire, and what does the hero express—revulsion of 
feeling ? concern for the girl of his heart? Nota bit of it—he ‘‘ chafts” 
the soldiers for their bad aim! The situation is mainly the dramatist’s 
fault, but Mr, Barrett does nothing to tone it down. 


Mr. WILLARD’s powerful grip and conscientious study goes far 
towards making the character of Ezra Promise something more than a 
mere machine in the authors’ hands, Miss Eastlake’s performance of 
the heroine is interesting, thoughtful, and tender; but there is but one 
dramatic ‘*chance” in it—in the council scene—and I’m afraid she 
mis acts it. I thiok the speech should be given scornfully, whereas 
Miss Eastlake ‘‘declaims” it. The latter is the more generally ¢/ectzve 
way, I allow. For a Puritan lady, too, she is somewhat given to 
unseemly stylishness of cut and ornamentation in her dresses. 


Mr. GEORGE BARRETT is funny enough in himself, and Miss Lottie 
Venne gives that piquant relish to the whole which her presence always 
provides, while Mr. Charles Cook, out of the merest shadow of a part, 
manages to convince the spectator of his artistic instinct—witness his 
weak-minded way of succumbing to strong drink—but they all grow 
tiresome at last. Mr. Charles Hudson gives us a full-flavoured melo- 
dramatic rendering of a spy, and Mr. Clynds has some lengthy speeches 
to deliver as the heroine’s papa, 





Tug RKoyaLty.—Now is the time for people who (like me) are 
unsafe in their French! The plot of Ze Voyage de M. Perrichon is 
well known to the average theatre-goer in its forms of Peacock's Holiday 





Yue HaymMarxet.—Tue Brive's PaAvA COUNTENANCES TH IJRIDEGR 
SHOOT. 


and Loyal Lovers, This piece is now being played by Mr. Mayer's 
company, so that the average theatre-goer aforesaid can go an 


thoroughly enjoy it, and come back knowing all about it, and full of 
aed of having seen it in the original, Joy! NESTOR, 
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Unseated M P.’s, 


New Members come tumbling into ‘‘ The House,” | 
Into the House where they can’t sit down 
Until they achieve Parliamentary ‘‘ zous,” | 
And get hats for the seat, beside hats for the crown, 
For seats are scanty, and hard to keep, 
And standing is awkward for going to sleep, 
When a dull M.P. is droning ! 


To the new ones, taught by a cute ‘‘ old hand,” 
From Lincoln and Bennett come boxes down 
(For standing’s a thing that they never can stand !) 
And old hats are mo¢ to be worn about town ! 
Your ‘‘ every-day hat” must be always sleek ; 
For the Speaker won’t let you a seat bespeak 

If a billycock only owning ! 


When your “‘stove-pipe” hats on your seats repose, 
Go, in smoking-cap, to the smoke-room down, 
Or ‘* Glengarry,” which into your pocket goes, 
Safe hidden away from the Speaker’s frown ! 
Though Glengarrys give you a convict look, 
'T was for your comvict-ions your seats you took ! 
So never for that be groaning ! 


Isabel. 
LONG years ago, when under age— 
Before I found the world a stage, 
And could not then my love repel— 
I spent a pile on Isabel. 





I loved her then—no mere pretence !— 
Without a thought for consequence ; 
O! how I loved no tongue could tell ! 
She was so sweet, was Isabel. 


Ah! woe is me, and lack-a-day ! 

(As would distracted maiden say 
When her good knight in battle fell) — 
But, to return to Isabel : 


No longer what I dared to dream, 
Her love had floated down the stream 
And left her heart an empty shell, 

A faithless girl was Isabel ! 


But Time has brought me to a sense 

Of callous, cold indifference, 
Since Fate, consisting of a swell, 

Stepped in and stole my Isabel. 


t = 





2p ee 























———— 





 ——— - << a 





AT THE SALON PARISIEN. 


The Girls (who have heard so much of *‘ the First Avss"’).—"* COME ALONG, 
AUNII&, W& HAVEN T DONE Brers Yer.” 

Aunte Foskin,x—“ QUITE RIGHT, MY Dears, AN’ I'M DYIN’ FOR A 
DROP!” 


[ Zhey meant that sweet Fan Van, Auntie meant Biller, 








HENDERSON AWA’! 


So they've got rid of Henderson, Well, I’m not glad, and I’m not 
sorry, Why should I be? There’s a mixture of Home Office and Hen- 
derson in the business that I don’t quite understand. Old Richard 
Mayne, though, wouldn’t have made such a hash of matters, not he. 
He knew his trade, he did. We all said the Socialists were fools, Were 
they? I don’t think so. That Burns is artful enough, youbet. There 
was an accidental block, and then the police went for ’em. (Juite wrong 
all that. I don’t think much of police, I don’t. Howard Vincent went 
to Scotland Yard. He was going to do wonders. He was goipg to 
turn detectives into high-class angels, He didn’t quite do it, though. 
He retired from the business, and became a Conservative member. He 
lives in Grosvenor Square, and writes pamphlets. Do I think the police 
are smart? I don’t think so: I never did think so, When they get 
mixed up in a crowd, and each man has to act for himself, he acts like a 
fool. That's natural enough, Most men are fools, as far as I can see. 
Constables are no exception. What would I do in the matter? I don’t 
know, and I don’t care. 

There was a constable down in our area last night. I swear I could 
hear him growling through the kitchen window. The beggar’s voice 
was quite hoarse with leg of mutton and table-beer. One of them last 
year made himself quite ill with tinned meat. There was a Dr. 
Colquhoun, many years ago, said that police were the greatest 
blessings in the world. That man evidently did not keep large stocks 
of cold provisions in his larder. Did you ever read the great inquiry 
into the Bow Street business about the Runners, Vaughan, and what not? 
They were a nice lot. People said they ought to be hanged. There 
was no proper public feeling then, and no lamp-posts, so they didn’t. 
Do you remember what Baron Pollock said about the police in the 
Benson business? Baroa Pollock let them have it. He was great at 
an pigs in order on his farm. He understood the business, he did 
<a ie; 1e ! 

If you want to hear anybody hard down on the police, you should 





hear Sir James Ingham at Bow Street. He sniggers at the active an 


_ intelligent beautifully. 


‘Have you seen the prisoner creating a dis- 
turbance?” Yes, your washup! Was there a crowd? Yes, your 
washup. What do you call a crowd? A'‘good many, your washup. 
Might you have seen a hundred people? Yes, your washup. Might 
you have only seen a couple of people? Yes, your washup. Might 
you not have seen the crowd at all, but only fancied it was coming 
round the corner? Well, it might be, your washup? Officer, you 
have been telling falsehoods, Yes, your washup. That’s what they're 
all like—all of them, confound them! One has to pay police rates 
simply for the honour of supplying them with cold meat, They can 
put that down quietly enough, even if they can't Mr. Burns. Bah! 








I say. DioGENES Tunns, 
Not Gull-ible, 
(Sir Wiliam Gull stated, a few days ago, that he would allow women to become 
M.D ’s.]} 


‘‘ Let women be M.D.’s!” exclaims the wise Sir William G., 
He thinks to practise medicine all ladies should be free ;— 
If that’s the case all former demarcation is annulled. 
Then let us seize this chance of making women-folk M.D.’s, 
For, as you'll observe, ‘tis nothing but a matter of ‘‘ degrees,” — 
And, after all, Sir William is not likely to be Gull-ed, 





A CURIOUS SCENE took place upon the stage of the Olympic Theatre 
after performance on the night of Friday, the 19th ult. A glove fight 
for £10 a side was to have been fought to a finish under the rules of the 
immortal Queensberry, the combatants being Mr. Herbert Standing 
and a Mr. A. J. Byde, The affair, which was understood to be purely 
amateur, was brought to an untimely end by the unexpected testimony 
of ‘a gentleman in the audience,"’ who had known the artless Byde as 
a professional boxer, Under the circumstances, Mr. Standing suggested 
that it would be better to Byde a wee; and the affair terminated, to the 
lissatisfaction of the ex-pugilist, in a few minutes’ friendly spar ! 
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a ueen has signified her intenti sn of conferring the honour of knighthood upon M 
io of Oxted. This geot'eman is well known as a magnificent skater."— Daily Paper. 


MORE HONOURS! 


. M. Willi C.1 E., D.C.L., Boden Professor of Sanscrit in the Univer- 
yhvd this, the subjoined paragraphs will not be read with surprise.) 
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A, B. isto be knighted. He is said to be a very expert ang'e 


A Baronetage istobeconferredonC D. This gentleman has 


always evinced a marked aversion to tripe. 


E. F. istobe made K.C.B. The new 
knight has the reputation of being the 
best puuch-maker in the town. 
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G. H. will have the vacant Garter. The worthy J. K. is to be raised to the peerage, It is asserted that 


alderman consumes about 200 gallons of turtle-soup he “alw 
per annum. 


ays came home to his tea.’ 
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L. M. will likewise enter the House of Lords. He 
is stated to have never used a big, big D. 











Facilis Discensus Averni. 


{‘‘ One would hardly credit,” says a New York paper, ‘‘a statement of the extent 


HOTCH-POTCH, 


Tue Free Bread Fund Committee for West and South St. Pancras 


to which New York ladies gamble, and the large bets they make wou!d stagger most have been distributing about 300 loaves daily to hungry applicants. 
| This is practical go-ahead charity. 
as yet, but the ‘‘staff of life” thus handed forth has already proved a 
firm support to many of eur famished fellow creatures, who were 
toppling over through lack of food. The pangs of vea/ hunger are 
more terrible than well-fed people, who once in a way go without lunch, 
suppose. We advise genuine philanthropists, who wish their charity 
money to go direct to the poor in a substantial and wholesome form, to 


amateurs in apy other part of the country.”] 


WHEN lovely woman takes to gaming, 
And goes in for heavy play ; 

(Quite beyond the reach of shaming 
Speeds she on her downward way. 


By good society rejected, 
The woman who its justice braves 
At last will find herself respected 
Alone by cads and shameless knaves. 





Per-Chance, 


[Mr. Chance, the magistrate, is of opinion that it is high time some check was 


placed upon the rapacity of the water companies ] 
Oor water suppliers oft show many airs, 
hilling ratepaying town’s-men with numerous 
For these companies drop on us all unawares, 


Yet, remedies most of us dread to advance. 


But to judge by this recent affair, it appears 
That the Co.'s who've aroused our deep anger 


‘i 
¥ 


No loaf has been given to a ‘‘ loafer” 


send subscriptions towards the above fund to C, C, Whitefoord, Esq., 
117, Albany Street, Regent’s Park. 


A MAN was recently charged at Leek with shooting a constable. He 
saved his bacon by proving that he was in Shrewsbury Gaol on the 
charge of stealing a ham at the time the policeman was potted. His 
accusers then ate the leek at Leck. 


A FRROCIOUS free-fight ushered the new Lord-Lieutenant into Dublin. 


cares; 


Home Rule has evidently commenced. 





Vive la tcl’phone! Games of chess are now satisfactorily played by 


telephone ; and an eminent judge proposes, for the convenience of all 
for years parties concerned, that Divorce Court entertainments shall be played in 
This suggestion will not find favour with the 


And which hardly one ratepayer really reveres) future by telephone. 
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THH VERY RESPONSIBLY POLICEMAN, 


IIo! Constable one million, B, 
I have a word to say to ye— 
A word of admonition : 
I have observed, with some surprise, 
That you have failed to recognise 
The weight of your position. 
Sing hey! sing ho! Policeman B, 
You’ve much responsibilitee ; 
The being must be far from dull 
Who'd figure as a constabul. 


I wish to say in this, my song :— 
Your recent dealings with the throng 
Of socialistic hobbies 
I{ave shown considerably less 
That that amount of keen finesse 
The world expects in Bobbies, 
Sing hey! sing ho! Policeman D, 
That party must not only see, 
But see through solid walls as well, 
Who aims to be a constabel, 


When first the mob performed their teats 
Through James’s, Audley, Oxford Streets, 
And carried on so direly, 
I ask you (while you blush with shame) 
Were East-End roughs or you to blame? 
Why, you—of course—entirely ! 
Sing hey! sing ho! Policeman G, 
And all the actions done by me, 
And Dick, and Tom, and Jack, and Will, 
Are laid upon the constabil. 


As you’re aware, of course, I mean 
That you were nowhere to be seen ; 
The streets were undefended : 
But, had you gone without remorse, 
And met the rabble rout with force, 
How well the thing had ended ! 
Sing hey! sing ho! Policeman C ; 
The speed of the domestic flea 
Should mate and match itself with cool 
Omniscience in the constabool. 


When next they came from far and wide, 
Those rufilers, to the Park of Hyde, 
And ‘‘ caught it”’ so severely ; 
I ask you, should the world condemn, 
And flout and bully, you or them? 
Why you—the bobby—clearly ! 
Sing hey! sing bo! Policeman P, 
The bobby mustn’t be so free 
In showing folks they must and shall— 
It ill befits a constabal ! 


You should, polite and ‘‘ civil-spoke,” 
Ilave treated roughs as honest folk, 
And greeted thieves as gentry ; 
And when they fell to hurling sand, 
It was your place to mildly stand 
As rigid as a sentry. 
Sing hey! sing ho! Policeman E, 
And can’t you, can’t you, CAN'T YOU sce 
The flag of force to thus unfurl 
Does not befit a constabur!l ? 














You ask me to expound my view 
Anent the course you shou/d pursue? 

Eh ?—bless us—none, and neither 
You should not leave the rough in peace 
To run his rigs—nor make him cease, 

Nor meddle with him, either. 

Sing hey! sing ho! Policeman T, 
It's bad to let the blackguard be ; 
But I would have you sus fer col, 

If you molest him, constabol. 


When next I find you in the wrong, 
1’ll draft you off, five hundred strong, 
To some retired position ; 
And, shrouded in a mental mist, 
Forget the fact that you exist, 
Till death from inanition— 
Sing hey! sing ho! Policeman V— 
Shall terminate your dull onzwee, 
And censors can no longer snarl 
At that unhappy constabarl. 








moe mre ne — ao 


Overlooked. 


{One of the large bodies of policemen ordered a few days ago to mount guard at 
different parts of the metropolis, because of the expected renewal of the mob riots, 
was forgotten when orders were given to return, and was kept waiting cut in the cold 
until the small hours.) 


Chorus of Bobbies. Air.—** Pirates of Pen-ance.” 


When the blaring Socialist, —Tarantara, tarantara ! 
Takes his brickbat in his fist, —Tarantara ! 


Then our chieftains at the ‘‘ Yard "—Tarantara, tarantara ! 


Are seldom on their guard—Tarantara ! 
At the London roughs’ ¢meufes,—Tarantara, tarantara ! 
Our hearts ain’t in our boots, —Tarantara ! 
But our chiefs are seldom found—Tarantara, tarantara ! 
Making preparations sound.—Tarantara } 
But, says they, one I'riday mornin’, 
** Of more riots we've had warnio’, 
So go ye forth, all danger scornin’, 
Put these Socialists to flight ; 
Go along by Thames’s waters, 
Ready for more awful slaughters 
Than is dreamt of by repawters, 
We will call you back ere night.” 


Then we thought ‘twas evident—Tarantara, tarantara ! 
Their attentions were well meant ;—Tarantara ! 
And our chests it served to cheer—Tarantara, tarantara 
As we went our foes to queer.—Tarantara ! 
But the mob, we beg to state, 
Didn't come, so we'd to wait, 
A-singing to amuse us—Tarantara ! 
For 'twas plain, since we'd been booked, 
That we'd now been overlooked, 
Left in the cold to sing—Tarantara ! 
And we said, ‘‘ So help me never, 
Perhaps the ‘ Yard’ thinks as its clever ! 
But such muddling did you ever 
Even in Red Tapedom see?” 
There we stuck, in all our power, 
Till beyond the midnight hower, 
Till the cold nigh made us cower, 
And then ordered back were we. 





OoiTre A CANNIBALISTIC PoTace.—*' A ‘ broth’ of a boy.” 
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THE BRITISH OFFICIAL—STAVING IT OFF. 
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When a member of the Ministry—(say a Liberal, or a Conservative, or a Tory, The next instant the Public comes along to ask questions, but the hole is 
or a Radical, or a Parnellite, or a Socialist ; for it is the Miniaters holding one of blocked. “It's all right,” says adalcet voice from within ; ** I’m holding a severe 
these views who are particularly prone to the ways we describe)—has done some- inquiry into my own conduct. Please wait a few years. 
thine which the public seem iaclamed to call him over the coals for, he creeps into 
a hole in haste. 
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So the Public sits down, with firm resolve, to wait. And presently the concealed Minister thrusts forth a pipe, and blows bubbles to divert the attention of the Public. 
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the | ; ax i ex pre 1: it takes an innocent delight in the new diversion. Years pass: the Public is getting 
. that rw hasn't n fed, and that the dinner is burning. It goes home. The affau 
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THE INFANT PRODIGY. 


MASTER RANDOLPH AS THE IRISH 


ntary Hand.—** WONDERFUL! AND ‘¢ 









a 


4G LL of yp 


GIANT. 


UITE ALARMING TOO—A MOST INTERESTING PERFOKMANCE 








’ 













& } 
bp err ip ee Bg Tae A aR et a SR 




























































_  _~—S ee ee A EL OI. ater" 








FUN. 


MARCH 3, 1886, 











PORK AND PATRIOTISM. 





nuisance. Because the Irish 
k was good after all, 
ut soon Messrs. Scmidt, 
Furst & Co., of Stettin, 
and other _— = north 
sea-ports, found that pigs 
could be bought cheap, and 
freight being awfully low, 
sent to England dirt cheap. 
At first Mr. Bull did not 
like it so much as Pat’s, 
but soon he got used to it. 
He bought larger quantities 
of it, and wolfed it down 
with many hundreds of 
thousands of cups of coffee. 

For the first time in his 
life Mr. Grunter began to 
pull rather a long face, or, 
rather, long snout. But yet 
he kept up his true Hiber- 
nian spirit. 

** Divil a pratey shall the 
| spalpeens have from the 
_ County of Corruk—the big 

‘praties’ that the Saxon 
bastes love so well to ate,” 
| Then all the potatoes 
| were cut off. Then some 
long-nosed sons of Israel, 
| who dwelt in the sunny 
_ plains of Western Flanders, 
| said unto themselves, as 
| they played deftly on the 
harps of the ‘‘ people ”— 
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Mr. Gladstone had ‘‘the bad time of it.” At least, everybody who 
understood nothing at all about the matter. Those who understood 
nothing about the matter were the gentlemen who were going on in an 
underXandyed way to annoy the G.O.M., whether they wore orange 
ties, or smoked pipes with Erin’s harps and skulls and cross-bones on 
them. These gentlemen sang either Lil/ibulero-bullen-a-la or the Wear- 
ing of the Green. It was rather a bore to us that some half-and-half 
sensible people were mild enough to listento’em. It caused the G.O.M. 

ood deal of worry, so that, when he went home to his hermitage on 
Dollis Hill, be could not enjoy the Willesden drainage half as much as 
he ought to have done. 

But what did Mr. Patrick Grunter say? 

** Pork,” said Mr. Patrick Grunter, “tis the most wonderful, the 
most luscious, the most cracklingly food in the whole world.” Being 
an Irish gentleman, of strong Home Rule tendencies, he said, as a 
matter of unim t detail, “the howl wurruld,” ‘* Divil a bit of 
=, be continued to his friend, Mr, Smaller Bacon, “‘ shall the base 
Saxon ate for the next twelve months, Praise the sow! of O'Connell, 
the true pathriot |” 

Now, 
St. Patrick, he had a Gay time of it! 
the pollis” at Mick McCarthy’s eviction; the smart breech-loader he 
always kept ready for black-winged “birdie” or *‘ thaveing landlord,” 
He was a gay and festive ‘‘bhoy,” was P, G. ‘* Whisky, hurroo!” 
and the ‘sow! of Brian Boru,” and all the rest of it. A more patriotic 
lad never stepped the turf, a glory he was to ‘‘ Ould Ireland so green.” 

**These thieving boats,” he said in the vernacular of his great and 
happy country, “that run from Cork (Corruk), shall take no more ribs 
of eee be the markets of the base Saxon; on the salt and accursed 
bloater 1 he have to fall back for his morning meal. No more of 


it grace the stately dinner table, garnishing the wholesome pullet ; no 
more, when hungry from excess of midnight alcohol, with the baked 
potato and the spread eagle, shall the sweet, dry Irish rasher give him 


Mr. Patrick Grunter chuckled to himself as he walked down the 
lordly street of Sackville with his friend, Mr. Smaller Bacon. But it 
chanced that in one of the swell shop windows there was a small 
aquarium, Mr. Grunter stared in at the curious sight of sea-horse and 
dog-fish, and what not, while a couple of nimble young monkeys 
relieved him of his handkerchief, 

** Does not,” said Mr. Smaller Bacon, ‘‘ this sight remind you ot an 
old adage, there are more fish in the sea than ever came out of it?” 

* Ye're a born fool,” said Mr. Pat; ‘‘shut up, Smaller, me bhoy.” 

Well, times went on, and Patrick did his oval best to prevent any 
pork going into the English market. For a time this was a great 





the crisp and curly shall he eat with his morning toast ; no more shall | 


Ou! what joy there was in Ireland so green. Everybody said that | 





r. Patrick Grunter was one of the ‘‘bhoys.” By the holy | 
The *‘shtones he had thrown at | 





a | goesh !” They went round 
—buy, buy, buy everywhere. Then extra supplies of the choicest 
‘*’taters,” fit for dukes or New Cut stalls, filled up the place of Erin’s 
most floury murphies. ; 
Mr, Patrick Grunter, walking down Sackville Street another day, with 
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his friend Mr. Smaller Bacon, saw a notice stuck up, 
ribs, &c.; tallow, &c.” 

** Why, sure,” he said, making a calculation, *'they’ll be selling the 
streaky at twopence a pound soon.” 

** Did I not tell you, Patrick, that day we looked at the aquarium, 
that there were more fish in the sea than ever came out of it? You 
threw away the market, the Germans took it. Now, John Bull, by 
habit, likes the German bacon better than yours. You won't get his 
trade back again even if you wish it now.” Then Mr. Patrick Grunter 
sobbed bitterly. But it was too late, 


6 Pork, 40, &c.; 
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The Art of Breach of Promise, 
In One Lg&sson, 
Initial Steps : 

Ou ! sweetest, dearest, darlingest ot gurls, 

When may I call thee all, all, mine own ; 
No beauty deck’d with diamonds and pearls 

Attracts my gaze, which rests on thee alone. 
Thou art the object of my thoughts by day, 

I dream of thee, and nought but thee, all night ; 


Ah, then! take pity on my love, and say 
When will you make my life a long delight? 


Intermediate Steps : 


I could not meet you, as you wish’d, last eve, 

And don’t know when I shall have time to spare 
To call on you ; but this you may believe— 

I quite intended to have met you there. 
I really can’t imagine what you mean 

By thinking I neglect you, or am cold ; 
’Tis accidental, if we have not seen 

Each other quite so often as of old. 

Final Step : 

I find I’ve made a very great mistake, 

And feel, no doubt, that you’ll agree with me, 
Twill be in all ways better, for your sake, 

That our engagement now should cancel’d be. 
My mother thinks it would be most unwise 

For me to wed, although I’m thirty-four ; 
So, lest my wedding you should jeopardise 

My mother’s peace, I must see you no more. 














Palmam Qui Meruit Ferat. 
THE Liberals are very good, 
The Rads are first-rate spouters ; 
But the Tories now, ’tis understood, 
Alone are *‘ Out-and-outers,” 





Hoping he will soon be Conway-lescent. 
A FAvosrt too short by half a head 
May shock a gout fastidious ; 
But when gout lays him on his bed, 
His case is, no doubt, pzdeous, 


Recipient of Charity. —“ SPEND IT IN Drink, SiR? No, Sir! Tuat's 
ON’¥Y FOR THE LIK&S OF YOU GENTLEFOLKS, AS CAN AFFORD IT!” 


LM et tl 


TK 
Me | 





























EL cdatomis 


| Fag 
AS, 


CRAYTUR.” 








“A DROP O’ TRH’ 








TURF CUTTINGS, 


To THE Ep1Tor or *‘ Fon,” 


Wij J i SE 

S1r,—I hoped®long ere this to have"set my foot upon my native mud, 
and called myself McTrophonius, but circumstances have intervened to 
prevent my carrying out my determination in this r . Those cir- 
cumstances (not unconnected with a landlacy, and an ficient appli- 
cation of cheques and P.O.O.’s to my late complaint, in consequence of 
a neglect on your part, to which I will not further refer than to charac- 
terize it as ‘‘scandalously disgraceful”) have not yet been overcome, 
and until they are, in words not altogether unfamiliar in this country, 
Fy suis, F'y reste! Soitis from ¢his and not from that side that I view— 


THe CROYDON GRAND INTERNATIONAL HURDLE RAC8, 


Ere many rolliog weeks have hurried past us 
Very far, 








be compelled to take a bath. 


We may do a goodish thing with Theophrastus, 
Tral-lal-lar ! 
We may take in hand the Frigate, 
And the market we may rig it, 
And (if nobody should ‘‘ prig it”), 
ere you are ! 


Or Pizarro you may go and try your luck at, 
I should say ; 


You may even do the same along with Ducat, 
Tral-lal-lay ! 
And it’s possible the Minster 
Hasn't very much ag’inst her, 


So let bachelor and spinster 
Fire away ! 


I am not the one to go and make a hero 
(Or to try !) 
Of that over-weighted animal Bolero, 
Tral-lal-li ! 
But, though Royal Fern may claim a 
Thought, I'd very far from blame a 


Clever cove who's keeping Xema 
In his eye. 


Goodness knows when I shall be home again, now my landlady has 
developed such a pressing desire for my continued presence ; but as 
soon as I do return, /'// Let you know, Yours, &c., 


TROPHONIUS, 
_———— 


A coupe of the “unwashed unemployed” were arrested in South 
Kensington, the other day. One of the fellows had three shillings and 
sixpence in silver, and three shillings and fourpence in bronze, on his 
person ; the other imposter had tenpence ia his A ruccryees They were 
sioging ‘‘ We have no work todo.” The magistrate opined he could 
find them plenty of work to do for a month, in a retreat where they 


would not need to strain their lungs by singing, and where they would 















































. ville 
ciidieiabesthadatehtinie ahha este thine cadieme ticalheadn atti wae = 
nis ep gegen = 


9 oe ee 


a 
























ae ee eg 


—_ Sey eere or pat ean nel: 
ath. 





negyeu- 







































98 


HUN. 





MARCH 3, 1886, 








KNICENAOKS, 


A Hor spring has ‘been discovered in America, in a region which 
abounds with wild ducks, It is frequented by lovers of novelty, who 
take plates, knives, and forks with them, 
and wait till the ducks fly over it. All the 
birds who are rash enough to do so are 
quickly overpowered by the steam, and fall 
into the hissing water. Directly they are 
cooked to a nicety, the lovers of novelty 
fish them out, pull off their feathers, ancl 
gobble them up on the spot. An ancient 
Yankee, who is a constant attendant at the 

eyser spring, devours the birds unplucked, 

e often asks the other Aadi/uds whether 
they know a straight cure for dyspepsia. 
The veracity of this story is sworn to bya 
jovial and voracious English parson, who 
declares he has frequently eaten and di- 
gested fifteen of these curiously cooked 
birds at one sitting. 








POL ICE-CONSTABLEGrooms, who pluckily 
assisted in saving a would-be suicide from drowning, was the recipient 
of a complimentary speech from Mr. Mansfield for his gallant conduct. 
The worthy ‘‘ beak” wound up his oration by saying, “‘ If you were not 
a seliey-cllieer, I should give you a very handsome reward.” The 
constable must have felt nearly as overjoyed as a pretty little married 
lady did when her husband exclaimed, ‘‘ My little tootsie-wootsie pet, 
how charming you look this morniog ! ’pon my word, if you were not 
my wife, I should take you out, and buy you a handsome sealskin 
sacque,” 


Mr, Justice HAWKINS says that ‘‘it is no proof that a dog is 
savage, because he dislikes being washed.” If we may judge canine 
propensities by thoze of the human, Mr. Justice Hawkins is right. It 
is the civilized being who objects to washing; the savage is usually 
extremely cleanly, and fond of the water, 


A TENDER swain, residing in Greenwich, married his fancée because 
she threatened to murder him if he didn’t. Two months of wedded life 
have passed, and we find the tender swain charged at the police-court 
with ii his spouse, and threatening to murder /er, So wags 
the world, 





‘*SPRING-HERLED JACKS” are terrible inflictions in quiet, peaceful 
districts. A supposed S.-H. J. appeared in the neighbourhood of 
Manchester recently. He was scantily attired in white, and bounded 
wildly through the suburban streets at night ; while at times he dashed 
across country, after dusk, at an astounding rate. In consequence of 
the awe-strikiog apparition, several old ladies bad fits, many elderly 
men let fall their pipes and broke them, dozens of children dropped 
jugs of beer they were carrying from the inns to their ancestral roof- 
trees, scores of maidens went into hysterics, numbers of strong-minded 
matrons used strong language, dogs yelped and barked furiously, and 
countrymen rolled into wet ditches, paralyzed with fear. But still the 
fearful form flitted past with lightning speed. At last the suburban 
populace rose to a man, and armed with horsewhips, toasting-forks, 
broom-handles, pokers, brickbats, and flat-irons, they chased the sup- 
posed Jack, uttering horrible cries of vengeance. Luckily they did mot 
catch him, for he was only an athlete, training for a cross-country 
steeplechase. For reasons best known to himself, the man preferred 
taking most of his exercise at night. 


Ir has been decided by the Southwark magistrates that publicans are 
not compelled to serve sober people with drink, The Southwark and 
Vauxhall Water Company took it into their heads that they would 
receive the same consideration in this matter as licensed victuallers ; 
but they were mistaken, and have had to pay 410 and costs, at 
Lambeth police court, for not supplying water to a householder. 


One Mr. Handover states that when plumbers are offended with 
householders, they have “a very happy nack of retaliation.” This 
person has given a timely and considerate warning to ratepayers. 
Householders will be on the alert for the future, and hand over to the 
police any rascally plumbers they catch in acts of * retaliation.” 


A CONT&MPORARY says, ‘‘it is extremely probable that Mr. Russell 
Lowell will make his home amongst us, seek his grave in West- 
minster Abbey.” When Mr. Lowell goes searching about for his last 
resting-place in the Abbey, he had better not ask the vergers whether 
they can help him to select the spot, for they ‘‘is ‘orrid ‘aughty” in 
their manners; and their majestic wrath when roused by tiresome 
questioners is *‘tremenjus to beehold,”’ 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Lorps, Feb, 19.—That rare shell of the aristocra-sea, Baron Merschell 
(for Sir Farrer, from the Commons and the Bu, is Far Farrer way) 
introduces Bills to Consolidate Lunacy Laws to Lords. Some novelty 
in these legislative measures, as a good many of recent Acts seem to 
have been made by lunatics instead of for them. 

Commons. — Soft answers of the O'Morley; turas away Hibernian 
wrath, O'Shea takes his seat amid expressive silenc: from Nationalists. 
‘* Shea is (not) the darling of their hearts.” 

Monday.—‘‘ Who breaks—doesn’t pay.” Noble lords decide that 
Jobn Bull having broken Theebaw, India is to pay the piper; also the 
drummers, and the rest of the regiment. We settle the enemy, India 
settles the bill. Tory lords complain that new Irish Secretary (though 
havisg been so mor: than a fortnight, he ought to be considered quite a 
vet :ran in that post) not sufficiently eager to call out the military to call 
in the rents. Landed proprietors in U; per House afraid they'll soon 
be **landed” only ia diffi ulties. 





Re-enter Kandy, flushed with glory of Orange demonstration, 7.¢., 
pelting G.O.M. behind his back, Wait till he turns round, 

Commons.—Home Sec, announces resignation of Sir E. Henderson 
FuN doesn’t like to hit a man 


of Chief Commissionership of Police. 
when he’s down, but quite resigned to announcement. Tremier moves 
and House agrees to appointment of Select Committee on Procedure. 
John Bull getting impatient at progress of Parliamentary train. Quite 
time the engine was seen to. Mclver (member for Torquay), backed 
by several members for peace at any price and talkee-talkee, attacks 
Government on Burmese question. Object of these gentry apparently 
to reduce British lion to level of a tame cat. Fortunately House, led 
by Gladstone, serves them as they would serve B.L , and sits on them. 

Tuesday —Lords.—ZLes extremes se touchent, Lord Lamington wants 
all public meetings in London squares and parks declared illegal, making 
the innocent orderly citizen responsible for the ruffianly Hyndmanite. 
Not at all acting on the square, my lord. 

Commons.—Howard Spensley elicits from Sir Lyon Playfair that 
scheme for administration of Christ’s Hospital not yet reached Educa- 
tion Department. If Blue Coat School slow in reaching Playfair, FUN 
hopes fair play won’t be long reaching Blue Coat School, where the 
sons of the thriving are usurping the privileges intended for the sons 
of the poor, Sir Robert Fowler informed that canteen keepers in 
Bechuanaland not allowed to serve the natives with anything stronger than 
ginger beer, Feels he hasn't ‘‘ pop”-ped the question in vain, ‘‘Can 
the Ethiop change his skin?” Guess some of those niggers ’ll try now. 

Wednesday.—In Ireland, at all events, town mice becoming jealous 
of country, and Crilly gives vent to his first squeak. ‘‘ Fixity of tenure 
and compensation for disturbance to the house tenant.” Suppose next 
society will be a house league—already ‘‘ half a league onward,” 

Thursday. —Lords.—General depression of trade. 

Commons.—Trevelyan introduces Crofters’ Bili in admirable speech. 
Recommends measure to ‘‘solemn consideration of hon, members,” 
meaning that Skye question won’t admit of Skyelarking. Human lives 
too cheap, and sporting forests too dear that way just now. 
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HAVING A GRAND OLD TIME; OR, TRYING TO SOLVE THE IRISH PROBLEM. 
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TuE Prime Minister commences the consideration of his Irish 
correspondence. 


The cry is still they come. 


Thingsreach aclimax, When Mr Morley 
called for a consultation the right hon, 
gentleman “‘ could not be seen.” 














Fits, 


A BAD fit to have in a theatre—Hiss-terics ! 
Are bad coins nailed to the counter because they are counter-/i/s ? 
The fits given you by your gas are due to your gas-fitter, 


big (the suit, I mean). And if you do not kill him, it is only an instance 
of the survival of the fittest, because it suits you to let it be so. I could 
go on like this /out /’at/or (French), but haven’t any more room. 





A LANCASHIRE magistrate advises shopkeepers never to take ‘‘ white 
pepper” for a bad debt, as it is usually adulterated. Working, through- 
out, on the magistrate’s principle, we feeble mortals would be immediately 
reduced to taking next door to nothing. Ginger, for indigestion; mustard, 
for poultices; butter, for breakfast ; champagne, for lunch; political 
statements, for gospel truth, etc., would all cease to be taken, 
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THE LATEST FASHIONABLE AMUSEMENT. 
(A Baronet assisted the Hangman at an Execution lately.) 


*‘Orr, Cuaprig?” 
“Ya-as, CHaprig, HAVE TO BE UP WITH THE LARK To- 
MORROW. GOING TO GIVE BERRY A HAND, TA-TA!” 





| an evening paper says, “‘ He will do his cause no good by this reversion to the 











| lyrics and legends ; as we read them we seem to dream of distant days, 





| Page, Thearithmetical problem isas easyas ABC, Everyone should compete, 


Your tailor gives you fits when he does not give you fits—i/ i¢’s too | OH, hearken to the bluster, to the bragging and the bounce, 


In a New Character. 
[Referring to Lord Randolph's appeal to the people of Ulster to draw the sword, 


aboriginal type of the Tory Rapparee.’ ] 


Of the bold, rampagious Randolph—hear what words he doth pronounce ; 
Oh, list how he incites to war with Bobadilish glee, 
And you'll notice that our Randolph is a Tory Rapparee, 


As is usual with Randolph, much stage-thunder doth he use— 

Without this loud accompaniment he couldn’t state his views ; 

Yea, he loves the roar and rumble of this thunder, doth R. C., 
And it’s useful when he poses as a Tory Rapparee, 


**To arms!” he shouts, *‘ to arms, I say!’’ (or words to that effect,) 
And hints that every Loyalist his weapons should collect. 

Now, Fun upholds the Loyalists, but would they better be, 

If they heeded the explosions of this Tory Rapparec? 


Not they! This blood-and-thunder tone can be of no avail, 
The Loyalists, as all well know, in courage ne’er will fail ; 

But wherefore stir up class-war, oh, South Paddington’s M.P,? 
Why try this Jingo iugglery, oh, Tory Rapparee? 





New Leaves. 


Tue Sixth Volume of Routledge’s Pocket Li is ‘The Sketch 
Book,” by Washington Irving. It is quite delightful to renew one’s 
acquaintance with these charming sketches, most of them being bi hly- 
finished pictures of life and character.—Under the title of Routledge’s 
World Library these enterprising publishers are now issuing a bi-monthly 
volume, the first being Goethe's ‘* Faust,” in paper covers at Threepence, 
and cloth backs for Sixpence. They are marvels of cheapness and good 
taste. —Messrs, Field and Tuer have sent us some ‘‘ Saxon Lyrics and 
Legends,” after Aldhelm, bY Lochnell, The music and the melody, 
the fire and the spirit of a long past period linger but little in these 


and get glimpses of gleemen, and we like the dream best.—** Lines 
Grave and Gay,” by W. Eldred Warde (same publishers). The grave 
lines scarcely make us grave, or the gay lines gay, though we feel some- 
what inclined to laugh at both, and regret that we do,—In ‘* The Corpse 
in the Copse,” by Lewis Lorraine (alse from Field and Tuer), the reader 
has to wade throvgh a lot of superfluous and See stufl 
before he finds the corpse, and then it is not what he e .—The 
same publishers also send us ‘*‘ Housekeeping Made ,” by a Lady. 
We take off our hat to ‘‘a lady,” who by this method of 
keepi weekly accounts helps to render easy the too often very difficult 
task of housekeeping.—‘‘ Grandfather Lickshingle,” by R. W. Criswel) 
(J. and R. Maxwell). Grandfather Lickshingle licks all for 1——well, 
for laughable ‘‘ lapses,” 

—— OO —————————— 


A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 








“TACK AND ]1Lu's” £5: 5:0 Diophantine Competition is indeed a ‘Four- 
ithe Novelty. ple SENS. a Dictiactine Number in Red on the Front 
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FORMING AN ESTIMATE. 


Mrs, Montmorency Smith.—‘* WELL, AFTER THAT LOVELY SONG, DON’T SAY YOU'RE NOT IN VOICE AGAIN.” 
Tom.—** YOu KNOW WE SHALL THINK THAT ABOUT THE INVOICE ONLY MEANS A SELL,” 











The Infant Prodigy. 
(See CARTOON.) 


Simp_y by way of a few prolegomena, 


Let me observe 


On the wonderful nerve, 


(Quickness of thought 
Into argument brought, 
Pow’r to express 


The same thought with success, 
Nowandthenshown by your Infant Phenomena, 


Yet, notwithstanding their striking precccity, 


Frequently they 
Suffer rapid decay, 
Finding in truth 


The vast promise of youth 

Coming down soon 

(Like the fabled *‘ gone coon ”) 
Into flatulent bosh or derided pomposity. 


Note how the juvenile prodigy carries on, 


| 





Gaining a fame 
That starts up as a flame, 
Often, no doubt, 
To go spluttering out ; 
Then, year by year, 
Note Lord Randolph’s career, 
And draw your own inference from the com- 


parison. 
Bad Man-ners. 


{A Manx Land League is being formed in the Isle of 
Man, but it is doubtful whether it wil meet with the 
approval of the local Parliament, the House of Keys.) 
We feel inclined to say, ‘Declined with 

thanks,” 

Unto this Land League, which is known as 

**Manx ;”” 

We hail a man-date which is rightly weighed, 
But (Isle of) Man-dates cannot be obeyed ; 
Yet, surely, if true business it should block, 
The House of Keys will bring it to a lock. 








CARDINAL NEWMAN isa grand old man. 
He has just passed his 85th birthday. His 
Eminence is respected by people of all creeds 
Protestants and Catholics alike joined in wish- 
ing this gentle Romish priest many happy re- 
turns of the day. We wish the good cardinal 
would denounce, in unmistakable terms, the 
seditious and disgraceful vagaries of certain of 
the Romish priesthood in Ireland. He cer- 
tainly can have no sympathy with these knaves, 
who are a disgrace to their cloth and to civi- 
lization, 





Anxious. 

Dear Mr. Fon,—Can the purchase of a 
tradesman’s hat be fairly termed a mercan-tile 
transaction ?—Yours, Xc., 

ONE WHO WANTs TO KNow. 

New NAME FOR THE City,—The Money- 
cipality of London, 
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| WARNING ! 
When you ask for 


/ 
eens Reckitts 


GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 


Blue 


See that you get it! 


As bad Qualities are often substituted 
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FUN’S TH EATRIOAL “PAGES.” 
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COURT — BREAKING THE ICE: 
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No. 29.—PASSING PLAYS, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


Her Majesty's. — When the estimable Mistress Hannah More 
asserted that attending the opera was asin which, like drunkenness, 





Her Mayjesty's.—(A profos of) Orzratic Form. 


carried with it its own punishment, she was probably in 2 severe mood, 
and guilty of the very human weakness of exaggerating for the sake of 
saying something smart ; there is a lurking truth in the remark, never- 
theless, The love raptures and adventures of a portly, middle-aged 
female with a large mouth, and an equally portly, middle-aged male, 
with grey cheeks and greasy-looking hair, are not enthralling in them- 
selves ; nor do the occasionally thrown in displayed nether limbs of a 
robust contralto add much to the excitement of the scene. When, 
added to this, it is remembered that the whole thing is conveyed in a 
foreign tongue, ‘‘ understanded ”’ of very few, and nine times out of ten 
without the faintest approach to acting ability in its exponents, that the 
scenery and appointments are ‘‘seedy” and inappropriate, and that 
the ‘‘wide mouths” of the principal singers necessitates exorbitant 
charges for admission, it says much for the enduring beauty of the 
music, or the devotion of its admirers, or both, that Grand Opera ever 
gained a footing with us at all. But fashion adopted it, and supported 
it for awhile, and all was well; now, however, fashion bas discarded it, 
opera-bouffe has displaced it, never more will it hold up its head as of 
yore in these lands, and, it is to be presumed, the spirit of Mistress 
Hannah More is at rest—will not be troubled Hannah More, in fact, 





In the more unpretentious form now presented at Her Majesty’s, 
however, opera may fiod a public and a future, ney 0 I must say I 
doubt it), and the appearance of the cheaper parts of the house on the 
opening nights was encouraging enough. Our old friend // 7rovatore 
was trotted out for the occasion, Of the performers in the chief parts 
(all new comers), Mlle. Oselio is undoubtedly the most to be commended ; 
her Azucena was marked with good dramatic as well as singing ability. 
Signor Genoveri gave a good account of Di Luna; and the tenor, Signor 
Fernando, though somewhat hard, was a very respectable Manrico, 
Madame Savelli was scarcely so satisfactory, her top notes are rather 
scratchy ; she is not without merits, however, by any means, The 
orchestra is very good indeed. a 
THe Otympic.—"' A//ered from a masterpiece’’ is surely the most 
original of all ways of recommending a literary work. Yet this is the 
recommendation with which the late Charles Reade’s 7%e Countess and 
the Dancer (nde Fealousy ) is presented to our notice. The fact of alter- 
ation explains how it comes that it is no longer a masterpiece (and the 
process appears to have been characteristically drastic), but there is no 
clue to the mystery why a play which practically failed eight years ago, 
should have been revived in these more severely critical times. If it was 
to prove that Mdme, has little or no histrionic ability, we had 
learned that already one direful afternoon at the Gaiety. If it was to 
expose herself to the ridicule of a severely tired though scanty audience 
by references to her youth and beauty (her claims to which it were un- 
t to enter into), she was surely ill-advised ; or if it was to show (at 
expence of ‘‘ waits” of from fifteen to twenty minutes duration) that 
somebody besides Mrs, Langtry could have beautiful dresses (and thereby 
offend 7he Bat for ever), the game was scarcely worth the candle, 


It is the best kindness to Mdme. Borry (for which she will probably 
be far from thankful) to point out that she is not fitted in the least for 
o pee she seems desirous of adopting; her present abilities 

d fail to do justice to the most insignificant part, and anyone per- 
suading her to the contrary is deceiving her, even if the “ ader ’’ is 
berself. She never expresses a feeling or a shade of a feeling ; directly 








she finds herselt in sight of an emotion, she givesa sort of mental ‘‘ jib” 
and refuses, just as she walks about the **jibbing ’ 
the play to the other. Whether she ‘‘feels that within” to encourage 
her to persevere, or whether she hadn’t better give it up as a bad job, are 
questions for her own decision ; but if she is determined to go on, let 
her give herself a chance, at least. Don’t let her appear in a theatre 
discredited by misfortune, and don’t let her treat her audience quite so 
cavalierly on the next occasion. For my part, however, although I 
think Mdme. Borry might achieve some success as a ** champion slow- 
change artist and tight-lacer,” I do not think she will ever take a com- 
manding place on the regular stage. 


Except for a young gentleman who irritated us, and suggested an 
Irish descent by frequent references to a ‘‘ goddus,” the “‘ support ” was 
reasonably good. Mr. W. Herbert acted with gentlemanly ease and 
finish as the somewhat vacillating and weak-minded Count; Miss Edith 
Bruce gave a smart and clever rendering of the dancer; Mr. A. Wood, 
though a little heavy, was acceptable as Kraft, the agent—a part 
Flockton played so admirably in ‘78; and the remaining members of 
the company were all up to good working level. 


THe Haymarket (Jforning). — An experimental matinée of 
Brovgham's old piece, Playing with Fire, was given here last week, 
It was acted with some spirit by Messrs, Brookfield, Dacre, Kemble 
and Compton, and Misses Enson, Munroe and Illington, but its basis 
is too vague, and its misunderstandings are too artificial for tastes 
whetted by the ingeniously-managed intrigues of modern farcical comedy 
—at least that is my notion—and I should think the contemplated course 
of putting it into the evening bill would not result satisfactory to the 
management, Still, some of it is very amusing, and ‘‘ you never know.” 
It is not a good play, but it might do for a while. 


Nops AND WINKS,—Miss Minnie Palmer appeared at the Crystal 
Palace yesterday in My Sweetheart, and does so at Brighton on the 
19th, and at the Palace again on the 25th. So now you know where to 
find her on those dates if you want her—Mr. Drew says he means to 
follow up the Dickens Celebration with a Shakespearian ditto—‘‘a 
musical and dramatic matinée at a good west-end house, with a fancy 
ball to follow.” Good gracious! how long is that matindée to last? or 
how early is that ball to commence ?—7%e Lights o’ London is up at 
the Surrey, and running with all ec/é¢.—In the course of Mr. J. L, 
Shine’s tour, recently started, Mr. Malcolm Salaman’s comedietta, 
Boycotted (music by Eugene Barrett), will be produced (probably at 
Manchester). The little piece has been strengthened a bit, and ought 
to *‘travel” well.—Besides some well-known metropolitan actors and 
actresses, Mr. Edouin has engaged several provincial favourites for the 
new burlesque, Oliver Grumble, at the Novelty. Miss Addy Conyers 
and Miss Nellie Murray are two of them, and right clever ‘* young 
persons” they are—exferto crede.—The influence of the deaf mute in 
Enemies has been prompt and potent; the South London Deaf and 
Dumb Benefit Dramatic Club have played Ham/et in their own lan- 





Tue Otymric.—A Bruce on THE ArT oF Conovest. 


guage !—A new one-act piece, by Mr. Sidney Grundy, will shortly be 
produced at the Prince’s, It seems Zmemies is in for a run there, and 
the new first piece is to be put on because Mrs, Langtry says she wants 
“more work,” It seems to me she wants more play, NgsTOR. 








Her Majesty's political bias has been commented upon in many 
places. Now over-zealous partizans are exercised from the fact that the 





first entertainment Her Majesty publicly attended was an ora- 7ory-O. 
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Sermons in (Precious) Stones. 


(The Heliotrope is said to have the power to render the wearer invisible.) 


THE Heliotrope’s a convenient stone, 
More useful than many a gem : 
For ornament some stones are handy alone, 
Small suse is discovered in ¢hem ; 
But the Heliotrope (if the sages speak truth) 
Makes the wearer unseen at his will— 
Which is really a handy arrangement, forsooth, 
For a small precious stone to fulfil, 
For many a person may often give sco | 
To these marvellous powers of the Heliotrope. 


Suppose you espy, as you walk in the street, 
Some bore whom you wish to pass by ; | 
Or your tailor, whom, maybe, you don’t wish to meet, 
Or some borrowing friend, draweth nigh ; | 
Then the stone (if you have one) will prove a true friend, _ 
Bidding anxious forebodings begone, 
For in front of folks’ optics unseen you may wend, 
Resuming your shape later on— 
Whenever, in fact, out of sight you would *‘slope,’’ 
Just mutter a spell o’er your Heliotrope, | 





Suppose you are walking with her whom you prize, 
And to whom you're “‘ engaged,” we’ll suppose, 

And you'd safely pass by ’neath a former flame’s eyes, 
Thus ’scaping anxiety’s throes ; 

You have only to gaze on this wonderful stone, 
And you'll forthwith invisible be : 

The girl on your arm will seem walking alone, 
And you'll thus dodge the previous she. 

In short, for much service that party may hope 

Who always is armed with a Heliotrope, 


A sudden thought striketh ** Yours truly,” the Bard, 
Concerning this magical gem : 
A great many find it exceedingly hard 
Adversity’s current to stem, 
For fortune some always appear on the search ; 
But, lo! all their searching seems vain— 
By fortune they mostly are left in the lurch, 
And the reason at last appears plain : 
Whene’er after fortune they fitfully grope, 
That goddess must put on her Heliotrope. 








ENGLAND is asked for monetary assistance on behalt of the | 
indigent Greeks. The excuse given is the distress caused by | 
the mobilization of the Greek army. Providence, it seems, _ 
has ordained that the Greeks must suffer for their projected | 
theft of land, With so many hungry and deserving claimants | 
for relief at home, it would be crzminal of British philan- | 
thropists to reply to such a ridiculous appeal. | 


/ Y i SS = ~ > 
al Dd | SS — NN 
THE HELIOTROPE. K SSS 





a 


Ss ven a) ter WN 7 : 
Se TIN 


\ «< \ 


\ \\ \\\ 
i \\ 
| \ 














a itil = ae 


A FATAL OBJECTION, 


The Friend of her Bosom.—‘* WHAT, REFOSED CHARLIE CRICHTON? 
Wuy, you Si.Lty GIRL, He's THE CATCH OF THE SEASON—GOOD LOOKS, 
GOOD FORM, GOOD BLOOD, AND AS RICH AS HE'S NICE, WHAT POSSIBLE 
OBJECTION COULD YOU HAVE TO HIM?” 

The Belle of every Ball she goes to,—** WELL, YOO seg, Dear, IF CHARLIE 
AND I weRE MARRIED WE COULDN’T DANCE TOGETHER, AND I DIDN'T 
FEEL RQUAL TO THE SACRIFICE.” 








Poltwattle’s Pancakes. 


WHEN Poltwattle was a little boy—oh! he was a little boy once— 
unkind sneers to the contrary notwithstanding—with the children it 
was a custom in his native village—(Stogursey, properly Stoke-Courcy, 
and corrupted ¢hen into Segussy, in Somerset)—at Shrovetide to wander 
round to the neighbouring cottages and sing in a monotonous minor— 

*' Tippetty, tippetty, tippetty toe, 

Please gi’ me a flitter and then I'll go.” 

And as this was repeated with unrelaxing persistency until they did 
“‘gi’ a flitter,” and, as the victims knew it, the “ flitter” was generally 
speedily forthcoming. On the special occasion to which Peter is 
alluding, he had got so full of pancakes, or “‘ flitters,” as they used to 
call the fritters, that a few more would infallibly have burst Poltwattle, 
for the victims had been more than usually susceptible of sweet music’s 
powers that morning. Anyhow, poor little Peter had made away with 
Be ye like twenty-six flitters. When he arrived at Mr. Liversha’s 
—he used to be called Vickery for short—Heaven only knows why !— 
he made the little pancake-seeker enter, sit by the fire, and eat. Peter 
was equal to a good deal in a good cause, so he set to work. Soon his 
cheeks began to swell, then his eyes began to bulge out, then one of the 
buttons flew off his vest, then one from his tro—hem! Mr. Vickery 
seemed to be bursting too—with laughter.. He said, ‘‘Go on, Molly, 
g! un zum more! Mak’ ’un bust if can!” 

I must say Molly tried her level best to do it; and I will do Peter 
the justice to say that he ably seconded her efforts ; and I do not think 
it was his fault if he didn’t *‘ bust.” One more “ flitter” filled Peter to 








the brim. Off flew more buttons, Total, thirty-three ‘‘ flitters,” and 





seven buttons. 
‘* How many hast ate?” asked Mr, Vickery, 
“‘ Thirty-dree !” responded Poltwattle. 
‘¢ Then, darn my rags! ef sha’tten mak’ op the dree dozen,” 
Poltwattle tried to get another one down, but there wasn’t room, 
The apartment swam before him, and the next thing he knew was h- 
was being pumped on in the garden. 
That was the last time Poltwattle went a ** flittering.” 





New Leaves, 


‘‘Pixe County Ballads, and other Poems,” by Colonel John Hay 
(J. and R. mw wa be en is a wy of a ieslp aos ." 
**other poems,” it is not very glowing; a lively 
the ballads, though the spirit is not strong.—‘‘ Royal Blue Book” 
(Gardiner and Son). However carefully a work like this may be com 
piled, it is almost inevitable that there will be omissions, and “* good 
ness us me! what matters if all the rest of the ‘fashionable world 
are there if I am pot?—if my name, and the name of she road that 
live in are left pod By blue! I rene 3 blue, apd may look till all 
blue, but cannot my name in ue Book, 

‘A Central African Buster,” by Elijer Goff (Simpkiv, Marshall and 
Co.; Manchester: John Heywood), Many a hearty laugh we have had 
hitherto over the books by Elijer Goff, but over we have gone a 
** buster,” 
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TRAGICAL—COMICAL—HISTORICAL—PASTORAL—IN BECHUANALAND. 


(Ma. O, Moraan stated, in the House of Commons, that spirits are not in future to be sold to the natives in Bechuanaland. Ginger-beer may be indulged in by them.] 









































“ Toss ‘um for drinks?” said a Bechuana chief "No whishky, boysh.” said the storekeeper. ‘Taint De debbil’s in de bottle ! 
to his bosom friend. good for you. You can have shinsher-beer. 
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Drink ‘um up quick, before ‘um all run away ! Golly! Dat be gorrible nasty stuff! Now we go and KILL dat storekeeper ! 
. , , 
IN THE GALE! conversation. He says he will, but that there is a good deal of fever 


on the continent; though, for the matter of that, there is some in 
England, and he has only just come from the funeral of a friend who 
has succumbed to the fever. 

We rather edge away from him, and some of us order brandy. 
‘We'll have a cigar on deck,” someone says. We go up on deck. It's 
cold enough to make an Irish member hold his tongue. It is blowing 
rather hard. Several people seem to be busy in looking over the bul- 
warks. A red-nosed lady rushes up to me, grasps wildly at my arm, 
and dashes at the bulwarks. Another lady does the same; then 
another. There’s quite a row of them; you might fancy there was a 
Lord Mayor’s Show going on in the water below, and they were all 
looking at it. A man comes up to me and says, *‘ Are you a good 
sailor?” I answer, ‘‘Yes!” He says, ‘I’m a splendid sailor.” The 
overacoal trap. A creature in a great coat smelling of bad rum says, ship lurches, he falls in among the ladies and knocks them about like 
‘* Getting your sea legs, sir? You'll be quite a Nelsing soon,” Ishould | P!2¢P!ns. Then he begins to watch the Lord Mayor's Show, too. I go 
like to be able to break my umbrella over his head, only I daren’t. | below into my bunk, The steward raps me up, and brings me a glass 
“‘ This way to the saloon.” I go into a little door, down a staircase, | Of 8f0g- There is a most frightful rattle of glass, Processions of 
and into a room below, full of bunks. ‘You'll sleep like atop, sir,” | Stewards, too, with basins, ‘‘ Regler bull in a china shop, ain't it? 
says a steward. I shall sleep like a fool for being ass enough to come | said one of the stewards, How the water washes and splashes against 
at all. Go up into the saloon, Two red-nosed women with three red- | the side of the boat! Awful rattling noise. *‘Can that be stopped?’ 
nosed daughters. A yellow-faced foreigner whom I could swear will be I say to the steward, ** Well, Sit, not exactly; it’s the rudder chain. 
ill in the night. A fat parson, and two or three beggars in ulsters, I Hang the chain!" I say. ‘* Well, you couldn't exactly hang it on 
sit down and eat large quantities of pickles, and wonder how much my = YOUFr_ Waistcoat, anyhow,” he answers. The impudence of these men 
nephew’s funeral will cost me. Somebody says he hopes we shall have | CUsht to be put a stop to, I say, **Oh my, steward! why did I come 
a smooth passage. A fellow blue with cold says there have beenagood 3! all?’ There's a perfect row going on about me, A night on the 
many wrecks lately ; then he adds that it was always a peculiar aversion | North Sea, and then a funeral afterwards. What a fool I was to come 
of his to be drowned at sea; that he can't bear the idea of crabs and | * all. Di0GENES TUBES. 
things walking over him. At this, one of the red-nosed women lays 
down her fork and says she hopes that the gentleman will change the Tue City to which all Fair-Traders are Commended.—Recipro-city. 


‘Your poor nephew is now no more,” Well, a good job too: 
When he was alive he was always a great deal too much, He hada 
small allowance from me on which he used to live in Bryvanne, Belgium, 
I always allowed him too much, stood too much of bis infernal impu- 
dence. The English consul has written to me to expect me to bury 
him. To bury! well, that’s one comfort, anyhow. I never can under- 
stand, for the life of me, why uncles should be expected to lovk after 
their nephews. Because your brother used to thrash you when you were 
a boy and used to steal your pocket-money ! that’s a reason. is it, why 
you should keep his son? Bah! However, I suppose I shall have to 
go. Fancy having to cross the North Sea this weather. It's bad 
enough to have to go to North H[ampstead. At last I’ve got on board, 
It’s very dark, ‘* This way to the saloon.” Oh, lor! I've fallen down 
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THE BRITISH TAR. 





Tue other day our little boy, our youngest, Johnny, begged to be told 
a story of adventure. We reflected a moment. ‘‘ What,” we asked 
ourself, **can be fuller of thrilling interest and noble example than the 
annals of our British mercantile marine? What more calculated to 
inspire the young Briton with patriotic zeal and pride in our insular 
seamanship? Nothing! And by whom shall the perils of the deep, 
and the glorious passages of bold adventure, be more fittingly told than 
by the stalwart sons of our native land, who have themselves gone 
through them? By none!” 

59 we took our youngest, Johnny, by his small, expectant hand, and 
led him down to Shadwell—“‘ for there,” we said, ‘‘ we shall find the 
British seaman at home, We will accost him genially, shake his horny 
and honest hand, accept a chew of his hearty and wholesome quid, and 
beg of him a hornpipe, a sailor’s song, a story of wild adventure!” 

We arrived at Shadwell. ‘* Now,” we said encouragingly to our 
youngest, Johnny, ‘let your small pulse quicken with enthusiasm, for 
doubtless the next manly form we meet will be that of the British seaman.” 
But we failed to find the British seaman ; so we inquired of one who 
evidently knew the locality. ‘British seaman?” said he, ‘Oh, if 
that’s all you want, there’s one of ’em over there.” 

‘Tf that’s all you want!” we repeated. ‘‘ A nice way to speak of the 
British seaman! What more cou/d you want?” But we approached 
the form indicated, and drew it reverently into the parlour of a nautical 
public house, and begged it to be seated. We called for drinks; we 
spoke enthusiastically to the form of the briny deep—of England’s 
supremacy—of British pluck—of hearts of oak. The form took the 
drinks and grinned, but spoke not. We addressed more discourse to 
it; it merely shook its head and signed for more drinks, We spoke of 
ships—of backstays and booms, of scuppers and scuttling ; still the form 
did not understand. Then we pointed to a model of a ship that stood 
in the window ; and the form surveyed it with inquiring interest, and 
shook its head, 

‘‘Who is this form?” we asked of the landlord. ‘It does not 
appear to recognise a ship.” 
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c , Well, p'r'aps that ain’t to be wondered at,” replied the host. ‘‘ He's 
only a British seaman fresh from Scandinavia : and, as he only holds a 








discharge describing him as a first-class able-bodied sailor of the name 
of John Smith, of London, p’r'aps it ain’t to be wondered at as he can’t 
understand a word of English, and don’t know what aship is,” Opening 
the window, we gathered up the form of John Smith and dropped it 
into the black and hurrying river. Then we turned to the host and 
said, *‘ Fetch usin a British seaman.” The host went, and returned 
with a fresh form. We approached it as we had the first one ; it took 
the drinks ; then we began to speak of the rolling ocean. The effect 
was remarkable; at the word ocean the form rolled its eyes, turned 
bright green, and clasped its hands upon its waist, We glanced in- 
quiringly at the landlord. ‘*Ah!” he said; ‘he’s only a British sea- 
man, and the sea makes him dreadfully sick. He ain’t long come from 
his native Germany, and his discharge says he’s a British seaman of the 
name of John Smith,” 
Again we opened the window; again an attenuated and undersized 
form splashed into the sullen water, and went under a barge. ‘' Go 
forth again,” we said to the landlord, ‘‘and fetch in British seamen—a 
consignment of them to choose from,” 
He went again, and returned with an assortment, We chose one; 
we grasped his manly hand, and spoke of ships. At the word he drew 
forth an augur from a concealed pocket, and feigned to bore a hole 
through something. ‘‘Scuttling,” remarked the host; ‘that’s all the 
seamanship as he knows; you see he’s only a British seaman, born of 
black parents in Manilla; and his name’s only John Smith—so what can 
you expect ?” 
Again we opened and closed the window; again we chose a British 
tar. This time we spoke of ‘‘skippers.” At the word his teeth gleamed 
interestedly, and he plucked forth a long knife, and feigned to draw it 
across a throat, Then we spoke of first and second mates; and he 
made pretence to stab right and left. ‘‘A. B, British sailor from the 
Solomon Islands, of the name of John Smith,’’ explained the host. 
‘* Vould you oblige me with a British sailor who can speak a word or 
two of English ?” we asked of the host. 
The host scratched his head. ‘* There was one answering that descrip- 
tion a year or two ago,” he murmured ; ‘* but I fancy he’s took to sweepin’ 
a crossing, because it’s a more respectable trade and the companionship 
isn’t so low, and better prospects, and pays such a deal better.” So our 
poor little Johnny is disappointed. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FRIDAY, 27th Feb.—Lords.—In what Commons call ‘‘the other 
place,” Eels Bill occupies so/e at-tench-ion. 

Commons.—Loyal little Member for Peckham up, and very much 
down on il]-bred cads who hissed that time-honoured toast, ‘‘ The 
Queen.” Bradlaugh declaims in eloquence as flowing as his frock-coat 
against perpetual pensions. 

..- And all on oot he fights 
Seeking for Richmond, 

like Richard the Third, Nation beginning to get tired of the burdens 
laid upon it by that ‘‘much too Merry” Monarch, Charles II, When 
plebeian paupers are grudged an ounce of tea at one shilling and four- 
pence a pound, and thousands of the honest poor are starving, it is time 
to consider the tens of thousands paid to aristocratic unemployed ; and 
Bradlaugh will find lots of men at his back in this fight who wore the 
other side’s colours in the * Battle of the Oath.” 

Monday—Lords,—Lord Chancellor's Lunacy Bill read second time. 
No more private lunatic asylums in future to be licensed, Madhouses 
of the future to be ‘‘ open to all,” even on Sundays. 
Commons.—Gang warily, Mr. Morley. Mr, Curtin’s ‘‘death” was 
a “murder,” as the House insisted. Sops to Cerberus may be more 
expensive than muzzles. Mr. Bradlaugh in the track of the Wolff. 
Thinks mission to the Porte dear at £25,000. This vote made a peg 
for debate on Egyptian policy. Charlie Beresford responds amid cheers 
for the Navy; Col. Duncan for the Army, so that two tried heroes 
flash their maiden swords in the wordy battle. General rush from all sides 
to shake hands with the hon. and gal. member for Finsbury, and con- 
gratulate him on his chivalrous defence of the down-trodden Egyptian. 
Ultimately, Government scores off Bradlaugh. <2, 
Tuesday. —Lords in Lux way. Rayleigh introduces Electric Light- 
ing Amendment Bill, Must call him in future Lord Electric A’ayleigh. 
In electric world, this legislation on insulation, this descent of blue 
blood to the incandescent, this new current for noble efforts will cause a 
flutter in the dovecot—or rather, a Brush in the Swannery. 
Commons.—7Zimpora mutantur. Bradlaugh patted on the back all 
round for able speech on Labour Statistics, and virtuous indignation 
against men who ‘make a trade of the miseries of the poor.” Expect 
Charles will wind up as a pillar of the Conservative party, and a right 
hon, Any way, to-night he struck a good blow against those who, 
‘* striking ”’ while the iron is hot, make so many furnaces for ever cold, 
and those others who “lock-out” work as well as workmen. ' 
Wednesday. —Commons on second reading of Irish Labourers’ Amend- 
ment Act. Parnellites support it with might and Mayne, 
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THE BRITISH WORKING MAN. 
WAY OF A CHANGE,—HIs VIEWS ON MOTUAL INTERESTS. 


Just Ong More or His PHASES, BY 








It's fellers like Joe dues all the ‘arm. I orfen explained to Joe as our in- ** But one day, wen I was out o’ work through refusing to lend my counter ance 
terests was identercal, and what was hisn ought to belong to me too.” to makin’ a article in a new way that ‘ud bring back trade to the guv’nor, I sees 
Joe a-goin’ to work. So I puts it to’im: ‘Can't you see that if my fam'ly’s 

a-Starvin’ yours oughter be too? You oughter give up yor employment.'” 


NEE bine 
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So Isestothe law: ‘ Look 'ere—Joe’s got a bit o’ bread-an’-cheese ; you jest tal:e away ‘arf of it and give it to 


‘Well, if you'll beli.ve me, he coul n't see it! 
me.’ But the Law wou'da't!” 


A 


“7 f 


Sef 
a2 








-_— 
~~ —_ 
ae 





‘_-« 


“er sorc a ke } | ‘ ) =o . : } . 7 
al Then, as a last res: rce I makes a pope to Joe. I ses :—* Wy don't you give up your work and emmergrate, s>'s to leave room or me? Then I should ‘ave 
# all my Own way with the guy por, and be able to drive the trade right out o the country: that's the way to benefit the workin’ classes And, would you believe 


t?—if he didn't go an’ say, ‘ Wy don't you emmergrate, the fe ema te! itty ideer! W ke it} ! 
t go an’ say, ‘Wy don't pow emmergrate, t | Meemmergrate! A pritty ideer! Who's to make it bad for the employers wen /'»: gon?” 
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SAR, I WISH YOU 








THROUGH.” 
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WERE WILLIAM—HE’D PULL ME 
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Qaoth the Parchment-Punisher, ‘‘ Be in 

come ! time ! Pus 

Quoth our friend on the right as he bangs | And see our show, which is real sub- 
the drum. lime ! Y 

** Come see a show that is worth your ~—— and fishes of learning and 


“WALK up. walk up! Hi! quickly 


The Forgotten Foreigner, 
(By THE LANDLADY’s DAUGHTER.) 


O48, no, we never mention him ; 
His conduct was absurd, | ...“°% 

Memma says all the sense in him 
Was not more thanathird ~~ 

Of what in boys there ought to be; 
But itn, we're now estranged, 

Since once he only thought of me, 
I’m sure he’s not deranged. 


Oh, no, we never think of him— 
We never backward look ; 
But. ah! the wicked wink of him 
Was cast towards the cook, 
And really her audacity 
Was fit one’s blood to stir, 
Though Pa says such an ass as he 
Was only fit for her, 


Oh, no, I never dream of him, 
Though handsome, dark and tall, 

I must admit ’twas mean of him 
To sneak into the hall 

And take poor Pa’s new overcoat, 
And kiss the servant maid, 

And vanish by the Dover boat, 
And leave his rent unpaid. 

But though I never dream of him, 
Nor talk of him, nor think ; 

And, though ’twas very mean of him, 
I can’t forget his wink, 


——— 


Watt's This? 

















cash | 
He a, as he makes the cymbals 


For a y, your hearts with delight 
c will fil i 





{[Mr. G. F. Watts, R.A., has written toa 
friend to say that he no longer works as a 
‘professional man.” All that he is pro- 
ducing, or may produce, is for the nation. ] 


No pictures Watts’-soe’er for the 
profession 
Will G., F, Watts, R.A., in future 


. ar 
But for the *‘nation” will he seek 





“The Acrobat-Ape—the Acting Stork— progression— = 
And the wonderful Saute dal dead a be this sesolve a friend he doth 
And the Thought-Reading Flea that Hope not to say, “In this resolve 
a finds a pin, he’s faltered,” 
= cobegint”’ an ey? Wess shout te Watt’s—R-A-nged will not by 
Watts be altered. 











A HARD ROW,' 
By A Sea-SCARER, 


It was on the quay of the little of St. Michael’s Mount, Corn- 
wall, that I met an old salt, who told me the following tale :— 

‘*The curiousest thing I ever see'd in thirty years aboard ship was 
some years ago, when I was on a voyage from Bristol to New York. 
We were Seamed in the middle of the Atlantic, and a man was sent 
aloft to see if he could find any sign of wind. No sooner was he up 
aloft than he hailed, ‘Deck, ahoy! Two men rowing in a boat, right 
abeam, about two miles.’ The captain at once took his glass and went 
tohave a look. As soon as hecame down, he sent the mate with a boat 
and crew to rescue the shipwrecked men. As we got nearer to them we 
saw they took no notice of us, or the ship, but kept on rowing straight 
ahead ; and when we got close to them we could see that they were 
nothing but shadows, We lay to alongside and watched them as they 
still steadily rowed on, never looking at us. One of our men put out 
his band and tried to catch hold of an oar, but felt nothing but a whiff 
of cold air, The boat was a perfect skeleton, but yet there was no water 
in it, The sea formed a skin like the boards, and looked like glass. I 
soon began to in the two men friends of mine when we were 

at Marazion; one was called Tom Pengelly, the other 
remullon, Tom Pengelly I recognised by the first joint of three 
fingers of bis right hand being cut off, which happened to him when he 
was ostler at ‘Cornish Arms’ at Helston, I then remembered 
that more than twenty years ago these two—then young men—took an 
oath that they would row in an open boat across to America, and I re- 
collected how they started; and as nothing was ever heard of them 
again, they were supposed to have been drowned, ill this I told to the 
mate and boat's crew. These two poor fellows must have been rowing 
away like this for over twenty years; but although they appeared to 


have been rowing hard, they made no progress. After rowing round 
them a few times, we returned to the ship. The captain hardly believed 
our story, and went off in the boat to see for himself. His crew was 
different this time, except for me, whom he took because of my acquaint- 
ance with the men in the other boat, Again, as we approached them, 
they became more shadowy, and the captain was quite satisfied with the 
reality of this extraordinary vision. As soon as he got back on board, 
he entered full particulars in the log, giving the latitude and the longi- 
tude where they were seen, and which was signed by the crews of the 
boat. The captain has often since sailed about that part, and asked his 
friends to do so as well, but no sign of them has ever been seen again. 
My opinion is that they have been frozen up in an iceberg, and that 
some time they will be seen in the clear ice rowing away as usual,” 

I asked him if he had a copy of the log. He said, **I have had one, 
but I showed it to a gent a year or two ago, who said he was a news- 
paper man, and who gave me a guinea for it. He promised to send me 
a copy, but has never done so; and as I don’t know his name, shall 
never get it. Now, sir, don’t you consider that a curious thing?” I 
said I did, and asked him to adjourn to the little inn to join me in some 
beer, which I wanted to wash down this ** hard row,” 





THE new Ambassador from China to England is announced to be a 
pearson | of our own—LIN a Fon, This is not to be taken as at 

em an intention of Lyn-ching Fun, but properly means Line 
Shine Fun—that is, that every line of Fon thiees.—0  E. D. 





A FRENCH reporter tells his countrymen that ‘the name of Hyndman 
strikes John Bull with terror.” That reporter is competent to write 
reliable ‘‘ snake stories,” and “‘ piscatory anecdotes.” 
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Against the Wind, 
(Sgz CARTOON.) 


On, the keen March wind ! 
There is something quite unkind 
In its habit (nowise nice) 
Of intruding, cold as ice, 
And discovering your weak spots in 
a trice ; 
Whilst its very searching mode 
Of expressing ‘‘ You be blowed !” 
When you have to try to face it on 
your road, 
Makes you shiveringly long for any 


e 
Just to get out of the range 
Of the keen March wind, 


'Tis a tiresome wind ! 
And its counterpart you'll find— | 
That is, Mr. Courtney will, 
With his Women’s Suffrage Bill, 
If he thinks to skate along without 
a spill ; 
Since he’s sure to have totack, | 
Should henot bequiteturned back, | 
While beneath its struggling freight 
the ice may crack 
And the stemming forces bring him 
to his knees : 
For a House of Commons breeze | 
Is a tiresome wind. 











Un-Gin-erous, 


° ae 

(The Chairman of the Board of Inland af 

Revenue laments the persistent decrease oe 

in the consumption of gin. ] e 

IF this lament is gin-uine, we think 
The reason why gin-drinking now anette 
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is rare, a agua ee a ® 
Is not that many are less given to a may eee a , ‘ o" 4 
drink, TTP 
: . And wonderful sights in that caravan | A comical clown was the Chimpanzee, But of all the sights that the Circus 
Or that they now consider gin @ | neti chted the heart of admiring Man— | And in the Circus he showed much possessed— 
snare ; Some Jeger-ce-pied by the Magical glee ; The sight that was followed with greatest 
Perhaps this statement may the cause Mouse And he executed full many a fling zest— 
reveal, (In yy eee parlance), ‘‘ brought down | As he — the “‘ balloons” in the well- | Was ae _ Trick Act (quite devoid of 
‘4% Tt the house !”’ tanned ring. m), 
That drinking gin is not now deemed The Baboon's jump—on the Rollicking 
gin-teel, | Ram | 











TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe Epitor or “* Fon,” 

















valise as hostage for my return with satisfaction for her claims. It is, 
therefore, in the full enjoyment of liberty that I pen the following 


Tip FOR THRE GRAND NATIONAL OrgN HuNTER’s STERPLECHASE, 


HAVE you heard of the chance of Athlone? 
Ochone } 


The best that I’ve latterly known, 
Though Lord Bacon’s no drone, 








S1r,—I have mollified my landlady somewhat ; she is suspicious, but 
acquiescent, I have persuaded her to let me depart and to accept my 





| Page. Thearithmetical problem isas easyas A BC, Everyone should com 


And the Ospray has flown, 
While there’s Blue-stocking’s chance to be shown 
You'll own, 
And you needn’t leave Portia alone, 


And so no more at present, I hope to be in England—happy, happy 


England !—next week. Meantime, I am, yours, &c., 
TROPHONIUS, 


P.S.—The landlady didn’t examine my valise ! 
P.S. 2,—There is nothing in it! ! 





The Brickbat Society. 
(ESTABLISHED 1518.) 


AFTER careful consideration on the part of the Select Committee 
appointed in July, 1865, to inquire into the general public feeling which 
repudiated the idea that the meetings of this hon, and learned Society 
should be kept private, the Committee have at last reported their con- 
victions to the Grand High Council, and for the future One Reporter 
and One Artist will be allowed in the Reporters’ Gallery. Their com- 
bined efforts will appear every week in “TACK AND JILL,” commencing 


March 13th, 18386. 





Old Con.—Very Rare. 


Why is a theatrical understudy a very good-natured person ?—Be- 
cause he is always ready to take another person’s part. 

[/s he? We have seen some understudies in our time! Would they 
had been—even ncarly—ready |—Ep. } 


A oe ee 








A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 


“TACK AND JILL's" £5: 5 : 0 Diophantine Competition is indeed a Fe 
PP peat Every copy has a Distinctive Number in Red on the F 
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Love's Butcher Boy. 
; **Come, buy, buy, buy !” 
Cries Cupid the sly, 
To people who seek him 
from various parts ; 
** Prime hearts, I say, 
Are cheap to-day. 
Ww away! weigh away! 
quality hearts.” 


An daily do scores 
Call at Cupid's stores ; 
But he findeth time to at- 
tend to them all, 
Yea, all day long 
He’s beset by a throng— 
The rich and the poor, the 












great and the small, 
So, this blithe young 
blade 


Drives a roaring trade— 
Yea, aided by Hymen he 
makes it pay, 
Many hearts are sold, 
But if truth must be told, 
He prefers that the hearts 
should be given away, 








HOTCH POTCH. 


A CONTEMPORARY opines that the public have made up their minds that 
Home Rule must be granted. Although it might be a great convenience 
and relief to the community at large, were a large number of Irishmen 
allowed to destroy each other, we question whether the English public 
really feel inclined to let them do so, 


A MAN named Renshaw, who was wrongly sentenced in January to 
five years penal servitude, has just been *‘ pardoned” by the Queen. 
This unfortunate being, who has undergone a considerable amount of 
mental and physical torture, bas 70 legal claim for compensation, There 
is a big hole in the law on this subject. It requires darning. 


A GENTLEMAN of independent means, residing at Derby, sauntered 
forth the other day. While taking his walk abroad he rested at various 
places, and nefariously took a hymn book, a prayer book, a toilet cover, 
anda jug. He also took a glass—a glass too much. Next day he made 
his twenty-fifth appearance before a magistrate, who sent him up for a 
menth, with a message to the good chaplain, asking that divine to sort 
over the prisoner's morals, The gentleman of independent means asked 
if he might be allowed to retain the prayer book and bymn book he had 
annexed, as he felt sure they would come in handy to the prison clergyman. 


nee pee 


The Little Lord’s Latest. 

{Lord Randolph Churchill! has written to the Dasly News, charging it with print- 
ing ‘false statements, libels, and calumnies, regarding his change of front on the 
Home Rule Question.” No danger is anticipated.) 


ro 








WARMED up by frenzy’s fuel, Randy here provokes a duel, 
And makes a violent attack on Mr. Daily News. 

Randy’s in a frightful flutter, ‘cause D. NV. dared to utter 
An opinion on the shiftiness of his (Lord Randolph's) views ! 


Now, in such a foollsh quarrel, ‘tis (to touch on slang) a ‘‘ moral,” 
That the reckless little Randolph can't successfully come through— 
And if R. seeks reparation from a// people in this nation 
Who believe him inconsistent—he will have enough to do ! 








EKNICKNAOKS. 


CRIMINALS in France are fed rather worse than British paupers* 
Their meals, it appears, are supplied by contract. The contractor’s 
charge is usually somewhere about one franc 
a-head ger diem, Asa rule, the gentle con- 
tractors supply about two sou’s worth of food 
to each of the wretched prisoners, The 
prison soup is composed of hot water, salt, 
and a dash of dripping. The vegetables can 
hardly be dubbed wholesome, as they consist 
of decayed refuse that would endanger the 
lives of swine, were the filth mixed in hog- 
wash; while the bread is compounded of 
bone-dust and diseased potatoes. No wonder 
the contractors can afford to Aongroise their 
moustachios, and wear shiny hats, 


Sir James Bacon is over eighty - eight 
years of age. The worthy old Judge can 
barely totter, he is as deaf as a post, and not 
quite so clear as he was half a century ago, 
It is almost time the poor old chappie retired from the bench, and 
devoted his life to amateur acting, or some such light entertainment. 








METROPOLITAN ‘‘charity” is now being extended to many poor 
starving males in the shape of stone-breaking employment. Single men 
receive the magnificent sum of ninepence per day and a loaf of bread, 
rather softer than the granite they smash, in return for their services, 
Married men get one shilling, and a little extra heavy ‘‘toke.” Most 
of these poor wretches are mo¢ provided with wire goggles during their 
tasks. The chips of stone that fly about are frightfully perilous to their 
eyes in consequence. The harsh Egyptians, who held the Israelites in 
bondage, treated their Jewish slaves with more humanity in this matter. 
After all, we can hardly wonder that an idea is permeating through 
certain of the lower classes that life to them, under its present condi- 
tions, is not worth living. 


THERE is no foundation for the rumour that the Princess of Wales is 
bald as a billiard ball, has a cork leg, takes snuff, and suffers from gout ; 
neither is it true that Miss Ellen Terry lives solely upon vinegar and 
treacle, isa martyr to croup, has an attack of measles every spring, plays 
four hours daily on the concertina, and contemplates retiring from the 
theatrical profession. 


Poor old William of Prussia has tumbled down again and grazed 
himself. The aged monarch bears up very pluckily after his falls, and 
Bismarck always consoles him by kissing the place to make it well, in a 
dutiful manner. But the old gentleman’s nurses really ought to take 
more care of him, and not spend their time in flirting when they are in 
attendance on their charge, 


A suIcipk’s hat and overcoat have been found on Brighton Chain 
Pier, Why women invariably divest themselves of their shawls and 
bonnets, and men remove their hats and top-coats before making holes 
in the water, are mysteries that nobody has yet been able to solve. 
Strangely, one never hears of persons taking out their false teeth, casting 
aside their bought hair, pulling off their galoshes, or placing down their 
spectacles before jumping into their last cold bath, 


A MAN, charged with poaching at Newark recently, declared that his 
arrest was entirely his cat’s fault. He denied being on the **mouch” 
for game, and strenuously asserted that he was merely wandering in 
search of his pet grimalkin, The magistrate asked the opinion of the 
police on the subject, and they drew up a report collectively. ‘*‘ Cats is 
werry useful animals, but there’s no swearing Bible oaths what they 
might do, from a eatin’ hof cold mutton, hetcetera, and a smashin’ of 
chaney, to reg’lar leadin’ of a poor man astray.” 


Mrs. GRANT has already received £40,000 as her share of the profits 
of the first volume of General Grant's memoirs. The work was actually 
written as a /egacy for the widow by the plucky soldier-statesman on his 
death-bed ; and it will live for ever to show what determination, energy, 
and grit may accomplish. 


As it has been clearly proved that no public meeting can be held in 
Trafalgar Square without danger to respectable citizens, we trust that 
all future gatherings announced to assemble on that spot will be pro- 
hibited, no matter what their purpose may be. Let those who wish to 
air their notions, cranks, and crotchets in the open, be compelled by law 
to seek nice airy localities, such as Hanwell, Colney Hatch, and Broad- 
moor, 
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A New Departure; or, A Medley for Members. 


[At a banquet given to the working-men Members at the Criterion a few 
veni , Mr. Abraham, M.P. for Khondda Valley, ins : 

to the tenet of the evening with a speech, obliged” wife tad, of ae 
Att hail to Mr. Abraham, M.P. for Rhondda Valley, 

In that, instead of spouting, he did actually sing ! 
That M. P.’s Criterion carol hath awakened many a sally, 

Yet the notion should be welcomed as a very striking thing. 
The spouter’s too much with us : he for evermore is spouting ; 

On the slightest provocation he will gabble with great glee. 
Now surely ‘tis a great relief from parliamentary shouting 

To have a merry ditty from some musical M, P, 


For instance, in our Senate M.P.’s might be more successful 
If they warbled their proposals and complaints to taking tunes ; 

The former might be lively and the latter more distressful, 
While music-hallish ditties might suit Jingo-crazed buffoons. 

| The Notices of Questions, ay, and Notices of Motion, 

| Might be neatly set to music in the necessary key. 

We here append some samples of this most entrancing notion— 
Some specimens well-suited to a carolling M.P, 


NOTICE OF QUESTION, 
AlR—‘“‘ Going to be married next Sunday." 


I hereby do give notice that on Friday 
| I'll ask our brave Home Sec., 
Why he let the smashing Socialists untidy 
Gu making shops a wreck ? 
I will ask him to explain (and that most fully) 
Why bobbies were kept back 
When the merry mob went forth to blare and bully, 
Preparing streets to sack? 
[Symphony and *‘ breakdown.” 


RerLy, ArR—*' /'/] place it in the hands of my solicitor.” 


Oh, papers shall be laid upon the table, sir, 
At six next Monday night ; 

A proper explanation we shall give unto the nation, 
And set this muddle right. 


NOTICE OF MOTION. (The Usual.) Mr, WOODALL, 
Arr—‘' Woman, lovely woman!” 


I bring my famed familiar theme— 
Re woman, lovely woman ! 
Again I here submit my scheme, 
To give the ‘' Rights” to woman ! 
Why to the ** Sex ”’ is the suffrage denied ? 
To give her the Franchise we al] should fee! pride ; 
And therefore I ask you at once to decide, 
To give the vote to woman ! 


CHoRUS— 
Who ought to have the vote ? 
Woman—woman! 
She’s been kept indeed remote 
Since the world began. 
Who all our sorrows soothes ? 
Who's kept from polling booths ? 
Who is voteless? Woman is !—and all through Man ! 


SECONDER, AIR—‘' 7?s all over now with the ladies,” 


Yes, let’s give the vote to the ladies, 
Yes, let’s give the vote to the girls ! 
For some of us men have, by speech and by pen, 
Declared that they voteless shall linger no longer. 
Then, let’s give the Franchise to ladies, 
No longer their minds let us vex ; 
Oh, why should we not bestow votes on the lot, 
Of the poor little Franchiseless sex ? 


FINALE,—ENSEMBLE, 
Atrr—‘"' Nae luck aboot the House.” 


We move that we adjourn the House, 
And catch the tram or ’bus, 

For folks who have such lots of ous 
Should not be kept out thus. 

We move the House do now adjourn, 
And shut up for the night ; 

Our wives look out for our return, 
And they'll be in a fright. 

(Air changes.) 


Oh, we shan’t get home till morning, 
We shan’t reach home till morning ; 
We shall meet the milk in the morning, 
Unless the House adjourn. 























ONE-SIDED ARGUMENT, 


First Fovial Toper.—** Now, TOM, PULL YOURSELF TOGETHER, AND 
LET'S GO AND HAVE ANOTHER DRINK,” 

Tom —‘*I DON’T FEEL ’CLINRD.” 

F. F. 7. —‘* NEVER MIND, OLD Boy, YOU LOOK AS IF YOU WERE 


CONSIDERABLY INCLINED.” 
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The Oxford. 


WE may congratulate manager Jennings on having secured the services of 
*‘ The Magni ”—a trio of marvellous equilibrists who appeared lately for one 
hundred nights at the Cirque d’Et¢, Paris. We are not altogether clear whether 
these elastic beings perform on rope or wire ; but the two young ladies, Diomira 
and Elvira, who twist themselves about to the intense satisfaction of the audience, 
‘‘ wire in” with gaysome vigour. It is not putting an enormous fabrication in 
type to say that the Oxford show is about the best of its kind in London. 
Dotiog husbands, adoring lovers, chartered accountants, careful clerks, broad- 
minded clergymen, sedate and suckling lawyers, notable noblemen, and fathers of 
families, sit side by side in the stalls of the Oxford, rubbing their shoulders 
together in the most friendly manner possible with the ‘‘ unemployed.” When 
we speak of the unemployed, we mean such men as Harry Payne, the clown, 
and Cracker Smith, of bon-bon fame, both of whom we noticed receiving a 
blessing from f2re Jennings the other night. It is only fair to say that, though 
both these gentlemen distinctly asserted they were fleshy atoms amongst the 
unemployed, they apparently had the wherewithal to pur the Heidsieck of 
commerce in a seemly manner, and retained verve enovgh to pour gentle com- 
pliments into the pearly ears of the beauteous maiden who condescended to 
serve them, Rouse, the gay old chairman, who still thinks he is a mg 
and tries to turn hand springs on festive occasions, nightly hammers up, 
down, James Fawn, and a of talented artistes. 





Something that will Hold Water. 

We read that Lady Brassey, having ht that a lake would be an im- 
provement at Normanhurst, has given a p of the ‘‘unemployed ” some- 
thing to do to make one, The work, it is said, is simply one of excavating ; 
so in the words of the advertisement, ‘‘no knowledge is 
necessary.” The position of the unemployed is improving : hitherte he has 
had to take whatever job was given him; now he is in a position to go and 


** pick ” for himself ! 
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Love's Butcher Boy. 
: **Come, buy, buy, buy !” 
Cries Cupid the sly, 
To people who seek him 
from various parts ; 
** Prime hearts, I say, 
Are cheap to-day. 
Wi away! weigh away ! 
quality hearts.” 


Am daily do scores 
Call at Cupid's stores ; 
But he findeth time to at- 
tend to them all, 
Yea, all day long 
He’s beset by a throng— 
The rich and the poor, the 








great and the small, 
So, this blithe young 
blade 


Drives a roaring trade— 
Yea, aided by Hymen he 
makes it pay, 
Many hearts are sold, 
But if truth must be told, 
He prefers that the hearts 
should be given away, 





= 





HOTCH POTCH. 


A CONTEMPORARY opines that the public have made up their minds that 
Home Rule must be granted. Although it might be a great convenience 
and relief to the community at large, were a large number of Irishmen 
allowed to destroy each other, we question whether the English public 
really feel inclined to let them do so. 


A MAN named Renshaw, who was wrongly sentenced in January to 
five years penal servitude, has just been ** pardoned” by the Queen. 
This unfortunate being, who has undergone a considerable amount of 
mental and physical torture, has 70 legal claim for compensation, There 
is a big hole in the law on this subject. It requires darning. 


A GENTLEMAN of independent means, residing at Derby, sauntered 
forth the other day. While taking his walk abroad he rested at various 
places, and nefariously took a hymn book, a prayer book, a toilet cover, 
and ajug. He also took a glass—a glass too much. Next day he made 
his twenty-fifth appearance before a magistrate, who sent him up for a 
menth, with a message to the good chaplain, asking that divine to sort 
over the prisoner’s morals, The gentleman of independent means asked 
if he might be allowed to retain the prayer book and bymn book he had 
annexed, as he felt sure they would come in handy to the prison clergyman. 
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The Little Lord's Latest. 


{Lord Randolph Churchill has written to the — News, charging it with print- 
ing “false statements, libels, and calumnies, regarding his change of front on the 
Home Rule Question.” No danger is anticipated.) 
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WARMED up by frenzy’s fuel, Randy here provokes a duel, 
And makes a violent attack on Mr. Daily News. 

Randy's in a frightful flutter, ‘cause D. NV. dared to utter 
An opinion on the shiftiness of his (Lord Randolph's) views ! 


Now, in such a foolish quarrel, ‘tis (to touch on slang) a ‘‘ moral,” 
That the reckless little Randolph can't successfully come through— 
And if R. seeks reparation from a// people in this nation 
Who believe him inconsistent—he will have enough to do ! 








ENICKNAOKS. 


CriMINALs in France are fed rather worse than British paupers: 
Their meals, it appears, are supplied by contract. The contractor’s 
charge is usually somewhere about one franc 
a-head ger diem. Asa rule, the gentle con- 
tractors supply about two sou’s worth of food 
to each of the wretched prisoners, The 
prison soup is composed of hot water, salt, 
and a dash of dripping. The vegetables can 
hardly be dubbed wholesome, as they consist 
of decayed refuse that would endanger the 
lives of swine, were the filth mixed in hog- 
wash; while the bread is compounded of 
bone-dust and diseased potatoes. No wonder 
the contractors can afford to Aongroise their 
moustachios, and wear shiny hate, 




























Sir James BACON is over eighty - eight 
years of age. The worthy old Judge can 
barely totter, he is as deaf as a post, and not 
quite so clear as he was half a century ago, 
It is almost time the poor old chappie retired from the bench, and 
devoted his life to amateur acting, or some such light entertainment. 











METROPOLITAN ‘‘charity” is now being extended to many poor 
starving males in the shape of stone-breaking employment. Single men 
receive the magnificent sum of ninepence per day and a loaf of bread, 
rather softer than the granite they smash, in return for their services, 
Married men get one shilling, and a little extra heavy ‘‘toke.” Most 
of these poor wretches are mot provided with wire goggles during their 
tasks, The chips of stone that fly about are frightfully perilous to their 
eyes in consequence. The harsh Egyptians, who held the Israelites in 
bondage, treated their Jewish slaves with more humanity in this matter. 
After all, we can hardly wonder that an idea is permeating through 
certain of the lower classes that life to them, under its present condi- 
tions, is not worth living. 















THERE is no foundation for the rumour that the Princess of Wales is 
bald as a billiard ball, has a cork leg, takes snuff, and suffers from gout ; 
neither is it true that Miss Ellen Terry lives solely upon vinegar and 
treacle, is a martyr to croup, has an attack of measles every spring, plays 
four hours daily on the concertina, and contemplates retiring from the 
theatrical profession. 









Poor old William of Prussia has tumbled down again and grazed 
himself. The aged monarch bears up very pluckily after his falls, and 
Bismarck always consoles him by kissing the place to make it well, ina 
dutiful manner. But the old gentleman’s nurses really ought to take 
more care of him, and not spend their time in flirting when they are in 
attendance on their charge. 









A suicipr’s hat and overcoat have been found on Brighton Chain 
Pier, Why women invariably divest themselves of their shawls and 
bonnets, and men remove their hats and top-coats before making holes 
in the water, are mysteries that nobody has yet been able to solve. 
Strangely, one never hears of persons taking out their false teeth, casting 
aside their bought hair, pulling off their galoshes, or placing down their 
spectacles before jumping into their last cold bath, 
















A MAN, charged with poaching at Newark recently, declared that his 
arrest was entirely his cat’s fault. He denied being on the ‘‘mouch” 
for game, and strenuously asserted that he was merely wandering in 
search of his pet grimalkin. The magistrate asked the opinion of the 
police on the subject, and they drew up a report collectively. ‘* Cats is 
werry useful animals, but there’s no swearing Bible oaths what they 
might do, from a eatin’ hof cold mutton, hetcetera, and a smashin’ of 
chaney, to reg’lar leadin’ of a poor man astray.” 







Mrs. GRANT has already received £40,000 as her share of the profits 
of the first volume of General Grant's memoirs. The work was actually 
written as a /egacy for the widow by the plucky soldier-statesman on his 
death-bed ; and it will live for ever to show what determination, energy; 
and grit may accomplish. 





As it has been clearly proved that no public meeting can be held in 
Trafalgar Square without danger to respectable citizens, we trust that 
all future gatherings announced to assemble on that spot will be pro- 
hibited, no matter what their purpose may be. Let those who wish to 
air their notions, cranks, and crotchets in the open, be compelled by law 


to seek nice airy localities, such as Hanwell, Colney Hatch, and Broad- 
moor, 
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A New Departure ; or, A Medley for Members. 


[At a banquet given to the working-men Members at the Criterion a few 
veni , Mr. Abraham, M.P. for Khondda Valley, i i 
to the toast of the evening with a speech, Saliged? et iees replying 
Att hail to Mr. Abraham, M.P. for Rhondda Valley, 

In that, instead of spouting, he did actually sing ! 

That M. P.’s Criterion carol hath awakened many a sally, 

Yet the notion should be welcomed as a very striking thing. 
The spouter’s too much with us : he for evermore is spouting ; 
On the slightest provocation he will gabble with great glee. 
Now surely ‘tis a great relief from parliamentary shouting 

To have a merry ditty from some musical M,P, 


Pi they watled their proposals and complains to taking 

I war ir pro complaints to taking tunes ; 
The former might be lively and the latter more distressful, 
While music-hallish ditties might suit Jingo-crazed buffoons. 
The Notices of Questions, ay, and Notices of Motion, 

Might be neatly set to music in the necessary key. 

We here append some samples of this most entrancing notion— 
Some specimens well-suited to a carolling M.P. 


NOTICE OF QUESTION, 
Alr—“‘ Going to be married next Sunday.” 


I hereby do give notice that on Friday 
I'll ask our brave Home Sec., 
Why he let the smashing Socialists untidy 
Go making shops a wreck ? 
I will ask him to explain (and that most fully) 
Why bobbies were kept back 
When the merry mob went forth to blare and bully, 


Preparing streets to sack? 
[Symphony and “ breakdown.” 


Rerty, Air—*‘ /'/] place it in the hands of my solicitor.” 


Oh, papers shall be laid upon the table, sir, 
At six next Monday night ; 

A proper explanation we shall give unto the nation, 
And set this muddle right. 


NoTIce OF MOTION, (The Usual.) Mr. WOopDALL, 
A1rr—*' Woman, lovely woman!” 


I briog my famed familiar theme— 
Re woman, lovely woman ! 
Again I here submit my scheme, 
To give the ‘‘ Rights” to woman ! 
Why to the ** Sex ”’ is the suffrage denied ? 
To give her the Franchise we all should fee! pride ; 
And therefore I ask you at once to decide, 
To give the vote to woman ! 


CHORUS— 
Who ought to have the vote ? 
Woman—woman! 
She’s been kept indeed remote 
Since the world began. 
Who all our sorrows soothes ? 
Who's kept from polling booths ? 
Who is voteless? Woman is !—and all through Man ! 


SECONDER, ArrR—‘' Z/’s all over now with the ladies.” 


Yes, let’s give the vote to the ladies, 
Yes, let’s give the vote to the girls ! 
For some of us men have, by speech and by pen, 
Declared that they voteless shall linger no longer. 
Then, let’s give the Franchise to ladies, 
No longer their minds let us vex ; 
Oh, why should we not bestow votes on the lot, 
Of the poor little Franchiseless sex ? 


FINALE, —ENSEMBLE. 
Arr—"' Nae luck aboot the House.” 


We move that we adjourn the House, 
And catch the tram or ’bus, 

For folks who have such lots of sous 
Should not be kept out thus, 

We move the House do now adjourn, 
And shut up for the night ; 

Our wives look out for our return, 
And they'll be in a fright. 

(Air changes.) 


Oh, we shan’t get home till morning, 
We shan’t reach home till morning ; 
We shall meet the milk in the morning, 
Unless the House adjourn. 


























ONE-SIDED ARGUMENT, 


First Fovial Toper.—** Now, TOM, PULL YOURSELF TOGETHER, AND 


LET'S GO AND HAVE ANOTHER DRINK,” 
Tom —**I DON’T FREL ’CLINED,” 
F. J. 7.—** NEVER MIND, OLD Boy, YOU LOOK AS IF YOU WERE 


CONSIDERABLY INCLINED.” 
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The Oxford, 

WE may congratulate manager Jen on having secured the services of 
“‘ The Magni ”—a trio of marvellous equilibrists who appeared lately for one 
hundred nights at the Cirque d’Et¢, Paris, We are not altogether clear whether 
these elastic beings perform on rope or wire ; but the two young ladies, Diomira 
and Elvira, who twist themselves about to the intense satisfaction of the audience, 
‘‘ wire in” with gaysome vigour. It is not putting an enormous fabrication in 
type to say that the Oxford show is about the best of its kind in London. 
Dotiog husbands, adoring lovers, chartered accountants, careful clerks, broad- 
minded clergymen, sedate and suckling lawyers, notable noblemen, and fathers of 
families, sit side by side in the stalls of the Oxford, rubbing their shoulders 
together in the most friendly manner possible with the “‘ unemployed.” When 
we speak of the unemployed, we mean such men as Harry Payne, the clown, 
and Cracker Smith, of bon-bon fame, both of whom we noticed receiving a 
blessing from f2re Jennings the ee a It is only fair to say that, a 
both these gentlemen distinctly ad were fleshy atoms amongst 
unemployed, they apparently had the wherewithal to pur the H k of 
commerce in a seemly manner, and retained verve enovgh to pour gentle com- 
pliments into the pearly ears of the beauteous maiden who condescended to 
serve them. Rouse, the gay old chairman, who still thinks he is a ae songi 
and tries to turn hand on festive occasions, nightly hammers up, 
down, James Fawn, and a of talented artistes, 


Something that will Hold i co Senile 

Brassey, ba bt that a lake w an im- 

Mite  Benecbien, has wee Rw. ol of the “‘unemployed ” some- 
The work, it is said, is simply one of excavating ; 

a wee SS oe oe “no previous knowledge is 


necessary.” The ion of the unemployed is improving : hitherte be has 
had to take Malar eb wee given him ; now he is in a position to go 








** pick ” for himself ! 
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AN EAST WIND FROM THE MANSION HOUSE. 


‘‘It’s AN ILL WIND THAT BLOWS NOBODY GOOD,” 








The Grand Old Grinner, 


(“‘ Mr, Gladstone,” (says a weekly paper) ‘‘ is extremely cheerful, and is apparently 
convinced that his duty in life is to Jaugh at the small jokes of Mr. Marjoribanks’. ’) 


Ir is pleasant in this calm that now is reigning, 
It is soothing in this lull before the storm, 
To find that Mr. Gladstone is retaining 
A jubilant and even festive form ; 
Other members may be fidgetty and fearful, 
But G. from these surroundings mirth evokes, 
For we hear that Mr. Gladstone’s daily cheerful, 
As he laughs at Mr, “ Marchbanks’” little jokes. 


This gaiety of heart at feeble wheezes, 
Is a proof of Mr, Gladstone’s self-command ; 
And doubtless Marchbanks’ spirit it appeases, 
To find there is some laughter nigh at hand, 
While most members at his jokelets may be jeerful, 
For hard to move to mirth are many folks ; 
Mr, Gladstone, ‘‘all serene’’ and highly cheerful, 
Deems it dutiful to laugh at Marchbanks’ jokes, 


But don’t, oh, Tory friends, think Gladstone's waning, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your chests, 
Because he smiles, ia manner uncomplaining, 
At a would-be “‘low-com, ” member’s little jests. 
You'll find him neither timorous nor tearful, 
ae at present many men his calm provokes ; 
Soon he'll rise to work, although just now he’s cheerful, 
At the Honourable Marchbanks’ tiny jokes, 


Strephon’s Lament. 

[The Daily Telegraph observes that the “‘modera Chloe, instead of sighing for 
Strephon, underbids him in the market, pushes him from his desk, does his work, and 
consigns him to perpetual bachelorhood.’ ] 

Hg wore a worn-out smile and weary, a-down his pallid cheek a tear he 

Dropped, as though his soul was smitten with a secret sorrow sore ; 
Suddenly a look prophetic lit his features apathetic, 

And a flush on his acetic cheeks he very quickly bore ; 

For he dipped into the future, as young Locksley did of yore, 

And—a naughty oath he swore, 


**T can see my lovely Chloe driving from my life the poe- 
Try that erewhile built its altar deep within my true heart’s core ; 
I can see her fair form sitting in a shop, or lightly flitting 
Hither, thither, while she’s g#tting things for buyers at a store, 
And she’s not the only fair there, for I see a good round score 
Serving where men served before. 


** But my vision goes yet farther, and I see a sight that rather 
Makes me wish I wasn’t quite so ‘up’ in this prophetic lore ; 
For I see that man, my brother, is ‘ cut out’ by sister, mother, 
Cousin, aunt, and all the other Peris that he would adore ; 
That he’s now an unemployed, who begs his bread from door to door, 
He’s become so very poor. 


** And my heart, with sorrow laden, longs to woo some gentle maiden, 
But on rosy master Cupid ‘lovely woman’ sets no store ; 

Desk and workshop are her passion—marriage is gone out of fashion, 
And it would be much too rash on man’s part to a *‘ yes” implore. 
She is wedded to her business—/e must be a bachelor 

Now and henceforth evermore !”’ 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


A Journey To THe Sea.—‘'Merciful solar systems!” cried 
dramatic-critical Fleet Street, when it received Miss Lingard’s invitation 
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Tue Jo 


to see her play Sister Mary, at Brighton. Alas! that we should have 
arrived at *‘the Queen of Watering Places” haggard and cold and 
hungry. 


THe dead-head portion of a London first-night audience had no 
sooner seated itself (rather variously about the house) than rumours of a 
single penny sandwich on sale next door began to circulate, and amid 
the consequent excitement, Miss Retta Walton, on the stage as a 
**wukkus”’ girl, was allowed to cheat a little boy out of a silk handker- 
chief without protest. It was the luxury of this acquisition, no doubt, 
that induced her to proudly spurn a proffered half-crown later on (after 
the well-known manner of all ‘‘wukkus”—or workbouse—“ gals’), 
But a lively lady, young and beautiful, soon fixes our attention. She 
has a rather artificial manner, a noisy voice—which makes her blink 
continually—and much dental pride. We feel drawn to her in an in- 
dissoluble bond of sympathy every time she smiles—she looks so 
hungry! So we sketch her on our programme to show our wife how 
pretty she is, while Miss Lingard and an elderly gentleman talk heavy 
essays on social questions. Soon after this poor Miss Maggie Hunt 
explains that she is ‘‘a mither, but nae wife,” and then Mr. Leonard 
Boyne comes on looking for a drink, and we feel another bond of sym- 
pathy rising, until we discover that he has had too much already—so 
much that it renders bis speech indistinct all through the piece. Even- 
tually somebody insults Miss Lingard, Boyne arrives on the scene, 
and just as there is going to be a ‘' mill,” the curtain descends, and we 
race for that penny sandwich. 


ALAS! a native had already devoured it, 


We learn very little from the second act, except that Mr. Boyne is 
going about pretending to have saved the colours at Isandlana, which, 
as we know perfectly well, it was Melville and Coghill who saved them, 
proves that, though ceasing to ‘‘ liquor,” he’s taken to leasing. Then 
somebody insults Miss Lingard again, and again Boyne turns up, and 
the drop falls on exactly the same situation as in the first act, except 
that we have the pleasure of seein the mill this time. 


IN searching the programme for an elusive synopsis of the scenery, we 
have come across the information that there is an oyster bar ** opposite 
the theatre,” where these refreshing bivalves arrive early every morning 
fresh from Shoreham.—They will require some very early the next 
morning ! 





Tue third act opens without much promise, Miss Lingard is going 
to marry the impostor Boyne, and we have a lot of a young lady, who 
wants her dress admired, an old gentleman who chafis about the pre- 
arations, an ‘“‘'umble” slavey, who presents a gorgeous bouquet to the 
ride, and promises a comic old shoe, a giggling elderly spinster, and 
two chirping yo ladies as bridesmaids, and a good-natured though 
slow-witted . mow Say but we've often seen these folks before, so 
that it is quite a relief when the two young bridesmaids propose a drink, 
and they all go off. 


SUDDENLY we all “‘sit up.” Miss Maggie Hunt has come, and it 
appears that Boyne is the father of ber boy (we said he was an impos- 
tor), As treated in the play, this is a strongly original, as well as 





Gees, 





erful and legitimate, situation, and Miss Lingard acts it magnifi- 
soetigatiba Fy te been so natural and truthful in her life before. 
Boyne plays well too, in spite of the indistinctness of utterance that 
makes his words pr ical from the first row of stalls, The scene 
grips us firmly. We leave off exchanging premature opinions, we for- 
get our pangs, we forget our amusement at the jack-in-the-box way in 
which Miss Lingard keeps ‘‘producing the boy,’ the representative of 
a hardened society paper is observed to be in tears, the lady in the 
crimson plush mantle ceases to chatter French to her companion, and 
the curtain descends to *‘ thunders of applause.” Then our admiration 
of the boldness with which the authors have got themselves into a knot 
is tempered with an eager curiosity to know how they will get out of it. 





WELL, they don't get out of it; they just leave it where it is. The 
last act is passed in a hospital fort at Majuba Hill, and a wicked wit 
gives it a title—** Half-’Ours with Tom Robertson; or, the Severe Sister 
and the Clement Scott !”—which fairly describes it. It is curious to 
note how dependent our country is upon the characters of this play 
during war time. Here we have Major Boyne in command naturally 
enough, but the masher is here also in all the glory of uniform and a 
‘hole in his side.” Another subordinate character appears as a war 
correspondent (and as he appears to have discovered the rotten nature 
of our men’s swords and bayonets during the Boer war—where the 
chances of test were scanty, by-the-way, he is in some degree responsible 
for our men being no better armed in the Soudan). Then the black- 
haired Davies, the hero of the two ‘‘mills,” has reformed, joined the army, 
and grown a light beard. Miss Lingard (‘* Sister Mary’) is here as an 
hospital nurse, and so is the young lady with the noisy voice, so arc the 
bridesmaids, so is Miss Hunt, and these, with a comic Irish corporal 
thrown in, are the sole defenders of the fort. England may well be 
proud of her sons and daughters ! 


WELL, the only incident of the act is the shooting of poor Miss Hunt, 
at which we all cry *‘shame,” and ‘‘cruel.” It is simply murder. 
They deliberately send her on a dangerous road, under the inadequate 
protection of Davies. It is no palliation of their crime that they dignify 
him by the name of a *‘convoy.” The enemy comes down upon them, 
are seen to be ‘* swarming,” and the woman is killed. (There seems to 
be some confusion here, and in other places, between the Boer and 
‘native’ methods of warfare, unless it is deliberate clap-trap.) Boyne 
has gone to their assistance, and, impostor to the last, when they call 
to him to come back, he pretends to be poor ‘‘ I’red”’ Burnaby, and 
cries, ‘‘Come back, be damned ; you fellows come on!” But he does 
come back, and tells Miss Lingard all about it; and they agree that the 
death of Miss Hunt satisfactorily smoothes the way for their union, I 
don’t see it myself, but the authors drop the curtain, and refuse to 
argue the point, 





We rise to depart, but Miss Lingard has something to say, so we 
pause while she thanks us from the bottom of her heart, and goes on to 
thank Mrs, Nye Chart (thanks which it would be ill-Nye-Chart to 
grudge !) and several other people whom we are ignorantly unacquainted 
with, and finishes by informing us that the authors are not in the house 
—Mr, Wilson Barrett is acting at the Princess’s, and Mr, Clement Scott 
‘attending to his duties’ at the Standard. Whereupon, feeling the 





Tue Journey Lack. 


reproach that we have neglected our duties, we make for the telegraph 
office, and thence, under the wing of the protecting Moore, to the 
** Pullman special,” in which, in company with critics, acting managers, 
drinks, pretty actresses, anecdotes, cigars, cakes and ale and arguments, 
we race our telegrams home. NESTOR. 
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Healed by Faith. 
(THE HEALER’s LATEST TESTIMONIALS. ) 


I HAD been suffering from a sore little 
finger for the last three months, It pre- 
vented me from doing any work, which, 
as I am a maid-of-all-work, was incon- 
venient to my mistress, but misery to me. 
I had tried hot gin at night, and lying in 
bed all day, with no effect; when, entering 
by chance your meeting hall, I was struck 
by your remarkable discourse, and when 
you said, ‘* Hankey-pankey, little finger, 
be cured,” it was cured, I tore the ban- 
dage off, and it looked as if nothing had 
ever been the matter with it. But I feel 
that I must spend all my time attending your 
services in order that the cure may be 
maintained ; and—would you believe it ?— 
missus objects to that. 

SELINA MARIAR Mops. 


Mine was the worst case of indigestion 
in Little Mugby. Doctor after doctor 
attended me in vain; I could never stir 
from my easy chair, In order to stimulate 
my jaded appetite, I had to live on 
curried lobster, anchovies, pickles, salmon 
au gratin, rarebits, and tawny port. I 
could never get up before two in the after- 
noon, nor stir from the fireside for weeks. 
Well, I had myself wheeled in a Bath- 
chair to one of your services. I immediately 
felt better, Next day I managed to walk, 
and felt better still. In three days I rose 
early in the morning, and went to hear you. 
In a week the miracle was accomplished. 
I was always out walking, and relished 
plain beefsteaks, I regard you as my pre- 
server, THE O’GORMAND, 





THE “‘ Knights of Labour ” have raised a 
pretty turmoilin NewYork. The *‘ Knights 
of Labour” need many days of Jabour— 
hard labour, in gaol—to bring them to 
their senses, From their programme it 


would seem that the *‘ Knights of Labour” 
have a strorg aversion to work, 
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“Ou, ves, M’! we WENT TO THE ALBERT PALice, M’. 


OUR MARY AGAIN. 
We saw Two Gents 


A-TURNING 1HE BiG Orcin.” 


**No, MARY, ONE MUST HAVE BEEN TURNING OVER THE Music, 


Ir TAKES ONLY ONE 


TO PLAY THE ORGAN,” 
aa M’! YER DON’T MEAN TO SAY AS HE MADE ALL THAT NOISE WITH HIS Two 
NDs! 
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care of Douanier, Boulogn 
I've missed my boat, I will not miss my tip. 


On H.R.H.’s horse Coquette ; 
Or you'll bet the same, I lay, 
Upon the rapid Dartaway. 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF *‘ Fon.” 
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S1R,—Just my dashed luck! If I haven’t missed the 4oa¢ now! Shall 
have to stop another day here, and the ex's. are awful. 
to the landlady—she won't believe my story, so please send cheque, 
e, and I'll come home. Meantime, though 
Here it is, a tip for 


THE GRAND MILITARY GOLD Cor, 
You’ t lay your money, you can bet, 


Can’t go back 





Your gold may to the Standard rise, 
Give scorn to Scorn I don't advise ; 
Go for Sunflower still, and smile ; 
And give the Convict, too, a trial. 


But Cullionn may show good form, 
And Red Hussar should make it warm, 
Stull, as I said before, you bet, 

And lay your money on Coquette. 


| This is an Aldershot race, by-the-way, so no more at present from, 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
P.S.—Send cheque or postal order, 
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Not Drew-idical Worship. 


(The rumour that the Lord Chancellor has presented a fat living to Mr. Gladstone's 


— 





son-in-law, the Rev. Harry Drew, is contradicted. ]} 


THE statement was, it seems, untrue, 
And sadly needed confirmation. 

That story (which the Tory crew 

Received with such a hullabulloo) 

Is not correct—regarding Drew, 
Some Drew on their imagination, 





Tue Gaulois informs its readers that ‘‘ Tockeray has devoted a whole 
book to the study of snobs.” Poor T.! his name has continually been 
mauled and disfigured ; but the above twist is almost as dreadful as the 
word tangles of the two inebriates who got into a dispute about the 
relative merits of ** Dickeray and Thackins.” 


ee ee — 


Tue ** Great Unpaip,”—Zhe National Jedi. 
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To the ‘Ome Sckitry or Missus. ‘Aving inquired into th 


REPORT OF ANOTHER COMMISSION OF INQUIRY INTO THE CONDUCT OF THE POLICE, 


e couduct of the Perlice, we begs to revort as fol!ers :— . fe : 
Signed) Liza, Cook. Joun Tuomas, Footman. Buttons, Sec. to Commission. 
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When he first come hanging about the airy, 
wouldnt have nothink to say to him. 


Hut that artful minx. Mary Ann, the ‘ousemaid, Lo 
led ‘im on. | 


ots of things have been missing lately, whic! 
we attribute to his comin. 























One day, John Thomas found him a-’elpin’ 
hissell tothe champagne. 


And Buttons discovered him a-walkin’ into th: 
preserves. 


We hears as Wensday last he arst Mary Ann 
as is how she give warnin’. 

















AT HOME. 
Music. 

WwWaAT on earth could the woman possibly mean by asking me here? 
What do I care whether she’s at home or out or anything else? It’s 
positively imbecile-—positively imbecile She keeps up a good place, 
hat’s one comfort. It isn't a comfort, though, to know that you'll 
ave to give half-a-crown to some varlet in plush for pretending to take 
care of your hat, and rubbing it the wrong way. The whole hall seems 
to be full of women’s skirts, scent, and chatter, They're all saying, 
‘so glad,” ‘*charmiog,” ‘‘how too delightful.” I believe if you got 
five hundred stylish women to-morrow and crowded 'em together and 
told ‘em they were all going to be hung in a week, they'd still go on 
saying, ‘‘ too delightful,” and ‘so glad,” and all that. 

I shake hands with Mrs. What’s-her-name on the top of the staircase, 
‘*You will hear some good singing,” she says. Her husband shakes 
bands and groans, He looks as if some one said ‘‘ whisky and cigars” 
instead of *‘ coffee and Beethoven” that he would rather like the change. 
Che drawing-room is lit up, though it’s afternoon, and there's quite a 
squash of people in it. A woman is squalling ‘‘Non ever.” I hate 
the kind of woman who goes non-evering and singing sentimental rot 
of that sort. ‘‘She’s splendid, too, at those sweet things of Koker- 
vouski’s,’’ She can be for all that I care about it. She can be splendid 
at donkey-riding if she likes. I'd much sooner see ber at that than 
bear her singing. 

** They're going to play Schumann's ‘ Hide and Seek,’” says a young 
fellow next to me, who is got up in the artistic cad style. Two pasly- 
faced girls go and scramble away on the piano as if they were hunting 





| 








for rats in the coal cellar. ‘‘ Charming, ain’t it?” says the fellow next 
tome. ‘* Very likely,” I say; ‘‘I’m going to get some coffee.” I go 
into the dining-room ; coffee is going on there. One fat woman has had 
three cups already. I hope it'll poison her, for being such a fool as to 
come here at all, There are a lot of half-and-half celebrities here. 
Everybody keeps saying to everybody else, ‘* That is So-and-so,’’ Then 
the women squeak out again, ‘* Oh, it’s too delightful!” I should like 
to punch ’em, Some one has brought a young ehild, and it has taken 
it into its head to break out into a squall in the midst of the music. 
‘* Be quiet, Susie, dear”—tum-ti-tum, goes the music—‘‘ poor little 
thing !""—tum-ti, tum-ti-tum. They've got the child out at last. I’m 
in the hall; I can distinctly see its sweet mother boxing its ears in the 
brougham. As I am going out, I can still bear the music buddling 
away, and the coffee cups chinking, and the idiots saying, ‘‘ Too de- 
lightful,” ‘‘ That’s So-and-so,” ‘* Charming,” and all the rest of it. 
Confound it! The only‘‘ At home” I’ll have in future will be in my own 
rooms, Diocengs Tones. 








A Charge of A-Salt. 


_ [Owing to the damage said to be done to roadways by the putting down of salt in 
frosty weather, the North London Tramways Company have diseontinuedthe practice.] 


To put down salt upon the tramcar track, 
And make it easier for each equine stepper, 

Is said to damage all the road, alack ! 

And so this Company keep their salt-box back, 
In case the Vestry folk should give them ‘‘ pepper.’ 
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SNOWED UP. 








He glanced at the daily paper. He was evidently suffering under 
some harrassing trouble which preyed upon his mind ; he was evidently 
weighed down by some painful anticipation; but as he read his features 
brightened, and a new life seemed to be imparted to him, 

‘By Jove, the very thing!” he murmured. ‘* Had to stick there for 
no end of a time, had they? Couldn’t fulfil their engagements, eh ? 
First-class ; suit my case toa T!” 

He requisitioned all the provisions in the house ; he ordered in barrels 
of herrings, dried tongues, almonds and raisins—anything that would 
keep ; he hastily collected all his worldly property ; he packed them in 
all the trunks he could borrow; he put them ona cab and conveyed 
them to his suburban railway station, and took a ticket for town. He 
smuggled all that luggage of his into a compartment, and off he started 
in that train. 

All happened as he had anticipated. As the train passed Turnham 
Green a light, refreshing snow began to fall; as they reached Denmark 
Hill the air was opaque with the descending whiteness; when they 
steamed out of Finsbury Park the drifts began to grow formidable; at 
South Hackney they were level with the funnel; a few hundred yards 
further and the train came to a dead halt. Then Powker—for Powker 
is the hero of this tale—arose and gave three great shouts of joy, for the 
end he had aimed at had come: he was saved ! 

Yes—saved! That very day he was due at the courts of justice to 
defend an action for breach of promise—an action that would surely go 
against him to the tune of many thousands of precious pounds sterling, 
This was why he had consigned himself to temporary seclusion from the 
tiresome world ; for when that train should at length have been libe- 
rated, who could tell what would not have happened? Probably all 
would have been forgotten; the judge might have ceased to exist; the 
court might have been blown up by Americans ; the plaintiff might have 
married somebody and put herself out of court, At anyrate it was worth 
trying. 

It was a desperate situation—exactly the situation that Powker had 
yearned for, Amid an awful silence of surrounding nature, hemmed in 
by those stern, pitiless, impassable walls of flashing snow, the train-load 
of wearied and despairing human beings sat and glared at each other in 

heart-broken and stony silence and horror; and Powker chuckled. 

Night closed in; those snow-bound victims would have bought the 

smallest and most flickery candle with their life-blood; but there were 

no candles, and Powker had taken care not to bring any with him, 

Then, in the deep and appalling darkness, he silently opened one of his 

trunks, and refreshed himself from his hoard of provisions, 

The cheerless day brnke. Opposite Powker sat a stern but miserable 

old gentleman, glaring blankly into the hopeless snow. 

After a day or two of starvation he began to babble. 

**Too late—too late,” Powker heard him sob. ‘‘ Most important 

case too—breach of promise—had prepare such a tellirg summing up 

too—would have raised my reputation ten thousand per cent. !” Powker 

started as if shot: the old gentleman was the judge who would have 

tried that breach of promise case. 

Somewhat embarrassed, Powker arose and looked casually over the 

division between the compartments; as he did so his eye met that of a 

beautiful young lady in the next compartment—it was the plaintiff in 

that breach of promise case ! 

An animated conversation was going forward in the next compart- 

ment but one, The weary prisoners of the snow were talking in mere 

cesperation. There were twelve voices: as l’owker listened he per- 

ceived that they had been bound for the courts of justice on that fatal day 

when the train had stopped; there were twelve of them; they were the 

jury who would have tried that case. We are aware that the fact of 














there having been twelve in a compartment designed for eight throws a 
suspicion of improbability upon the story, for we know that no railway 
company permits such a thiog ; but it did happen on that one occasion 

The weary days went by ill, all, save Powker were becoming ex- 
hausted from starvation, The time was come for action. 

‘* What would youdo to obtain a hearty meal?” he asked of the judge. 

** Anything !”” murmured the judge. 

** And you?” he asked of the plaintiff. 

** Anything !”’ she replied. 

‘* And ye?” he shouted to the twelve overcrowded ones, 

** Any—blessed—thing !” they roared. 

Then Powker sat calmly down, drew up a complete acquittal in his 
own favour, and laid it before the lady, 

** Kindly sign this with your blood,” he remarked, 

The young lady shed three bitter tears of regret over the lost damages, 
and signed, Then Powker handed the document to the judge and jury. 

** Kindly attest,” he said, ‘‘ that this young lady has siyned this of her 
own free and uncoerced will.” And they did so, And then Powker 
opened his trunk of provisions. 

But all this was long, long ago—many years ago now ; for it happened 
in the year 1886. And whether they have finished all those provisions 
yet nobody knows, for that train hasn’t been dug out yet, dears—not 
yet, but we'll hope it may some fine day, 











“Kissing Games.” 
‘‘SHockinG! Alas! can I believe 
my eyes? 
Yes, A:ssing one another, I de- 
clare ! 
Lo, o’er my cheek the burning 
blushes rise ; 
Yea, Iam grieved at such a vile 
affair ! 


And now I look again, this building 
here 
Would seem to be a kind of 
Sunday School. 
Oh, horrible thought ! Why, then, 
"tis very clear, 
That kissing in such schools must 
be the rule. 


Now, for the Pious Hundred will I 
pen 
Suggestive sermons in the Stead-y 
style; 
Some daily sbeet will quote the 
things, and then 
Long letters will roll in—a 
mighty pile. 
© * - 
Then the Pious Hundred, with its 
gruesome jest, 
Soon cast a siur upon that earnest 
& wv Neg band 
a Who weekly stint themselves of 
7 Sabbath rest 
To spread the Gospel tidings through the land! 
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OUR FOREIGN BRITISH SEAMEN. 
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And it so happened, in the not-distant future, that Britannia said to the British shipowner, ‘‘ I am forced to go to war. 
me of your stout merchant seamen t» man some of my ships of war.” 


You, on whom I have always relied, lend me 





Cert ainly, ma am,” remarked the complacent shipowner. ‘' Pray take your choice. Will you have this weedy foreign drudge, who does not know a mast fiom a 
marlinspike ; or this savage coloured gentleman, who has a habit of murdering the captain: or this other foreign gentleman from Asia, who generally scuttles the 


hip? Dhese are ali I have! 








M tle Ret fof 9) Ce NED — , ‘ 
Meanwhile I ritapnia looked round and said, Why, the enemy have landed on my coasis! Yet, no—it can’t be the enemy ; he looks like one of my own British 
seainen— such as I used to have in old times ! ‘Yes, mum,” said the invader. ‘‘Werry sorry: but as I was left to starve in England. I was ot liged to give my 
services to the forrin power, as was only too glad to git me.” “ Mhen,” said Britannia, ‘‘I must yield up mysword at last eae ; Selina “tee Fs 





and this gentleman will pay the indemnity.’ 
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MR. GLADSTONE’S BAD COLD. 


THE RIGHT HONOURABLE GENTLEMAN HAS, WE REGRET TO SAY, BEEN SUFFERING FROM A COLD, 





IT IS 


SUPPOSED THAT HE CAUGHT A CHILL FROM THE LONG-WINDED SPEECHES BLOWING FROM THE CONSERVATIVE 


SIDE OF THE HOUSE, 


























<r 


= 
































































































MARCH 17, 1886, 



















NPY / 






Can it be? 


By ONE OF THE SUFFERERS, 


the refuse heap of superstitions exploded by the Psychical Society ] 


ATTEND, ye fellow married men 
(Ye fellow-martyrs, shall I say?), 
And I will bring unto your ken 2 
A thiog at which you'll say ‘* Hooray! 
For ages man has had to bow 
To all his ** missus” might decree ; 
But, ab! look up, my friends, for now 
There’s hope for freedom, as you'll see. 
The reason Man 
Accepts this plan, 
As meekly as an infant calf, 
Is all because, 
In Custom’s laws, 
The wife is thought the Better Half! 


“Why ‘ ¢hought?’” you say. “Aren’t wives sup-eme? 
Then why this wild rebellious tone?” 
I answer that some Psychic scheme 
That fiction to the winds has blown. 
No need for explanations here— 
Suffice it that the power is man’s, 
So, brother Benedicts let’s cheer, 
And dare our wives to thwart our plans. 
Yea, though your wife 
May threaten strife, 
You at the notion now may laugh, 
No more can she 
E’er hope to be 
Regarded as your Better Half! 


Aha! ye tremble and turn pale! 
Pshaw! Cowards! Keep your eyes on me / 
Alone the fortress I'll assail— 
I'll ask my “‘ missus” ** Who is she?” 
1’|| prove to her the newest cult, 
And show her she is Number Two, 
Then, having proved it, I'll exult, 
And ye may go and likewise do! 











NO “NO.” 


Mamma (to Ethel, going to a Puvenile Party),—** NOW, MIND, DAR- 
LING, YOU SAY ‘Yas, PLRASR,’ AND ‘NO, THANK YOO,’ ” 

Lthel (with visions of Cakes, Lees, &c.).—** Ou, yes, MAMMA, I 
SHALL ALWAYS SAY ‘Y«S, PLEASE,’ EOT I DON’T THINK I SHALL WANT 


For—— 
- ” = 
Three weeks had passed, 
When, lo! at last, 
A WRECK, supported by a staff, 
Crawled ‘neath our roof— 
A striking proof 


(The notion that our wives are our better halves has at last been added to 








TO SAY ‘NO, THANK you,’” 


That /7s wife zs the Better Half! 








—_ 





“Still Harping on”—the Premier. 

{Lord R. Churchill's latest title for \ir. Gladstone is “the ossification of incor: 
sistency.” } 

I HAV® travelled to the Indies, 

To the land where rows and shindies 
Are plentiful as blackberries (if you'll pass the simile), 

But the face of Mr. Gladstone, 

And the echo of that Rad.’s tone 
Of voice will always haunt me wherever I may be. 


Tho’, like Daphne from Apollo, 
I might flee them, they would follow; 
So Charles the First would bother the mind of Mr, Dick. 
And as all of us young Tories 
Think all fair in love and war is, 
I'm ever on the look out to touch him to the quick, 


I am quite aw /aié at chafiing, 
I set all the world a-laughing, 
Tho’ whom it is they laugh at I'd rather not define, 
But my sole hope to be famous 
Is to let the future name us 
Together, for by borrowed light /'m content to shine, 





cases, and the two judges are looking forward to the melancholy time 
when they will be obliged to sing, ‘* We have no work to do-o00-00,” 


QOogry.—Did the engraved nobleman have the tattoo on the drums 
—of his ears? 








TH continuance of bad trade appears to be having its efiect on the | 
Divorce Court even. The officials complain bitterly of the paucity of | 


NEW LEAVES, 


More than usual attention will be drawn to the Znelish Zl/ustrated this 
month by the article on fox-hunting, from the pen, and the graceful illustra- 
tions from the pencil, of Mr. Randolph Caldecott, whose pen and pencil, 
it is sad to say, will draw no more, Extra attention should also be given 
to the second article, with lifelike illustrations by Mr. C. J. Staniland, 
on lifeboats and lifeboat men, which should stir the sympathies of those 
who can give substantial support to the Lifeboat Institution. —In 7/¢ 
Century, the illustrations to “Italy from a Tricycle” are exquisite, as 
also are *‘Recent Architecture in America,” and ‘Mountaineering in 
Persia,”—In S¢, Nicholas, whilst admiring all the other beauties, we 
fairly fall in love with the sweet simplicity of *‘ Little Lord Fauntleroy.” 
—Mr, Walter Besant’s story ‘‘ The Children of Gibeon,” in Zong- 
man's, already awakens intense interest in the strongly-marked cha- 
racters, and their possible development.—The pleasant pages of Parodies 
are this month partly devoted to Burns, and partly to Sir Walter Scott. 


a. 


It is important that all persons should get Anowledge, for with it 
they may get understanding of things important.—The ingenuity dis- 


_ played in devising the variations in the fashions of ladies’ dresses finds 


full expression in both 7he Ladtes’ Gazette of Fashion and in Le Follet. 
—Llousehold Words is replete with good things; and the readers of 
The Letsure Hour, The Sunday at Home, The Boys' Own Pater and 
The Girls’ Own Pafer must find unfailing satisfaction. — Zhe Atlantic 
Monthly for February has reached us, with good reading enough for 
a month.—The issue of Messrs. Routledge and Sons’ Usiversal Library 
this month contains De (uincey’s ‘‘ Confessions of an English Opium. 
eater’ and the ‘‘ Lives of Shakespeare and Goethe;” their Pocket 
Lt/rary Macaulay's splendid ‘* Lays of Ancient Rome ;” and their Wor/7 
Library Allen's *' Life of Nelson.” 

Messrs, Ward and Lock’s popular Library of Literary Treasures is 
to be a weekly issue, 
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KNICKENAOKS, 


THE modtstes and milliners of Vienna, having held a mass meeting 
are unanimous in their determination to put down the Mantalinis of the 
Austrian capital. They assert without re- 
serve that men milliners, though frequently 
fascinating, are frauds, and terrible draw- 
backs to trade; that they usurp the places 
of talented women, and are an effeminate 
race ; therefore they—the milliners and mo- 
distes of Vienna—consider it the bounden 
duty of the Austrian Mantalinis to realise 
their humiliating position, throw themselves 


**become a demd, damp, moist, unpleasant 
body.” 





THE Maharajah Dhuleep Singh leaves 
England for two reasons. Firstly, he is 
deeply dejected at never being able to get a 
respectable curry when he dines out; se- 
condly, his limited allowance of £25,000 per annum does not admit of 
him residing in a building as large as Buckingham Palace, and retaining 
as part of his establishment five hundred coryphées, to dance before him 
at all hours of the day and night. 





Ir1sH Nationalists covet the ‘‘freedom” of Jersey, At the same 
time that they are announcing this, we hear of two sons of a Jersey soli- 
citor being sent to prison for refusing to serve in the militia there. 
Compulsory military service say de the uncrowned king of Ireland’s 
notion of freedom, If so, he has probably ordered his people to look 
upon it as such, 


THE ** patriots’ are never tired of quoting the presperity of Jersey as 
an example of the beneficial effects of Home Rule. They blind them- 
selves, however, to the facts that it is the glorious climate, the rich 
fertility of the soil, the early crops, the ready markets for the superior 
produce ; and last, but not least, the dogged industry, excessive thrift, 
and extreme sobriety of its toiling inhabitants, that combine to make 
Jersey a prosperous island. Were Ireland under such conditions, 
natural and acquired, she would not be in the degraded state she now 
iss Home Rule will not bring them to her. 


SHOULD Home Rule not be granted, we are threatened that public 
buildings in the metropolis and the chief provincial towns will be set on 
fire simultaneously. Dynamite not having obtained the results expected, 
we are to be spared it this time. There is no doubt that since the con- 
viction of the dynamitards, deadly dynamite, as a pet vehicle of destruc- 
tion, has not been looked on with the same loving eyes by its ragabash 
advocates as heretofore. The incendiary, however, undertakes a far 
more risky task thanthedynamitard. During the last days of the Com- 
mune several p/troleurs were caught red-handed by indignant citizens, 
Petroleum was immediately poured over them till they were saturated, 
then they were quietly set on fire. It took a very short space of time to 
reduce the shrieking wretches tc a mass of calcined bones. Would-be 
incendiaries should bear in mind that it is quite possible that similar 
cases of Lynch-law might take place in this country. 


A CONTEMPORARY opines that a general gloom has settled on us this 


cold, cheerlessness of the weather. 
weather is exceedingly conducive to sadness; but, in our experience, 
the immediate effect of ‘‘ Irish ” is hilarity—yea, even unto uproariousness 
—especially if it be served piping hot, with a small piece of lemon and 
one knob to the tumbler. Perhaps where our contemporary’s young 


A WESTMINSTER dressmaker, whose mom de guerre is “‘ Dynamite,” 
has been locked up for a month asa dangerous explosive. It is said 
that her customers feel somewhat timid when suggesting alterations in 
the garments she makes, for when she expands her chest with indigna- 
tion, buttons fly off with the killing power of revolver bullets. 


into the Danube, and each man cheerfully — 


A NOVEL OPERATIC OHORDS. 








DgaR NELLY,—We've come back to town for the spring, 
And I think, for my part, it was madness ; 

Such a freezing, and nippiog, and snow falling thing 
To be known as the season of gladness ! 

But the Queen’s coming out, and we couldn’t hold back, 





Though nearly snowed-up on the journey, 
And someone (as usual) 's got on our track— 
Did | tell you he’s made an attorney ? 


But I’ve something so dreadful, so awful, to tell, 
That I mustn’t waste paper in chatter ; 

/ shan’t soon forget it, I know very well— 
Let me tell you the whole of the matter. 

It was Saturday night, and we’d nothing to do, 
And e was engaged on some ‘‘ cases,” 

So Tom thought ‘* the op’ra” would do for we two, 
As someone had given him places. 


It was Faust, and though Tom said the ‘‘ crowd” wasn’t “fit,” 
I thought Faust himself did quite nicely ; 

But the ‘ waits” were so long that they maddened the pit 
(And I don’t think I blame them precisely, ) 

But the third act was done, and the wait was so long, 
That they grew much more noisy than funny, 

Till a person came out and explained what was wrong— 
The scene-shifters had struck for their money ! 


The remarks that were made weren't very polite, 
But just as we'd set about starting, 

The curtain drew up, and—oh, Nell !—such a sight ! 
With remembrance my heart is still smarting. 

There carpenters, choristers, supers, were seen, 
Some still in stage dress, some in ‘‘ toppers ;” 





year, which is mainly due to the Irish, but is partly owing to the dark, | 
We quite agree that miserable | 


man goes they sell bad ‘‘ Irish.” 





Tuk solution of cocaine is becoming extremely popular with physicians 
and surgeons. A doctor has just used it successfully in a case of 
tolpoperineorrhaphy. We are profoundly ignorant of the above com- 
plaint, but are informed that it must not be confounded with rolypoly- 
Jampuddingporkchopgastritis. 


*.. JUROR seems amazed that his overcoat was stolen lately from the 
td Chief Justice’s Court. Why this astonishment? Has he hitherto 








had a fervid, unshaken belief in the honesty of lawyers? 


i 


All dowdy, and anxious, and careworn of mien, 
And, poor wretches, they asked us for coppers, 


Tom said it was wrong, but he threw a few pence, 
And their scrambles were funny—and ghastly ; 
Tom said they’d have acted with much better sense, 

If they'd sold us a little less vastly. 
But if we’re to have unpaid folks *‘ on the cadge”’ 
Instead of the play—why, dear, ome day 
They'll just see the last at the play of 
Yours, MADGckR, 


12, Bayswater Vitlaces, Monday. 








‘¢ Tie Ship in Distress,” a Bermondsey inn, harboured two constables 
recently, and the captain of the ‘‘ Ship” was wulcted in a £10 fine, as 
a reward for giving the gallant boys in blue, shelter, and the best liquor 
his vessel afforded. He’d better make all taut below before he repeats 
his hospitality. 





Tue “Bitter” Cry,—Sherry and Angostura. 


A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 


“TACK AND JILL'S" £5: 5 : 0 Diophantine Competition is indeed a J our- 
nalistic Novelty. Every copy has a Distinctive Number in Red on the Front 
Page. Thearithmetical problem isaseasyas ABC, Everyone should compete. 
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ON OTHER GROUNDS. 


Maria Ann.—“*H1 serrose, Mr, CHARLES, YOOR HgeL_eGANT HAIR 
HORFEN MAKERS A HIMPRESSION ON THE LADIRS HUPSTAIRS.” 

Mr. Charles. —** WHAT BO YOU THINK? HAS THE Port sms, MARIAR 
ANN. Why, jest now I HORFRERED Carry NOAH TO A LADY AS SHALL 
BE NAMELESS, IN MY MOST HIMPOSIN’ STYLE, AND SHE SES, SES SHR, AS 
SOON AS MY BACK \VWAS TURNED, *’OW SWeRT!’ SHR SES, MEANIN’ ME,” 

Buttons. —**GaRN! SHR MRANT THE CorFy, AS 'AD TWO WHACKIN’ 
GREAT LUMPS OF SUGAR IN!" | Exit hurriedly, followed by a rolling-pin, 


HOTCH-POTCH. 


Nouopy is surprised to hear that Mr. Lock, of the Charity Organisation Society, 
does not approve of the way the Mansion House Fund is being distributed among 
the poor, The subscribers generally feel perfectly satisfied. As a matter of fact, 
they intended that their money should go straight to the poor promptly, and not to 
be locked up for an indefinite time, and then slowly frittered away in making 
useless and ridiculous inquiries as to whether the applicants’ great-great-grand- 
fathers were hanged for sheep-stealing, or whether their second aunts by marriage 
had all been contirmed, Ac. 





A CLERGYMAN recently delivered a lecture at the London Institution on 
**Musical Anatomy,” but it contained no information as to the method of ren- 
dering creaking joints harmonious, This is a pity. 





Since the miners’ wives have been unable to obtain the champagne of flourish- 
ing times to flick up their depressed spirits, they soothe their melancholia by 
drinking opium. Dr, O'Hanlon says that ‘miners’ wives habitually consume 
opium."” Probably their dreams are seldom so pleasant as those of De (uincey, 
Thomas de (). used to take his “‘ divine” opium in pills, 

Tue agitators in Wales, whom Mr. Michael Davitt has patted on the back, 
assert that their object is to secure fair rents and nothing more. This assertion 
is identical with the statement first made by the Irish traitors. Now it turns 
out that discontented I’at’s idea of fair rent is no rent at al], We shall find, later 
on, that dissatisfied Tafiy's is identically the same, 





Tue wife of a horse-breaker, at Beverley, recently saddled him with four 
bealihy girls. She is now the proud mother of twelve bairns. We hope papa will 
always have a bit to put in their mouths, But wonder, meanwhile, how he can 
curb his temper, 











sionally, at the late military show at Delhi, state that they 
consider the Indian cavalry to be the finest in the world. 
This opinion of Teuton experts will not rejoice that ancient 
order of associated hyenas—the Russian Government. 





A Very Wicked Vicar. 


{In consequence of the high prices continually charged for butchers’ 
meat, the Kev. Freeman Wills a year ago st: a butcher’s shop in 
Shoreditch, in order to supply the poor with joints at fair, and, of course, 
much lower prices The energetic Vicar has now under his direction 
(much to the disgust of the local butchers, and certain ecclesiastical! 
Pharisees in that quarter), four shops, doing a trade of ten thousand 
pounds per annum.) 

IT falls, I grieve to say, 
To the lot of Fon to-day — 

To tell you of a very wicked Vicar. 
It isn’t that he wears 
Ritualistic garb, or swears, 

Or that he is addicted to strong liquor ; 
It isn’t that he bets, 
Or doesn’t pay his debts, 

Or that he is immoral, or a glutton ; 
But, alas! his crime is great— 
’Tis no less, I beg to state, 

Than selling joints of beef and pork and mutton ! 


CHORUS, 


Yes, in spite of butchers’ rigour, 
He sells joints at a low figure 
To those who can’t afford big butchers’ bills, 
Ob! you really wouldn’t credit 
(Unless ’twas Fun that said it) 
Such vileness in this Vicar, Freeman Wills, 


‘‘ You East-end folks,” said he, 
** As I can plainly see, 

Have a trouble to get meat e’en on a Sunday ;”’ 
So he ran a butcher’s store, 

And soon he ran /hvee more, 

And shocked each Pharisaic Mrs. Grundy, 
‘* The price the butchers charge,” 
Quoth he, ‘‘Is far too large— 

Their middlemen and they evince extortion, 
So, the struggling poor to aid, 

/ shall try the butcher’s trade, 
With profits at a merely just proportion.” 


Then said he, ** Come, buy, buy, buy ! 
Beef, pork, mutton come and try ; 

Weigh away ! for lo, the prices are but fair now !”’ 
And toilers by the score 
Came and patronised his store, 

And the local butchers yell in great despair now, 
Yea, these butchers stand and rave, 
Ana for Wills’s gore they crave, 

Because their bloated profit he decreases ; 
But he works with firm intent, 
Paying yearly 5 per cent. 

To those who lent the necessary ‘‘ pieces.” 


Now this Wills (who, please regard, 
Is frore to Irving’s bard) 
Is disdained by sundry dolts ecclesiastic, 
With him they’re very wroth, 
As a ‘‘ traitor to his cloth,” 
And fain would give him drubbings very drastic, 
But Wills doth still proceed, 
Helping struggling poor to feed 
On meat, of which before they seldom tasted ; 
But, despite the butchers’ feud, 
And the startled ** unco guid,” 
Wills well knoweth that his wisdom isn’t wasted, 








More Hibernian Humour, 
(The Irish are now clamouring for a tunnel to be made connecting 
ngland with Ireland.) 
Tue Irish are a funny nation— 
And with a joke again they've scored— 
Though clamouring for separation, 
They want a tunnel to be bored— 
A tunnel which, please understand, 
Will join our land unto ¢heir land— 
To which, no doubt, you'll murmur ‘‘ Stuff! 
Have we not Irish *‘ bores” enough ?” 





Two talented German officers who were present, profes- 
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THE MISADVENTURES OF A FIRST NIGHT, 
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Tones took his Bella to a first night 
performance. 


** We can’t book seats,” said he; ‘but we 
can gonice and early, and wait at the pit door "’ 
**That will be lovely,” said Bella; but she didn’t seem to enjoy it though. 





Several objectionable people tried to get up a row with Jones, 
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And in the rush, when the doors opened, they got separated. 
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Just before the curtain drew up, Jones found her again 
in the company of a number of the hated Teuton race. 
There was a scene, and she fainted, and had to be carried out. 
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Thus losing their seats and their 
money. 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FRIDAY, 5th March,—Lovely woman still seeking fresh fields for her 
energies, J reshest field gained yet is Lord Enfield, who presses for 
the appointment of inspectresses of factories where only female labour 
engaged. Lord Thurlow states that Factory Inspectors have reported 
on the matter unfavourably, Naturally they would. Government 
might just as well ask male post office clerks to report on female ditto, 
shopkeepers on the Stores, or London General Omnibus Company on 
London Road Car Company, or anybody else on a competitor. Com- 
mons also interested in Enfield and factories, Campbell-bannerman 
announces that arrangements made to avoid dismissal of workmen on a 
large scale at Enfield Small Arms Factory, which might lead to yreat 
arm. Labby on the Lords. The beginning of the ending or mending 
of the Upper House that has too long had the upper band. 

Monday,—Lords consider the Canadian Pacific Route, and Lord 
Granville reports that Government will go to the root of the matter. 

Commons.—Intermittent Irish wrangles. Nationalist snarls for the 
moment diverted from Government to the Orange Lodges, Bad news 
from Achill Island, in the west coast of Ireland. Thousands of people 
starving, and Dillon reports fifty cannot leave their beds for hunger, 
Morley states that Mr. Tuke and other real friends of the Irish race are 
— their best to feed the hungry, and that money is on its way to the 
Vest. _ Here’s a chance for Irishmen at home and abroad to show their 
patriotism, Let some of the money destined for Rossa and others of 
bis genius find its way to Achill; and perhaps Mr. Parnell has a few 
Pounds left of the thirty thousand collected in a country where the 

























peasantry are dying of famine. Crofter's Bill read second time. Poor 
Trevelyan ! No man tries harder to please everybody all round ; nobody a 
more pitched into. Tories think Bill confiscatory and revolutionary, | 
Radicals call it ‘‘too tame,” and **Crofter Members” aecept it on ! 
principle of ‘* Better than nothing at all,” | 

Tuesday—Lords.—Bramwell’s Bill read, to take the seal from the lips 
of criminals on trial, to whom hitherto justice has been deaf as well as 
blind. Dillwyn, in Commons, fulfils the mission for which Wales has 
sent him—the cause of Welsh dissent. Abraham proves his claim to | 
title of the Man with the Iron Jaw by quoting Cymric, Ultimately, : | 
Bill rejected by a narrow majority. 3 
|  Wednesday.—Sir J. Pease wants toshorten the Sunday hours for opening 
public-houses. Member for West ’Am wants to shut ’em up altogether. 
House doesn’t quite follow his reasoning that because it’s good to shut 








them part of the day much better to shut them altogether, but thinks he ie 
might advantageously apply doctrine to himself, and if he can’t talk / fe | 
better sense, shut up altogether, ae 
y 
For some time past the Prince of Wales bas been wseee9 Iuagre such BE? 
alarming attacks of dyspepsia that his physicians ordered him to live a. | 
mostly on the lean part of mutton chops and stale bread. He was told ; i 








on no account to take hardbake, jumbles, and jam tarts just before his 
meals, and was strictly forbidden to indulge in saveloys, pease-pudding, 
whelks, new buns, raw chestnuts, and baked potato skins at any period 
of the day. By careful attention to his instructions, H.R.H. is now 


| convalescent. 
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ST. PATRICK'S DAY. 


PARLIAMENT Hovses On COLLEGE GREEN. 








THe New Sr. Patrick, Ertn’s Own PAr@eni PATRON SAINT. ANOTHER DESIGN FOR THE 


Mr, Gladstone’s Bad Cold. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


Tue sharp weather that’s frozen us 
here, 
For the shivers would seem to be 
made, 
And the family doctors appear 
To be driving a capital trade ; 
Almost everybody has got, 
Or just quitted, a cough or a cold, 
And our worthy Prime Minister’s not 
To the rule an exception, we're 
told. 


What bas caused this unfortunate 
chill? 
Did be catch it on Downing 
Street’s stairs ? 
"Tis enough to make anyone ill, 
To be saddled with Ireland's 
attairs ; 
At a Cabinet Council, maybe, 
The tough subject was brought 
into trim, 
When a breezy discussion, set free, 
Raised a draught far too cutting 
for him. 


‘Tis a sad state of things, to be sure, 
What's the treatment he ought to 
be at? 
Should he seek homccopathy’s cure, 
Home Rule gruel, or something 
like that? 
But let remedies be what they may, 
And most trying some remedies 
are, 
He'll get sympathy—heaps, for 
to-day 
It’s the fashion to have a catarrh, 








Heartfelt. 


THEY had just returned from 
church, and the sermon had alluded 
to the death of a supposed murderer, 
and had been interspersed with 
more anecdotes than usual. ‘* Ah!”’ 
said she, sententiously, ‘‘dead men 
tell no tales.” *‘ Ab!’ said he with 
fervour, ‘‘I wish our parson was a 
dead man!” 


Bap ** Form.”—Chloroform. 








Octavius Ebenezer Potte, 
HIS FILOSOFY.—SCRAPS. 


te 


Wen a person sines with 2 mov: de Aloom, yew mai take it that hi 
name is ashamed of hiz efforts. 

I ken forgiv sessiete everything exept not allowing me tew ware my 
kumforteble old boots. 

A Sosherlist hez no konseption ov the infinit. Give him everything, 


At times it requires a dea! of generosity to forget. I hold that we 
shuld do all owr bickerings and quarrellings in the daiz of owr yewth, 
while we hev the exkuse of yewth for the folly ov it. 
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AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
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‘THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD.""—Vide Press | 


‘ror JAMES’ 


"Gives a mirror-like | 
surface to the grate, and 
for cleanliness and econ- 
omy excels al! others.” — 
Vide Lady's Pictorial. 


BLACK LEAD 


BR. JAMES & GONG, Gele Makers, PLYMOUTE. 


WARNING ! 
When you ask for 


Reckitts 


Blue 


See that you get it! 
As bad Qualities are offen substituted 








Cadbury's 
#22Cocoa 


IUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue VAUDEVILLE.—Somebody says it was all due to the ea:t 


and Co., seeing that it’s already gone), was not favourably received. 





O, NOT au revoir BY ANY MEANS! 


THe VAUDEVILLE 1D 


It may have been the east wind, of course, but it looked very much 
more like ‘‘a frost”—though the manager ought to have Thorne it 
easily enough even in that case. The incidents are outrageously farcical, 
but there is not much to object to in that when it is plainly described 
as a ‘‘ farce in three acts,” particularly as the cast doesn’t contain a bad 
actor or actress and all of them played capitally. The simple mischief 
is that it’s all about nothing at all, and nobody can be expected to stand 
a lot of extravagant wildness all about nothing—how Mr, Rae could 
think so is a perfect Mr, Rae, to me at any rate. 


My Vaudeville seat being a front stall, the whole house has the ad- 
vantage of me, inasmuch as they can all see me while my vision is con- 
fined to the young gentleman on my left—the seat on my right being 
empty—consequently the first thing I see is Mr. F. Thorne with his 
usual round eyes, nose, and mouth, supplemented for the occasion by a 
pair of round whiskers, Ile says, ** /’Aat¢ an artist! What a photo- 

apher!” and keeps it up for the rest of the evening. Mr. T. Thorne 
is also in that act in a capital make-up (and playing with a vigour and 
sense of humour which never flags thenceforward in the face «f hard 
fortune), and Mr. E, M. Robson in a peculiar nose; so far as I can 
make out these two are playing Turby and Flickster in Zhe Goose 
with the Golden Fees. (Perhaps tie Goose was translated from that 
French farce they talk about !) 


Pretry Miss Maude Millett is there, too, and pretty Miss Helen 
Forsyth (I said Mr. Thorne was collecting all the beauties of the stage, 
this is the latest addition to his *‘ garden of girls’’); and Mr. Groves 
making the oldest of old characters young again, and Miss Sophie 
Larkin in her usual part. Then presently the curtain comes down ona 
bad situation, and the author’s wife wipes the tears of laughter from her 
eyes, exclaiming admiringly, ‘‘/VAat an author! What originality!” 
While the representative of two weeklies rows with the pit for contin- 
ually shouting a brandy-and-watery ‘* Bosh !” down the back of his neck. 





THe second act consists of a drum, a revolver, a lay ficure, Miss 
Larkin in a sort of Greek night-gown and a Roman helmet, and another 
bad situation ; and the last act concerns a duel with carving knives and 


a very long time, and tremendously funny). What the upshot of it all 
is I know not, but as all the faint plot there is concerns a character not 
is the play (/), it doesn’t much matter. The author comes and makes 


and we go out into the east wind and sorrow for more wasted effort. 

Tuer Emrire,—There are two theatres in London (and only two) 
which invariably invite me to witness their productions from the second 
row of the dress circle ; and as nature has gifted me with near sight (a 
very different thing from second sight, let me tell you), and distance 
does not lend quickness to the ear, my duties of seeing and hearing are 
not so comfortably or efficiently performed in those houses as they might 
be. That, however, is the management's concern, not mine, and I am 
content if theyare. But I'd rather occupy the ‘‘ backest” of ‘‘circle” seats 
round a corner and behind a pillar than be the tenant of an out-of-the- 





necessitate gymnastic means of entrance and exit, undignified at all times, 
and specially uncomfortable after dinner, 


From such a position, with the companionship in misery of the re- 





wind! But Mr. Rae’s piece, Doo, Brown and Co, (or a’doo Brown | 





way stall, wedged between two pillars which stop up the gangway and | 





| 


forks (Mr. Thorne’s acting here is better than anything he has done for | 


| 
} 
his ** boo” to the audience, who promptly ‘‘b-0-0-0-0-0!” back again, | 


| 





presentative of a prominent Sunday paper, did I see Round the World, or 
why doesn't Kate Vaughan dance? the latest production here. ; Under 
the circumstances you will not be surprised to hear that I consider it a 
very bad piece. It begins as though it meant to be a real play and 
depend upon character, incident and dialogue. It keeps that up fora 
whole act and a bit, when, seeing that there is nothing new in its 
character, no incident to speak of forthcoming, and the dialogue is 
perfectly inaudible, it suddenly becomes a ‘‘ spectacle” and gives us a 
procession with idols, a ballet and a trained elephant. Suddenly it 
changes its mind again and goes in for melodrama and modern dress 
till, finding it still ‘no go” it reverts to spectacle once more, and so it 
shuttle-cocks from one to the other, giving us a sort of nightmare of 
wild Indians, Pullman trains, ballet-girls, damp snakes, United States 
armies, wrecked steamers and what not, culminating in a masked ball at 
Cremorne. —_— 

Tuis is probably the only kind of piece that has a chance of success 
at this house, and it is ‘‘put on” remarkably well, and without useless 
display. It is eapitally acted, too, in some parts; Mr. Cartwright plays 
with a sincerity and force worthy much better material, and Mr, 
Collette’s power of disguising himself is triumphantly displayed. Mr. 
Myron Calice plays an American ina pleasantly unexaggerated manner, 
though he can’t help the part proving a bit of a nuisance in itself. The 
only thing Miss Vaughan can do, with any excellence, on the stage is 
dance—she doesn’t dance in this piece. 





THe HAYMARKET.—She Stoops to Conquer has been revived here 
with marked ill-success, The delicacy and lightness of Miss Hard- 
castle is quite beyond the capabilities of Mrs. Bernard Beere, 
Brookfield was hopelessly astray as Tony Lumpkin, all Barrymore's 
faults seemed to come to the surface in Young Marlow, and Miss 
Alleyne was as colourless a Miss Neville as could well be. The elder 
Hardcastles were best done, though Mr. Farren jun.’s performance 
was not full enough and Mrs, Chippendale’s too full if anything. The 
house wasn’t full enough. 





THE GArrty (Morning).—A piece called Love and Stratazem, pro- 
duced here, contains some promising elements and a strain of real 
originality. Wofully bad stage-management, and a weak performance 
of one of the authors, militated against its chances much, but it has 
fundamental defects which render an absolutely favourable verdict im- 
possible. Some powerful acting on the part of Miss Rose Leclercq 
sustained the interest of a large audience and two such conventional 
parts as those of a precocious child and a lodging-house ‘‘slavey”” are 
30 freshly and naturally written as to fully merit the ready recognition 
they received, 

Nops AND WINKS.— Zhe Foreman of the Works, at the Standard. 
More than ordinarily capital play ; all about it next week.— Clara Soleil, 
at the Royalty. (Quite a different play, and quite a different cast from 
Bad Boys, so funny and well played.—Mr, Felix Morris is appearing as 
Nicodemus Nobbs in 7urn Him Out, in front of the merry On ’Chamze 
at the Opera Comique, where the latter has recorded its 200th night and 
its intention of Rae ap ge pot-a-boiling” indefinitely.— Mr, Buhicrosan 
calls our attention to the fact that the Board of Works have granted 
their certificate to the proprietors of the building in which the Japanese 
Village is erected.—Mr. De Pinna informs us that the new St. Stephen’s 
Hall is just completed at the Aquarium, and that, together with the 
Imperial Theatre, which he intends to add to the main building (as 
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THe HayMarxet.—Miss ALuRyYNevous “ DRESSING.” 


soon as he can get rid of his tenants), will give a lot of extra space, 
which is to be utilised, in the first instance, for the Sportsmen’s Exhibition 
of '86, which ought to be a big thing in consequence. NESTOR. 
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Another of the Family. 








[The Duchess of Marlborough lately said toa new Dames’ Habitation ot 
the Primrose League that ** The Government had not always done what 
was right and for the good of the country. . . . She thought theirs. the 
Conservative party, was free from blame in that respect.” (Cheers.)] 


IT was a Duchess of high degree 
(Our Randy’s mamma, in point of fact), 

To the Primrose Leaguers orated she | 
In manner appropriately exact, | 

She gave it the Government ‘* hammer and tongs,” 
And showed it possessed no virtuous aim, 

And she said that though England had suffered wrongs, 
The Conservative party was free from blame. 


Now for this grand statement we ought to thank | 
The doughty Duchess of whom I spoke, 
For ’tis pleasant to find one of lofty rank, | 
Indulging in such a delightful joke. | 
Just fancy, though Liberals show neglect 
Of things that redound to Britain’s fame, | 
The Duchess felt sure that in this respect 
The Conservative party was not to blame ! 


We read that **cheers” greeted this strange remark, 
But it must have elicited laughter, too— | 
For even the Tories must deem it a lark, | 
A Duchess propounding so quaint a view. 
For the Tories must know, in their inner mind, 
That as far as regards the self-seeking game, 
And in all affairs of a muddling kind, 
The Conservative party’s o¢ free from blame, 


As a matter of fact, these isles for years 
Have suffered from Tory tricks too much, 
And the Tories who greeted her Grace with cheers 
Know they spoil all Parliament schemes they touch, 
Can ¢hey point to a sensible measure, pray, 
That ¢hey ever framed, or are likely to frame? 
I trow not ; and therefore ’tis idle to say 
The Conservative party is free from blame. 





That Liberals have their faults, we know, 
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For perfect M.P.’s, ah! who shall find? 
But really Lord Salisbury, Churchill, and Co., 

Are a bit too ** steep” for the average mind, 
We grieve with a lady to disagree 

(Especially one of such lofty name), 
But really we cannot exactly see 

How the Tory party is free from blame. 








“Tue ‘Cor’ Direct,”—The new street through Soho! 


Charming Little Widow,—**GOOD MORNING, Mr. BROWN, 
COVERED WITH SNOW, LIKE ME, 


WEDDING CAKE,” 
Well-to-do Widower.—**My DEAR Mrs. PLUMPET, I NEVER SEE YOU 


IN ANY WEATHER WITHOUT THINKING OF ONE,” 


ONE EFFECT OF THE RECENT SNOW STORM. 


(But of course that wasn’t what she meant, ) 
You ARE 
You QUITE PUT ONE IN MIND OF A 


[And the banns went up next day, 


= 








The Knight’s Dream, and Awakening. 
A FRAGMENT, 


SiR H&RBERT LAMBSWOOL came home from the City tired and 
worn out with his aldermanic duties, Quite forgetting a mysterious 
packet he carried in his breast pocket, he threw himself into a cosy 
arm-chair and slumbered, He dreamt he had ancestors, and that they 
were all warriors, and their conversation harped on match-locks, 
culverins, trumpets, sabres, and daggers. Then he fancied a tall 
ancestor threatened to slit a red-nosed knight’s weazen, and break his 
costard. So the two engaged in mortal combat. His ancestor ad- 
vanced firmly—although a hoar-frost had made the ground slippery— 
and showered blows on the red-nosed knight, till his own sword was 
shattered to pieces against his adversary’s helmet and hauberk of proof, 
Instantly the red-nosed knight sprang on the doomed ancestor, and 
dealt him strokes with his misericorde, till a convulsive tremor shook 
the defeated man’s frame, and with an awful shriek he dropped lifeless 
on the sward. Quickly wheeling round, the red-nosed knight laughed 
and said, “‘The doddy-pate would not have fallen had he kept his 
srmour and weapons clean, They were rotten with rust. I use 
Brooke’s Soap, a glorious article for cleaning steel, iron, tin,’ brass, 
Copper, and all kinds of cutlery. I’ fakins, it is wondrous useful also 
or removing dirt from glass, marble, earthenware, and painted wood- 
work.” A trumpet now sounded! Sir Herbert Lambswool’s vision 
changed, and he dreamt that his own respected head was a common 
dee Brater. Suddenly he awoke with a start, and found that his 
eldest daughter had picked his pocket, and was scouring his bald pate 
+ @ sample of Benjamin Brooke’s soap, which she had removed from 
u : mysterious packet. ‘* Drat the girl !” growled the old man testily ; 

a the directions : * Never rub the article to be cleaned or polished 
with the soap ; take either a sponge or cloth.’” ‘I will be more care- 








ful in future, pa,’ sobbed the contrite maiden, Then the old man 
called for a tumbler of hot rum and water, and dropped off to sleep 


again, 





The G.O. M. of the Sea. 


(THe Glode, sneering as usual at Mr. Gladstone, says, ‘‘ He has played the Old Man 


of the Sea on John Bull’s shoulders too long.” ] 


Now that our famed Premier Will G, 
Appears to John Bull, (or J. B.), 
Just like the Old Man of the Sea, 
(Which made Sailor Sinbad swear madly, ) 
You'd almost imagine that Will, 
Of virtuous instincts had zi, 
John Bull thus with terror to fill,— 
Or that he, at least, had Sinned-bad-ly. 
But that Gladstone thus dresses in such a weird robe, 
Isn’t thought by the world, if it is by the G/ode / 





Making Shaw(t) Work. 
It has been stated that our system of police requires overhauling, and 


it is desirable that something should be done in this direction. There 


was a flying rumour that Captain Shaw was to be made Chief Com- 
missioner. This did look like pulling down the structure; of course 
the first thing necessary being to Shaw it up !—now, however, Sir C, 
Warren has been appointed, and the B, P. hopefully regards its new 


appointment as Warrented to work. 





WuHeN does a man behave like 2 bird?—When? Why, of course, 
when he //zes to drink. 
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SOME MORE PATIENTS FOR M. PASTEUR. 
(M. Pasteur’s successful treatment of hydrophobia appears undeniable. But there remain further triumphs for himself or some brother medicine-man to achieve. ] t 
I 
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A cure is urgently needed for the curious malady which Would that the Button-hole Bore could be And Mrs. Gamptwaddle be prescribed for. 
causes the London milkman to utter such distressing yells. improved off the face of the earth. 
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- Doubtless there be many patients afilicted The case of these unfortunate men especially demands And could M. Pasteur cure this sort of thing? in 
4 with Falstaffs complaint. attention. he 
a on we 
| TURF CUTTINGS. THe LincoLNsHIRE HANDICAP. Ce 
, : ; , we 
To THe Epitor or * Fon,’ When handicaps come in the spring, tie 
Tra la, ; 
The prophet, you'll find, is all there. 
So your shiners contentedly bring, st 
Tra la, wi 
On Lonely prepare for a fling, le 
Tra la, ber 
And even give way to Despair. 
And Dalmeny you're certain to find ‘* quite the thing,” we 
SV If you back him when handicaps come in the spring, to 
> Tra la la la la la, &e. nu 
= S This handicap comes in the spring, his 
% Ss Tra la, sui 
SS And Phcebus should make a good shine, 
~ To Royal Fern’s chances I cling, Wi 
- Tra la, as) 
And Corneille’s also I sing, of 
Tra la, pli 
And the runner, Corunna, is mine. of 
It we play Fast and Loose, will our riches take wing Er 
In the first of the handicaps held in the spring. | 
Tra la la la la la, &c, at 
_Six,—At last I have torn myself from foreign shores ; at length I have The Grand National is held this week also, and I must say something 
bidden farewell to my favourite fish-girl—(she is my favourite because | about it. What I say isthe race wants careful handling. Coronet’s no ag: 
she’s something like that smart little woman who plays Flibbertigibbet | good, that’s straight, and you will have to take it out of Ringlet, Frigate, a | 
at the Avenue, and on whom, in what I assure her husband is quitea | Roquefort, and Badger, pretty much asI have putthem, But, for my own Yc 
fatherly way, I ama good deal “‘mashed”). Once more I reach my | private betting, Too Good is quite “‘good enough,” only don’t follow 
native shore and, not in exile, write my tip. This is my tip for me too closely and spoil the market.— Yours Xc., TROPHONIDS. 
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HIS OWN WAY OF DOING IT. 


(At a dinner of the London Foremen-Tailors Mutual Association held 

toast of ‘The Health of Her Majesty’ was given, and received with rat bee - 
present standing up except two. Both were said to be Irishmen. Shouts of ‘ Stand 
up’ were raised when the National Anthem was begun, but the two took no notice 
The company then began to practise at them with a shower of oranges, apples, and 
other trifles, some of the missiles reaching them with much accuracy and force pr de 
As the interesting two refused to leave, shouts of ‘Turn ‘em out’ were raised. One 
of them seized a champagne bottle and struck out wildly ; but he was quickly dis- 
armed and ejected, struggling and ejaculating. This little affair over, the meeting 
went on most harmoniously.” —News/afer.] ’ 








HE was an interesting creature—quite a study, was the party we are 
about to tell of: he had such a singularly original way of bringing about 
his ends: you would have imagined that he had designs against his own 
welfare and soundness of skin if you hadn’t known him well. We didn’t 
know him well at first ; and that is how it came about that we some- 
what misunderstood his yearnings, 

We saw him first at a public meeting. He didn’t look altogether 
sound or well even then: his head was bandaged up and covered with 
sticking-plaster, so that you could not have found a vacant seat any- 
where for another square inch of it: he limped to his seat, and winced 
when he touched anything ; so, out_of interest! and‘ curiosity, we went 
and took a seat by his side. 

““7ll break it down!” he was muttering to himself, 
smashed yet, and be the cause of it !” 

They were mysterious and awful words, At the time we failed to 
grip their potent signification : later we learned to fathom them. 

The business of the meeting began, It was a loyal and patriotic 

meeting. The health of the Queen was proposed ; everybody but that 
party stood up and cheered: he sat down and howled. Then, with a 
sound like that of the refreshing shower of April, only somewhat louder, 
half-bricks and other missiles began to fall upon that party, the sound of 
impact against his skull being particularly marked, and making itself 
heard above the ringing cheers of the company. Prudence dictated that 
we should shift our position to a distance from him, Then the “‘ British 
Constitution” was proposed : again that party sat and howled: again 
were heard the pattering missiles: then he was seized by the extremi- 
ties, hurried towards the door, and cast forth into the road after the 
manner of a dead and useless cat. 
_ It was some little time before he was able to arise.~ When he did so, 
it was very slowly, and with many groans. We stood] by and watched 
with much interest, but without assisting him in the operations : and at 
length he stood as erect as he seemed likely to, and muttered, ** 7’// 
break it down! I'll see ’em smashed yet!” 

Then, in our ignorance, we thought we gauged"the meaning of his 
words ; the **it’”’ we thought related to his constitution, and the ‘* ’em” 
to his limbs and skull. ‘* Why,” we asked ourselves, ‘‘ why does he 
nurse this strange and unnatural hatred and desire for vengeance against 
his own life and limb? It is a most interesting case of deliberate 
suicide, We must follow it up.” 

Accordingly we slapped him on the back (which caused him to dance 
with agony), and expressed a desire to know more about him and his 
aspirations ; and he ushered us into his house and showed us a room full 
of medical and surgical necessaries—lint, bandages, splints, sticking- 
plaster, tonics, restoratives, crutches, and so forth. ‘* All for yourself, 
of course?” we asked; and he nodded. ‘‘I’m making it hot for you 
English aliens—giving you plenty todo, eh?” he remarked triumphantly. 

We admitted that he certainly 4ad supplied active occupation for those 
at the meeting, 

‘You wince under it, eh?,” he asked, as he accidentally brushed 
against a cobweb, and howled with anguish at the contact. ‘* You wait 
cupid il break it down! I'll cause ‘em to be smashed to atoms yet! 

ou won't have to wait long.” 

m,. . ” * . * 

We saw him again many times, mostly at meetings opposed to his 


$*]’ll see ’em 








views ; and we could not but observe that on each successive occasion 
he had lost some new bit of himself—a finger-joint, or a few teeth, or an 
eye, ora bit of his scalp, From time to time we found him sitting on 
infernal machines which always went off at the wrong time, and blew 
away a bit of him, and hurt nobody else. 

Regularly at the meetings could be heard the gentle patter of the half- 
bricks and articles of furniture on his skull ; invariably he was ejected 
like a dead cat, always hissing between his teeth, ‘‘ I'll break it down !” 
At length he had become too much out of repair to walk to the meetings, 
and was obliged to attend in a bath-chair ; and this came expensive, as 
the bath-chair was invariably smashed to atoms; indeed, he was from 
time to time compelled to collect subscriptions from the English aliens 
= the starving poor of Ireland in order to procure himself new bath- 
chairs. 

The last time we came across him he was in hisgbath-chair glaring 
angrily at Westminster Palace. 

_ ‘* Well, have you succeeded in ‘breaking down’ your poor constitu- 
tion yet ?” we asked sympathetically. 

** My constitution!” he yelled. ‘It’s no constitution of mine—it’s 
the British constitution I’m breaking down! It’s British institutions 
I’m going to smash up! Begorra !”’ 

A light of revelation flashed over us; that ‘‘ Begorra !”’ had explained 
all—ali the curious and apparently unsuitable means employed to gain 
his end. Now it all seemed quite natural. As we left him he was 
engaged in beating his head against the stones of Westminster Palace. 
We fled—we could not bear to see that British institution fall, We 
have shut ourself up in our room, and are even now engaged in trembling 
for the British constitution, Can any one tell us whether it is down by 
now, or still tottering ? 











A Socialist Champion. 
(Mr. Champion said at a Socialist gathering at Clerkenwell Green the other day, 


‘Tf the miserable system, under which they lived, could be got rid of by cutting a 
million and a quarter of throats, he would cut those throats with his own hand.”] 


No doubt this blatant Champion of Gore, 

This prater of the Socialist lore, 

Would like to see folks tremble at his frown ; 
But, bah! Ads threats like those of Mr. Clown, 
Cause only laughter. When this madman raves 
Of cutting countless throats, he thinks he braves 
No end of martyrdom—but he’s exempt— 

Men treat such utterances with mere contempt. 
He and his fellow-bullies for their gains, 

Are brave, perhaps, at smashing window-panes ; 
Or when they’re extra bold and thousands strong, 
They’ll insult women as they go along. 

But when they yell in this grand gory strain— 
Men do but scorn their bold Bardolphian vein— 
And Champion does but prove by this harangue, 
That he’s the Champion blusterer of his gang ! 








What, Another! 


IT seems that Messrs. Cooper, Cooper, and Co., the well-known tea 
merchants, have been at it again! Only a week or two since it was 
announced in the papers that they had presented the Mansion House 
Fund with two thousand quarter-pound packets of tea, and now it 
appears they have repeated their munificent gift, which makes four 
thousand quarter-pounds of tea they have given away to the unem- 
ployed. We do not usually recommend to drink, but when it is 
such excellent tipple as Messrs. Cooper, Cooper’s Kyshow Congou, 
they cannot “take too much,” Ofa truth, the liberality of this gener- 


ous firm will suit the unemployed to a T. 
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THE CHEMIST.—HIS GAME OF SKILL—AND CHANCE. 


{“‘ Tuz Chelsea Medical Officer of Health has been examining with unsatisfactory results the mode in which dispensing chemists dispense. In seventeen out of fifty 
prescriptions tested, the quantity of the ‘active drug’ was more than ten per cent. over that prescribed ; in eight cases the deviation exceeded twenty per cent ; in one 
or two cases deadly poisons were treated with great carelessness ; mercury and corrosive sublimate were one-third in excess of the proper quantity, &c , &c.”—News- 
paper.) 
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The Public didn't fee] quite well ; so it took a prescription to its chemist. It was made up with the greatest attention and accuracy. 


Neen eee -_ 





2°*repeeaalgr ~ 


And one day that patient—a complete wreck, om spite of the carefudly compounded medicine—called in to pay the bill. ‘‘ Dear me!" he said; ‘‘ how is it that 
twopennyworth of drugs comes to One Pound Ten?” “‘ Sir,” said the chemist, ‘‘ it is not the drug we charge for ; it is the skill and experience of the chemist.” ‘‘Oh— 
ah !—would you kindly leave that out of the next dose?” said that rude patient. 
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“THE KISSING AND HISSING GAME, ” AS PLAYED AT 


“VOLLEY FIRING”’—FIRST VOLLEY, ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY MILLIONS! 
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A TERRIBLE TILL. 
(A Domestic DRAMA.) 


Mr. and Mrs, Pummiss were (or, perhaps, as husband and wife are 
one, I ought to say was) in the oil and colour line, When they were 
first married, they had held the posts of manager and manageress to one 
of the numerous oil and colour emporiums owned by a trizavirate of 
t managers. But having, by diligent attention to business, saved a 
ittle money, they had purchased a little shop in a small but exceedingly 
populous street off Old Street, St. Luke’s, where they did a really good 
thriving trade in all the wares vended by what are called “‘ Italian ware- 
housemen.” Why these oil and colour folk always call themselves 
‘Italian warehousemen,” I have never been able to ascertain, for they 
are usually extremely English—and Cockney at that. 





ama 























I have said that Mr, and Mrs. Pummiss did a roaring trade in a// their 
wares, To this statement I beg to move an amendment. There was 
one of their commodities which went off rather slowly, and that was soaf. 
Although Mr, and Mrs. P. were both cute business people, possessing 
an unerring judgment as to colours—dry or mixed, the lending of pots 
and brushes, and the relative merits of ‘*long dips,” ‘‘ middling eights,” 
and the now still more common ‘‘ composite,”’ their married life was not 
like their Golden Syrup at 24d. per pound—‘"‘celebrated for its 
sweetness.’’ They had no children to brighten their lives, and to play 
at skittles with their neatly-stacked bundles of wood and fire-wheels ; 
though there were plenty of urchins in the neighbourhood always anxious 
to oblige in ¢ha/ respect, if they had a chance. 

No; they were not happy. Partly from economy and partly from 
jealousy, Mrs. I’. resolutely refused to engage a “‘slavey.” Hence it 
happened that Mr. and Mrs. P. had to work very hard, both in the 
shop and in the house—especially Mrs. P. And so, Mr. P., being of a 
musical turn of mind, and sighing for more society than Mrs. P. was 
able to afford him (she insisting by night in cleaning and scrubbing), 
gradually acquired a habit of going, after business hours, to ‘‘ The 
Mousetrap and Cheese,” there to enjoy the delights of what was called 
** A Select Harmonic Meeting.” 

This neglect of his better half was, in itself, cruel enough of Mr. P., 
although it must be admitted that Mrs. P. was in a great measure to 
blame for it. But, to make matters worse, P. was wont to take out of 
the till certain moneys while Mrs, P, was cooking, cleaning, or otherwise 
engaged, and would, as Mrs. P. had good reason to believe, squander 
the same on ‘‘drinks” at ** The Mousetrap and Cheese.” And P., on 
being questioned (as he always was) as to the amount he had abstracted, 
would name some sum quite too ridiculous in its insignificance, all of 
which became at last too painful for Mrs. P. to bear patiently, 

Mrs. P., taking advantage of her husband’s carelessness, and of the 
really large profits they were making, had lately got into the habit of 
secretly putting by certain florins and half-crowns, with which she 
intended, ‘tone of these days,” to buy sundry hats, bonnets, broché 
velvets, dolmans, dress-improvers, and so forth, with which she looked 
forward to astonish the natives when she did go out. Strong-minded as 
the good lady was, she had not dared to let her husband know of these 
savings, for P., when he was roused, was like his cheap glue—rather 
hard to melt. And so a deplorable lack of confidence had sprung up be- 
tween these otherwise worthy people. And, meanwhile, Mrs. P. cud- 
gelled her brains for some device by which to check, or at least to know 
of, the amounts of money to which P. periodically helped himself, when- 
ever he went to those horribly discordant harmonic meetings. 

At last, one night, just as Mr. P. had gone off to ‘‘ The Mousetrap 
and Cheese,” Mrs. P., who had been black-leading the grate, sat down 
in high dudgeon and in an armchair, and carelessly glanced over some 
loose sheets of waste paper she had received from a customer in exchange 
for two bundles of wood and a candle, when an advertisement of a 





| which toppled over and caused a mess. Mrs, P., resolving to try 





| received for two bundles of wood, and twopence for a pound of treacle, 


| till, when it suddenly became quiet. 


| 
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Patent Till met her eye. Among other virtues claimed for this till 
were the following : ‘*‘ It will check every penny taken.” - If money is 
taken and mof put into the till, it can be detected at once.” ‘* If only 
part of the amount is put in, it will show how much has been withheld.” 
‘If any cash is taken out, it will show the amount.” “* It will show 
how much money there ought to be in at any time.” And soon, and so on, 
‘‘Aha!” cried Mrs. P. ‘At last I will check my lord ” (meaning 
Mr. P.) “in his thefts, I will buy one of these Patent Tills at once.” 
* > * * > es 
In due course the till was bought, and secretly let into the counter, 
as advised in the advertisement. Ere long P., seeing his wife go into 
the little back parlour behind the shop, neatly whipped sixpence out of 
the till and slipped it into his boot. Suddenly, as Mrs. P. came back 
at that moment into the shop—a whirring noise was heard, and a muffled, 
mysterious voice exclaimed, amid a series of clicks— 
‘‘ Here, you, guv’nor, stop, I say! 
Where's that tanner you took away? 
P. turned pale, and, to steady himself, clutched at a treacle-can, 


diplomacy, took no notice, and P., thinking the voice he had heard was 
but the still small voice of conscience, became calm again, 
Anon he stifled his conscience, and pocketed a penny he had just 


when, with a whirr, the voice broke out again— 
‘‘Two bundles of wood have just been sold, 
But I the penny do not behold! 
And a pound of treacle you've sold, I see, 
But where, oh where, is the gay two dee?” 
And the whirring kept on. The above remarks were mournfully 
repeated, until P., in great agony of mind, put the threepence into the 


This was in the afternoon, and it was evening ere P. recovered his 
equanimity. But just before nine, being anxious to be off to the 
‘* Mousetrap and Cheese,” and seeing Mrs. P. go into the room to put 
on some potatoes for her supper, he plucked up courage and secreted 
about him a sixpence he had received for a pound of paint he had lately 
mixed. Suddenly, off the till started again, just as Mrs. P. entered the 
shop, putting into her pocket 4s. 6d. which had just been paid her by 
the lodger upstairs, Whirr! went the till, exclaiming loudly— 

‘* You have just now mixed a pound of paint, 
And the sixpence should be in me, but it ain't!” 

At this Mrs. P. flew at her husband, determined to have that sixpence, 

when the voice in the till, stopping its previous plaint, burst out with— 
‘* Now then, missus, none of your tricks ; 
Just tip up that four and six!” 

‘* Ah, caught in your own trap!” exclaimed P.; and they both flew 
at the till, intending to demolish it, when Mrs, P., felt some one grasp 
her hand, and, witha —_ 
shriek, she awoke, and |} iN } 
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before her ! DW 

“Hullo, Polly! || 
what’s the matter with | .*)! 
you?” asked P, 
** What’s all this jaw- 
ing and snoring about? 
and what are you bash- 
ing the  blacklead 
brush on the table like 
that for?” 

**Oh, you've come 
home! ”’ said she. 

‘* Ves,” heanswered, 
** T have, old gal ; and 
I’ve come to say that 
I'm ashamed of myself 
for leaving you all 
alone so much, and if H | . 
you'll only run to a /);/ {gaan Mme . A 
slavey, we'll see if we (/\' 7Z— ee a: 
can’t be jolly and get 
out together a bit.” 

And then she con- 
sented; and then he 
kissed her, and they 
talked of the old court- 
ing days and made it 
up, vowing to live happy ever after. 

‘* Well,” said P., when his wife had told him about the Terrible Till, 
**we won't have ¢Aa/ till to split on us both.” - 

** Well, I don’t know, dear,” said Mrs. P, ‘* We'd better have one, 
perhaps, You see, it might be handy to keep acheck on the servant!” 

Shrewd woman, Mrs. P. ! 
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“The Kissing and Hissing Game,” as played | 
at St. Stephen’s. | 
(Ske CARTOON.) 


THERE are people whose minds are perturbed by a game 
Of which ‘‘ Hissing and Kissing” ’s the popular name, 


On both sides of the question a lot may be said, 
And there hardly can be any doubt on that head. 


Unto some it would seem there is harm in a kiss, 
Notwithstanding the prelude of many a hiss, 


But one knows, all the same, in the eyes of a prude | 
To embrace an occasion may even be rude. | 


Osculatory favours, however, appear 
To the taste of some folk to be specially dear. 


Though one cannot forget that a kiss may be wrong, 
When ’tis taken perforce from the weak by the strong. 


Yet in spite of these arguments, I am afraid 
That the game is still often unblushingly played. 


One would fancy, to judge from our graphic Cartoon, 
They'll be trying it on at St. Stephen’s full soon, 


If they do set it going in Parliament’s crowd, 
Both the hissing and kissing are sure to be loud. 





And the lively discussion will swell in a trice, 
For while some think it naughty the rest think it nice. 





Henderson’s Successor. 


THE brave Sir Charles Warren (who's worthy regard) 
Has been chosen to take the command of the ‘* Yard” ; 
_ In many respects he is clever. 
Sir Charles’ appointment we beg to endorse— 
Some doubt if he’s fit for directing the force, 

He’s Warren-ted, though, to endeavour, 





Quod E-Rat! 

[A weekly paper states that the ratcatcher engaged at Windsor Castle 
receives £10 per annum, while the ratcatcher at Buckingham Palace 
receives Only a yearly salary of £8, and it asks ‘‘ why this inequality! ”’] 
AH, why this inequality, indeed ? 
Why have our rulers such a thing decreed ?. 

Surprise at this will surely be emphatic, 
That such a statement, bruited far and wide, 
Re ratcatchers, should thus be rat-ified, 

Proclaims administration most er-rat-ic ! 





IT is said that many people object to the English coinage 
from an esthetic point of view. This much may be said— 
that it is not above reproach. Just now every penny isan object! | 
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“STRANGERS” YET. 


Wizeins, M.P. (to influential Constituent, for whom he has procured admts- 
son to the House of Commons).—** SPRIGGINS, YOU GOT ME INTO A DEUCE 
(F A MESS LAST NIGHT, AND YOURSELF TOO. THRY TELL ME YOU GOT 
UP IN THE GALLERY AND MADE A SPEECH.” 

Spriggins.—** AY, LAD! THRY MADE A LOT O’ FOOS, BUT A’ DIDNA’ 
THINK A’ WAS DOIN’ WROONG. MA TICKRT SAID ‘SPEAKER’S GALLERY,’ 
AN’ AS SOON AS A’ GOT IN, LAD, A’ BEGOON TO SPEAK; AN’ THAT MON 
WITH THE CLAW-HAMMER COAT TRIED TO POOT ME OOT; WHILE THE 
MEMBERS SHOUTED ‘STRANGERS,’ Bort A’ SED, SES A’, ‘A’M A STRANGER 
TO MOST ON YE, BOOT A’ KNOW MR, WIGGINS QUITE WELL ;’ BUT THRY 
CHOOCKED ME FOR A’ THOT!” 




















The Laughable Leaguers, 


many of its members. The petition was ruled ‘‘ out of order.’’] 


THE Primrose League is not devoid (as many might suppose) 
Of a faculty for most side-splitting humour ; 

Ah, no, ’tis really droll, as this veracious story shows 
(Although it reads like some mere childish rumour), 


(And, no doubt, containing members highly polished), 
Lately wrote, in a petition to the Lordly Upper House, 
That the House of Commons ought to be abolished ! 


[In the House of Lords the other day, Lord Kintore handed in a petition from the 
Buc leuch Habitation of the Primrose League, praying for the Abolition 
House of Commons, on the ground of the ‘‘ Disloyalty and intemperate language”’ ot 


of the 


A certain “‘ Habitation ’’—the ** Buccleuch,” with startling nous 


It declared the House of Commons was to Britain nothing worth, 
And that it ought to forthwith be abolished, 


Like the tailors, erst of Tooley Street, the Leaguers of Buccleuch 
May fancy ¢hey should own the State’s direction ; 

And, probably, they’d later want the Upper House shut, too, 
In case it to the League should show objection. 

But, alas! as ‘‘ out of order” the petition was declared, 
So that ‘* Habitation’s ” hopes were all demolished ; 

For it seems the League’s pet Chamber is at present not prepared 
To say the Commons ought to be abolished, 











Said they ‘*the House of Commons now has several M.P.’s, 
Disloyal and intemperate in manner ; 

And so, we pray your lordships to destroy it, if you please, 
No longer let it sully England’s banner.” 

Had they reckoned, now, I wonder, that were their behests obeyed, 
The Tory Members, too, would be demolished, 

When they sent in their petition, in the which they humbly prayed 
For the H. of C. at once to be abolished ? 


How simple, too, the leaguers are, to fancy that the Lords 
Alone could manage England’s legislation ! 
y, we know, of the two Houses, that the Commons most accords 
With the business and the spirit of the nation. 
This happy ‘* Habitation” must have wished to cause us mirth, 
When, in accents so pathetic and so polished, 








THE number of serious crimes in county Kerry has more than doubled 
in the last twelve months. The police fail to discover 97 per cent. of 
the offences, In fact, a constabulary officer, who was taking forty winks 
at an inn last week, has been unable to identify the ‘‘ patriot” who 
assassinated the first fly of the season, in Kerry. While the officer 
slumbered, the poor fly browsed harmlessly on his nose. It was, at 
this period, the unlucky insect, was slaughtered by a person unknown. 
The instrument with which the murder was perpetrated, was a heavy 
kitchen poker, 


A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 


“TACK ANDJILL'S"” £5: 5 : 0 Diophantine Competition is indeed a F our- 
nalistic Novelty. Every copy has a Distinctive Number in Red on the Front 
Page. Thearithmetical problem isas easyas A BC. Everyone should compete. 
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KNIOCKNAOKS. 


THe desire to be inoculated by M. Pasteur is becoming a positive 
craze in Paris, A number of wealthy ladies, afflicted with the sensa- 
tional Pasteur-worship-mania, have ed 
and prayed on their bended knees of the 
eminent doctor to inoculate them lest per- 
chance, some time or other, their delicate 
fingers may be nipped by their pet lapd 

M, Pasteur not only refuses to accept the 
chocolate creams, cigar-cases, boxes of 
Turkish delight, hand-worked slippers, 
and bon-bons they bring him ; but he 
sternly lays down the hard and fast rule, 
**no nasty bow-wow-bite, no nice hypo- 
dermic injection.”” And pretty little 
women go away disconsolate, with sorrow 
in their hearts, and cambric handkerchiefs 
to their eyes, 





Mr. CHAMPION’S notion of a mild, 
temperate speech, is one which includes an expression of willingness, 
under certain circumstances, to cut the throats of a million and a quarter 
of people. According to a fixed scale of orations worked on this 
principle, a strong speech would necessarily contain advice as to the 
best method of prolonging the tortures of peers when boiled in oil ; 
how to apply lead in a liquid state to the bodies of aristocrats without 
causing immediate death; the most practical plan for slowly roasting 
capitalists alive; the most — and lengthy manner of breaking 
landowners and their stewards on the wheel, etc. 


THAT benevolent lady, Octavia Hill, isa wag. Her suggestion that 
in future the money subscribed to relieve the distress in the metropolis 
should not be worked from the Mansion House, but should be handed 
over to the Charity Organization Society, for distribution among the 
starving, shivering poor, is one of the most unique bits of humour we 
have met with for some time. By the way, London magistrates do not 
seem to hold a very high opinion of the C. O. S., and its playful little 
ways; and the hungry mortal’s feeble, heartbroken wail generally seems 
to be, ‘‘ I've tried at the Charity Organization, but though all my testi- 
monials are good, they kept me waiting a month, and then declined to 
do anything for me.”’ Genuine philanthropists who wish to give alms, 
and desire that their money should go straight to the deserving poor, 
intact, cannot do better than send it to the poor-boxes at the various 
police-courts. Not one farthing is wasted in dispensing such charity. 


THE two Wolverhampton bailiffs who seized the bedding on which 
two poor creatures were lying ill of scarlet fever, and carried the 
infected material to an adjacent public-house, where it was sold by 
auction, deserve mention as excellent specimens of that species of 
human in which crass imbecility is combined with gross brutality of 
nature. Why these criminal lunatics were allowed to ‘gaily purge 
their iniquity by paying a fine of twenty shillings, is a riddle none but 
the curiously constructed brains of country magistrates can solve 
correctly. Perhaps the bedding was knocked down to some Justice of 
the Peace afflicted with a mother-in-law. 


Tue Shah of Persia is not at all an uxorious man foran Eastern 
Potentate. The Shah moderately contents himself with forty-two wives. 
This seems, indeed, self-denying, when we consider that his great 
grandpa never had less than five hundred atatime. Great grandpa 
was not at all liberal towards the ladies of his harem. Some of the 
inferior wives hardly had sufficient pocket-money to keep themselves in 
hair pins and tooth powder. Moreover, great grandpa was a great 
sufferer from his liver, and whenever he felt at all melancholy, he used 
to order out two or three wives and have them executed before him, just 
to flick up his spirits. The accounts of his death differ, Some say he 
was killed by a favourite wife who assassinated him with toasted cheese. 
Anyhow, the present Shah turns green, sbudiers, and faints whenever 
he sees this dish. 





—_—_——— 


A RASCALLY couple of Spanish mendicants have been sentenced in 
Paris to two years’ penal servitude, for repeatedly making terrible arti- 
ficial sores on a child’s limbs with vitriol, This atrocious cruelty was 
perpetrated that the condition of the infant might excite sympathy with 
the public, and draw money from them freely, The sentence on these 
wretches was too light; they should have been condemned to imbibe 
slowly, but surely, several pints of cheap English gin daily, until they 
were thoroughly vitriolised inwardly. A diet, consisting solely of bright 
green preserved peas, and pickles well doctored with copperas, should 
have been ordered at the same time. Such drastic treatment ought 
to have prevented them committing a similar crime again. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK YS‘ 


Fripay. — Lord Harrowby proves himself wue | 
‘‘cult.” At present British Museum, Natural Hut 
National Gallery close their deors just before Metroy 
close theirs, so that emf/oyds are met at the portals of L. 
and Art with, ‘*Too late, too late, ye cammot epter : 
moves address to Her Majesty, praying that these ios 
open three nights a week till ten p.m. 


Commons, — 
Men must work, afc women mot wer 


For 
And the harbour bar isn’t moaning so much as i! ov 
port in a storm, and Dawson thinks that construction 
form a haven for the superfluous labour drifting ike So! 
English life. 
Monday.—Lords.— (uid fro gue, Lord }iatore me 
Labby of the Lords, presents petition from “tye © y 
Habitation (‘‘a local habitation and a name “) of Me ' 
praying for, not the mending, but the ‘‘ending of 
Lord Stratheden wants to make Government habie ! 
instead of Sir E. Henderson. Cranbrook culgise 
Commissioner in taking responsibility for blame on bi 5; 
not inclined to censure twenty-four bours’ Home Sec >t) 


there § tte to Carn 256 Ga) tarp 


€ 


withdrawn. State of Ireland oext considered ; par! 
Finlay, 

U 
also the maiming and roasting of Connor's catt 
people John Bull is going t e asked mec 
bundred millions to. Separation would have one a 
relieve Englishmen from the disgrace of being cleas “ 
of these worse than beasts. FON would like to heow ° 
idea of Rural Ireland so green. ‘“ 

Commons,—Jolly tars pitch into state of Navy ) 
their timbers nowadays, but Charlie Beresford was 
enemy could easily shiver our iron plates. Charlie ¢ pb 
a horseman, and a sailor, but greatest of all as a ; ¥ 
We can raise funds, but our ships sink. ‘“* See me re 
de la Poer,—“‘ from your sinking fund raise flosting 
flight of genius sweeps over the beads of hon. Mem 
idea is lost. de 

Tuesday.—Lords.— Bishop of Peterborough: Vt 
Manifesto that Mr. FUN cordially approves—-s y | 
and his Bill to this intent despite pewrile opposit te 
Grimthorpe and others is read a second time, be 


Commons.—Mr, Trevelyan acknowledges to mi 
that state of Skye rather Skyeblue than rosy. Mr. —__ 
Bruce and the Spider, and at last succeeds in odtaini: 
House to repeal of the, in his opinion seedy, ¢ 

Wednesday.— Commons. —House not at all ina ' TI 
Guild mood, so will have none of Finlay s Church of '¥' 


Cook’s Supervision of Theatres Bills, — 
Thursday.— Radicals say only lunatics are intereste 
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raise HomtiM® tasks “ why this inequality “STRANGERS” YET. 

—-_ deed ? Wiggins, MP. (to influential Constituent, for whom he has procured admis. 
sbosough . thing decreed ? on to the House of Commons),.—‘* SPRIGGINS, YOU GOT MR INTO A DEUCE 
seeoves—i y be emphatic, CF A MESS LAST NIGHT, AND YOURSELF TOO. THEY TELL ME YOU GOT 
rae enna ted far and wide, UP IN THR GALLERY AND MADE A SPEECH,” 

A tis — be rat-ified, Spricvtins.—‘** Ay, LAD! THRY MADE A LOT O' FOOS, BUT A’ DIDNA’ 
wledges | most er-rat-ic! THINK A’ WAS DOIN’ WROONG,. MA TICKRT SAID * SPEAKER'S GALLERY,’ 
nan rosy. Ms AN’ AS SOON As A’ GOT IN, LAD, A’ BEGOON TO SPEAK; AN’ THAT MON 
ceeds in obdtait ie of WITH THE CLAW-HAMMER COAT TRIED TO POOT ME OOT; WHILE THE 
seedy, | , ect to the English coinage MemMeers SHOUTED ‘STRANGERS,’ Bort A’ SED, SES A’, ‘A'M A STRANGER 
ot ot oft ia 8 This much may be said — TO MO.T ON YR, BOOT A’ KNOW Mr, WIGGINS QUITE WRLL;’ BUT THRY 
ay's Church 0! w every penny is an object! CHOOCKED ME FOR A’ THOT!” 
ics are inieresic 
bt in Committ ble Leaguers. It declared the House of Commons was to Britain nothing worth, 
Lord Kintore handed in a petition fi the And that it ought to forthwith be abolished, 
‘ful Toe deelimes League. praying for the Abolition of the 
‘‘ Disloyalty and intemperate lancuage * of Like the tailors, erst of Tooley Street, the Leaguers of Buccleuch 
uled Tout of order May fancy ‘hey should own the State’s direction ; 
id (as many might suppose) And, probably, they’d later want the Upper House shut, too, 
ing humour ; In case it to the League should show objection. 
x » eracious story shows But, alas! as *‘ out of order” the petition was declared, 
a. ere childish rumour), | So that ‘‘ Habitation’s ” hopes were all demolished ; 
“eed Buccleuch,” with startliag mow For it seems the League’s pet Chamber is at not prepared 
A > -mbers highly polished), | To say the Commons ought to be abolished, 


Lordly Upper Heuse, 
ught to be abolished ! 


ms now has several M.P.'s, 





Tue number of serious crimes in county Kerry has more than doubled 
in the last twelve months. The police fail to discover 97 per cent. of 


oe - nae Bee 4 the offences. In fact, a constabulary officer, who was taking forty winks 
Presson fp if you please, at an inn last week, has been unable to identify the ‘‘ patriot” who 
anner. 


assassinated the first fly of the season, in Kerry. While the officer 
slumbered, the poor fly browsed harmlessly on his nose. It was, at 
this period, the unlucky insect, was slaughtered by a person unknown. 
The instrument with which the murder was perpetrated, was a heavy 
kitchen poker, 


er, that were their bebests obeyed, 
~ be demolished, 


in the which they outably prayed 
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KNICKNACKS., 


Tue desire to be inoculated by M. Pasteur is becoming a positive 
craze in Paris, A number of wealthy ladies, afflicted with the sensa- 
tional Pasteur-worship-mania, have begged 
and prayed on their bended knees of the 
eminent doctor to inoculate them lest per- 
chance, some time or other, their delicate 
fingers may be nipped by their pet lapdogs. 
M. Pasteur not only refuses to accept the 
chocolate creams, cigar-cases, boxes of 
Turkish delight, hand-worked slippers, 
and bon-bons they bring him; but he 
sternly lays down the hard and fast rule, 
**no nasty bow-wow-bite, no nice hypo- 
dermic injection.” And pretty little 
women go away disconsolate, with sorrow 
in their hearts, and cambric handkerchiefs 
to their eyes. 





Mr. CHAMPION’S notion of a mild, 
temperate speech, is one which includes an expression of willingness, 
under certain circumstances, to cut the throats of a million and a quarter 
of people. According to a fixed scale of orations worked on this 
principle, a strong speech would necessarily contain advice as to the 
best method of prolonging the tortures of peers when boiled in oil ; 
how to apply lead in a liquid state to the bodies of aristocrats without 
causing immediate death; the most practical plan for slowly roasting 
capitalists alive; the most painful and lengthy manner of breaking 
landowners and their stewards on the wheel, etc. 


THAT benevolent lady, Octavia Hill, isa wag. Her suggestion that 
in future the money subscribed to relieve the distress in the metropolis 
should not be worked from the Mansion House, but should be handed 
over to the Charity Organization Society, for distribution among the 
starving, shivering poor, is one of the most unique bits of humour we 
have met with for some time, By the way, London magistrates do not 
seem to hold a very high opinion of the C. O. S., and its playful little 
ways; and the hungry mortal’s feeble, heartbroken wail generally seems 
to be, ‘I’ve tried at the Charity Organization, but though all my testi- 
monials are good, they kept me waiting a month, and then declined to 
do anything for me.’’ Genuine philanthropists who wish to give alms, 
and desire that their money should go straight to the deserving poor, 
intact, cannot do better than send it to the poor-boxes at the various 
police-courts. Not one farthing is wasted in dispensing such charity. 


THE two Wolverhampton bailiffs who seized the bedding on which 
two poor creatures were lying ill of scarlet fever, and carried the 
infected material to an adjacent public-house, where it was sold by 
auction, deserve mention as excellent specimens of that species of 
human in which crass imbecility is combined with gross brutality of 
nature. Why these criminal lunatics were allowed to /egally purge 
their iniquity by paying a fine of twenty shillings, is a riddle none but 
the curiously constructed brains of country magistrates can solve 
correctly. Perhaps the bedding was knocked down to some Justice of 
the Peace afflicted with a mother-in-law. 


THE Shah of Persia is not at all an uxorious man for an Eastern 
Potentate. The Shah moderately contents himself with forty-two wives, 
This seems, indeed, self-denying, when we consider that his great 
grandpa never had less than five hundred atatime. Great grandpa 
was not at all liberal towards the ladies of his harem. Some of the 
inferior wives hardly had sufficient pocket-money to keep themselves in 
hair pins and tooth powder. Moreover, great grandpa was a great 
sufferer from his liver, and whenever he felt at all melancholy, he used 
to order out two or three wives and have them executed before him, just 
to flick up his spirits. The accounts of his death differ. Some say he 
was killed by a favourite wife who assassinated him with toasted cheese. 
Anyhow, the present Shah turns green, shudders, and faints whenever 
he sees this dish. 





-_--—— 


A RASCALLY couple of Spanish mendicants have been sentenced in 
Paris to two years’ penal servitude, for repeatedly making terrible arti- 
ficial sores on a child’s limbs with vitriol. This atrocious cruelty was 
perpetrated that the condition of the infant might excite sympathy with 
the public, and draw money from them freely, The sentence on these 
wretches was too light; they should have been condemned to imbibe 
slowly, but surely, several pints of cheap English gin daily, until they 
were thoroughly vitriolised inwardly. A diet, consisting solely of bright 
green preserved peas, and pickles well doctored with copperas, should 
have been ordered at the same time. Such drastic treatment ought 
to have prevented them committing a similar crime again. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Frmpay, — Lord Harrowby proves himself true friend of popular 
‘*cult.” At present British Museum, Natural History Museum, and 
National Gallery close their doors just before Metropolitan employers 
close theirs, so that evf/oyds are met at the portals of Learning, Science, 
and Art with, ‘‘Too late, too late, ye cannot enter now!” My lord 
moves address to Her Majesty, praying that these institutions may be 
open three nights a week till ten p.m. 


Commons, — 
Men must work, and women must weep, 


For there’s little to earn and many to keep— 


And the harbour bar isn’t moaning so much as it ought to be. Any 
port in a storm, and Dawson thinks that construction of harbours would 
form a haven for the superfluous labour drifting like flotsam on the sea of 
English life. 0 

Monday.—Lords.— Quid pro quo, Lord Kintore means to pose as the 
Labby of the Lords, presents petition from ‘*the bold Buccleuch” 
Habitation (‘‘a local habitation and a name”’) of the Primrose League, 
praying for, not the mending, but the ‘‘ending of the Commons,” 
Lord Stratheden wants to make Government liable for West End riots 
instead of Sir E. Henderson. Cranbrook eulogises pluck of late 
Commissioner in taking responsibility for blame on himself, but House 
not inclined to censure twenty-four hours’ Home Secretary, so motion 
withdrawn. State of Ireland next considered ; particularly murder of 


Finlay, = 
‘‘ Murder most foul, as in the best it is.” 

also the maiming and roasting of O’Connor’s cattle. These are the 
people John Bull is going to be asked (so rumour says) to lend his 
hundred millions to. Separation would have one advantage, it would 
relieve Englishmen from the disgrace of being classed as fellow subjects 
of these worse than beasts. FUN would like to know Brute Creation’s 
idea of Rural Ireland so green. 

Commons,—Jolly tars pitch into state of Navy. They don’t shiver 
their timbers nowadays, but Charlie Beresford warns the country that 
enemy could easily shiver our iron plates. Charlie great as a warrior, 
a horseman, and a sailor, but greatest of all as a political economist, 
We can raise funds, but our ships sink. ‘‘ See me reverse,” says Charles 
de la Poer,—‘‘ from your sinking fund raise floating ships.” But this 
flight of genius sweeps over the heads of hon. Members, and the grand 
idea is lost, 

Tuesday.—Lords.—Bishop of Peterborough publishes a No Rent 
Manifesto that Mr. Fun cordially approves—zd es‘—No Pew Rents 
and his Bill to this intent despite pewrile opposition of the grim Lord 
Grimthorpe and others is read a second time. 

Commons.—Mr. Trevelyan acknowledges to Captain Macdonald 
that state of Skye rather Skyeblue than rosy. Mr. Stansfeld eclipses 
Bruce and the Spider, and at last succeeds in obtaining approval of the 
House to repeal of the, in his opinion seedy, C. D. Acts. 

Wednesday.—Commons,—House not at all in a Church and Stage 
Guild mood, so will have none of Finlay’s Church of Scotland or Rider 
Cook’s Supervision of Theatres Bills, 

Thursday.—Radicals say only lunatics are interested in the Lords and 
their acts. £ converso, Lords to-night in Committe on Lunatics and 


Acts relating to them. 
Commons,—Rumonur afloat that Artful Joe declines to join Gladstone, 
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and commit himself to the waves of the Irish sea. Glad to hear from 
Bryce Government means to reward good fairies of Lipsoe who came 
to aid of the Columbine, Naval Estimates.—Apparently British ships 
spoilmg for, not tars, but ha’p’orths of tar, while millions of pounds 
thrown in the sea, 
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FOOLISH FELLOW. 


THE gentleman is a determined opponent of the Deceased Wife’s 
Sister Bill, He wouldn’t have such marriages legalised on any 


account. 
The lady bears the relation to him indicated in the title of the Bill. 





DISPENSING! 


JonEs is my brother-in-law. I wish he wasn’t. I hate brothers-in- 
law as much as I hate mothers-in-law. They’re always ready to give 
good advice, and never anything else. Most people who give good 
advice find it an excuse for not giving anything else. Jones is always 
mixing himself up with some foolery or the other. Sometimes it’s local 
clubs, Sometimes soup kitchens. He’s mad on district visiting now. 
He’s always very strong on the subject of the poor. Most people are 
when they’re distributing other people’s money. He says to me, 
‘*Come on a round with me.” I hate going with him, whether on a 
round or a square, or anything else. ‘‘I’ll show you some of the 
misery of our Great City.” He always talks about the Great City when 
he gets on with a lot of parochial nonsense. We go into a house. 
Down in a sort of cellar. There are a pair of trousers and a large 
haddock hanging from a clothes line. A man is eating periwinkles 
with a monstrously large pin. Jones says to him, ‘* Are you aware that 
shell fish like that is very bad for the digestion?” He says, ‘‘ You're 
alie. I sells lots of ’em about here, It’s my trade, and I’m a-eatin’ a 
pint of my trade ’cos I can’t afford nothink else.” Jones tells him not 
to be abusive. ‘* You let me sell my bit o’ shell and step it, guv’nor. 
A Englishman’s ’ouse is his castle, and his front kitching ain’t Trafalgar 
Square for fools to come a-preaching in.” When we get outside Jones 
says, ‘‘ That kind of man is spoilt by reading inferior literature. He 
isn’t educated enough, and yet too much. He wouldn’t sell that shell 
fish if he were a better informed man.” Jones always was a fool. I 
look as it I thought so, and he sniffs angrily. We go into another 
house. Three women are washing clothes. ‘* Well, what have you 
brought,” says one of em. ‘*Good advice,” answers Jones, and hands 
her a tract, ‘for the mind’s welfare,” he says; he gives a soup ticket, 
‘for the body’s welfare.” One of the women wipes the soap-suds 
from her arms and says, ‘It’s like yer impudence a-coming here with 
your soup-tickets and wot-not.” The other says, ‘When you come 
here on the preaching lay, bring a bit of silver with you, or else stop 
away.” ‘*I don’t believe as they've got tuppence-’apenny atween the 
idle wagabones, interrupting of honest workwomen at their work. Git 
out with both on yer.” Wego out. ‘*The women of the lower class,” 
says Jones, *‘are not so cultured as they might be.” They may be un- 
cultured or they may not; anyhow, I’m not going dispensing again. 

DIOGENES TUBBS. 





— 
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_ Louisk Micuet stigmatizes the French working men who will not 
listen with patience to her incendiary doctrines as ‘‘a parcel of mean 
hypocrites.” The gentle p¢¢ro/euse may console herself that she will be 
better received during her tour in America. Nearly everywhere she is 
likely to lecture in the States plenty of low, lazy, outcast Irishmen will 
be forthcoming to listen to her boshy bombast with outward manifesta- 
tions of pleasure, 











HOTCH POTCH, 


Mr. ALLANSON Picton, M.P., says, ‘School fees are a relic of 
ancient barbarism, and ought to be abolished."” We know several im- 
pecunious gentlemen, pinching themselves to send their daughters to 
Brighton boarding-schools, who would be over-joyed to learn that all 
school fees were abolished by Act of Parliament, and all schools 
supported by the State. Our own opinion is that the fees for meals at 
restaurants should be promptly done away with; and that before the 
country can claim to be thoroughly civilized, tailors’ bills must come 
under the same criminal category as threatening letters, 


Ir is computed that the permission granted to French soldiers to 
wear their beards, will save the brave warriors about 460,000 per 
annum. The barbers of France are fretting, fumiog, and bristling with 
rage at the decree. Tears of indignation wet their cheeks, and drop 
on the blades of favourite razors—razors, perhaps, never more to be 
whetted. And several Gallic Sweeney Todds are particularly anxious 
to have the honour of privately shaving General Boulangier, the author 
of the decree. They send seductive notes, trying to entice him into 
their establishments, If the gallant officer disappears suddenly, nobody 
need be astonished. 

WHEN Greek meets Greek—both after the same cook, and the same 
rabbit-pie—then comes the tug of noses, and a general all round, rough 
and tumble scrimmage. The other night, a couple of jealous country 
policemen had a litile dispute about a matter we won't mention, and fell 
upon each other, tooth, truncheon, and nail, After an hour or so's 
combat, a grim dead silence stole o'er the scene of carnage. Then 
sorrowing comrades appeared on the battle-fieid, and swept up the bits 
of staves, helmets, gaiters, boot-heels, and the few other fragments that 
were left of the two pugnacious officers. 


Mr. Justice HAWKINS recently dressed down’a counsel handsomely, 
for not appearing in Court to defend a case in which he had been retained. 
Many counsels seem, nowadays, to take an absolute pride in treating their 
clients cavalierly. Some of these gentry have a trick of taking a full 
fee, and then calmly sending some inferior junior into Court, in their 
place. Such fellows affect to feel insulted, if requested to return the 
money they have unfairly taken from their clients. With inward snig 
gers, they chatter grandiloquently about the custom of their profes 
sion,etc. If such fraudulent trickery be the custom of the legal profes 
sion, all we can say is, that the profession must approve of its members 
obtaining money under false pretences. 


BisHor BAGSHAWE, of Nottingham, a Romish priest, loveth not the 
Primrose League. The good man has warned his flock that those of 
his Nottingham lambs who join, or encourage this wicked society, shall, 
like the well-known Jackdaw of Rheims, be ‘‘ cussed” consumedly. 
The worthy priest prays that the chimneys of such malignants may ne'er 
cease smoking; that their gas may continually go wrong; that their 
servant girls may have innumerable numbers of male cousins ; that soots 
may perpetually settle on their linen, and flies locate themselves in 
their eyes during the hours of business and love-making ; that they may 
never be without plumbers at their cisterns ; that their butter may be 
always rancid, and their beer taste of the cask; that their cooks may 
leave every Christmas Eve; and that their tax-papers may ever be 
mislaid, 

















A “MOVING” STORY. 


A BATTERED, unemployed Baboon, You'll notice, from our artist’s sketch, 


Jethought him that he’d shoot the moon ;| Not much would these possessions fetch ; 


A few dead birds, some ditto hares, 


The reason I need hardly say— 
Kemoved from worldly, carking cares ; 


Suffice it, ‘twas near Qauarter-day ! 


So in a truck he deftly pressed 

The property that he possessed — 
His *‘ little dawg,” the trusty Tray, 
He harnesséd to lead the way. 


A pair of fowls on feeble legs, 

Likewise some questionable eggs— 
Made up the Baboon’s store that day— 
Let's hope he got them clear away! 








Ge” To Corresronpents.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 
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A REG’LAR '’APPY FAMILY. 


Squire.—‘*‘SO YOU WENT DOWN TO THAT RADICAL MEETING LAST NIGHT, PARSONS?” 


Parsons. —** Exs, SQuoire.” 
S.—'* WELL, HOW DID YOU GET ON?” | 
) P.—‘*On, IT’S ALL SOTTLED, IT BE. ARTER THE GENT WORT ROARED LIKE A BULL ’AD SPOKE UP MANFUL, WE DRORED LOTS 


¥ 4 FUR THE PROPERTY ALL ROUND, WE DID. BUT DOANT ’RE BE FRIT, SQUOIRE, I GOT YOURN,” 

S.—**OH, YOU GOT MINE, DID you?” 

P.—* Eas; BUT DOANT ’&E GO FUR TER WORRIT YERSELF, YEW'VE BIN A GOOD MASTER TO ME, SQUOIRE; AND NOW I’M 
MASTER, BLARM ME IF I WON’T DO ’EE A DARNED GOOD TARN. I’LL MARRY YER MOTHER-IN-LAW, I WILL, AND I’LL WHOP AND 
WALLOP HER IN TER ORDER TEW! AND YEW AND YEW’R GOOD LADY SHELL STOP WI US AS LONG AS YEW LOIKE, WITH FRRE 
RASHUNS, WkR’LL HAVE MOOSICK IN THE HEVENINS, AND MAKE A REG'LAR ’APPY FAMILY,” 








A Subject for Legitimate Speculation. ONE PENNY. EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


Tue bride’s mother, at the breakfast, said that the wedding had ** put - JACK AWN D J TTT he 


her out” a great deal; the bridegroom, at a later period of the same AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
century, said that he found he'd been ‘‘ taken in” to a similar extent. 


Perhaps that was the bride’s mother’s way of balancing the account, . = : 
Wehbe Wrichbat Society. 


Cause and Effect. | | (ESTABLISHED 1518.) . . | salad 
ions, ™ ; : : : _ AFTER careful consideration on the part of the Select Committee appoin : : 
pina rr Jones, how terribly you swear since you've been married! | j,, July, 1865, to inquire into the general public feeling which repudiated th: 
How is it? idea that the meetings of this hon. and learned Society should be kept private, 
Fones.—‘**I don’t know, I never had cause before!” the Committee have at last reported their convictions to the Grand High 
Council, and for the future One Reporter and One Artist wr oi 
: ; . ; allowed in the Reporters’ Gallery. ‘Their combined efforts will appear eve!) 
_New Nam for the Member for Paddington, in gratitude to him for | \eek in ‘JACK pon JILL,” commencing March 13th, 1886. 
his having tried at Belfast to stir upa racial feud between the Nationalists pani 
and Orangemen.—Lord Firebrand-olph Churchill. OFFICES—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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SHE WAS HARDWORKING AND PRUDENT,AND REGULARLY PAID HER WEEKLY SIXPENCE TO THE GRAND JUNC. 
TION BRICK LANE BRANCH OF THE BANDED COMPASSIONATE SISTERS-IN-LAaW ' 








AT LENGTH ~— SHE MET W!TH [ CONSTERNATION OF THE COMMITTEE pyr THEY VYARNEO BY A RECENT Case 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE PRINCE’S.—I 
was sorry to observe 
Mrs. Langtry present 
ata matinée of The 
Lady of Lyons given 
at the Gaiety one day 
last week, The 
Pauline of the occa- 
sion was sO egre- 
giously and unmiti- 
gatedly bad, that 
there was danger of 
‘the Lily” being led, 
by the contrast, to 
consider her own per- 
formance of the part 
rather a good one— 
and that were indeed 
a self-deception sad- 
dening to see, Mrs. 
Langtry’s _ perfor- 
mance, in common 
with all she does, has 
the one merit of 
earnest effort, it is 
full of ‘‘try.” She 
has studied the part 
closely (from the out- 
side) and has care- 
fully acquired all the 
conventional ‘‘ busi- 
ness” and effects, 

She has learned exactly when to stand and when to sit, she refers to 
**God and man” with the usual raising of the voice which indicates to 
the audience that the customary round of applause is expected, and, in 
referring to ‘‘ Heaven,” raises her hand and eyes to the flies as Paulines 
have ever done, But beyond this there is nothing but a graceful 
appearance and the ability to wear ‘‘ costume” with an accustomed air ; 
no tenderness, no sincerity, no depth from beginning to end, the sole 
idea of emotion being to deliver long speeches with the sad, remonstrant, 
artificial tone more or less characteristic of the pulpit. 





THe Prince’s.—A WresTLING MATCH. 


As, after the modern fashion, the first scene is omitted,’and there is 
nothing more lively than a subdued Beauseant and a tame Glavis to 
engage attention, the large audience assembled indulges in a good deal 
of private conversation. The change in the weather is (appropriately) 
the subject of warm congratulation, and Nestor’s cold in the a is pre- 
scribed for in as many different ways as the one Brough used to tell 
about in Aip Van Winkie, the patient’s preference inclining to a sug- 
gestion of whisky in the kiosk at the end of Act 2, This point satis- 
factorily settled, attention is attracted to the stage by the appearance of 
Mr. Coghlan, as a Tyrolese peasant of neutral tint—a circumstance of 
sufficient interest to last us for the rest of the act. 


IN the next act we arrive at the eagerly anticipatedj** Here she is!” 
point, and even the most exacting is satisfied with the taste and grace 
of the newest Pauline’s appearance in the plain up and down ‘‘ frock,” 
high waisted and lightly edged with indigo-green leaves and yellow 
sunflowers, with scarf to match the green; but—ha, ha !—though she 
carries it in her hand, she daren’t put that unbecoming bonnet on ! 


IN each of the following acts Mrs. Langtry distinguishes herself. 
Trebly so in the third act, for there she has the ‘‘God and man” and 
“* Heaven” speeches, in addition to the chance of assuming (during a 
lengthened speech of Claude’s) a cramped position on a chair and table, 
which involves the spectator in an agony of speculation as to when 
“‘pins and needles” will force her to relinquish it, In the fourth act 
she obliges with a fierce ‘‘back-fall” against a table, causing one’s 
spinal column to thrill in sympathy for weeks after; and in the last 
fond reconciliation embrace with Claude, she plants one foot firmly 
behind her, not unlike a wrestler trying for the grip, and allegorically 
suggestive of the marital struggle for supremacy about to commence, 
Mr. Coghlan’s Claude is a very fine performance, by the way. 


THe OLympic,—Mlle, Borry has ceased to play ‘‘The Countess” 
here, and is now appearing as our friend of many matindées, and other 
painful associations, Cami//e. She plays it as might be expected—with- 
out sufficient command of the English tongue to give the problematical 
ability she possesses a faint chance, and with every advantage of cos- 
tume. It is usual at many Scotch sporting gatherings to offer a prize to 
the best-dressed Highlander, ‘‘at his own expense ;” in a similar com- 
petition, I should say Mile, Borry would stand a good chance of success 








—as an actress, her prospects are scarcely so brilliant. Mr. Herbert 
gives a fair rendering of Duval, fils, and the same may be said of 
Mr. Edward Price as his papa, Miss A, Herbert plays Michelle with 


intelligence. 


Tue STANDARD.—It always rains in Shoreditch. Whenever I visit 
Mr, Douglass’s great building in that locality I always have a wet sheet 
(or umbrella) and a flowing sea (of mud) to grace my voyage, And I 
always return home in company with a stream of Shoreditch water and 
an encrustation of Bishopsgate mud, just as though I’d had a hard and 
humid day’s hunting. So, when I heard that there was to be ‘‘a meet” 
and a *‘fox-hunt”’ at this happy spot, I knew the frost would break 
and the gentle rain descend from heaven upon the place beneath, and I 
was nothing surprised when a southerly wind and cloudy sky proclaimed 
a hunting morning on the eventful Monday. 


Our Silver Wedding! Mr. James Willing’s new piece is pretty much 
on the usual lines, but it is fairly well constructed, and contains plenty 
of that ‘*character’’ which is so acceptable to a Standard audience, 
while it is put on with the elaboration for which"the house holds a well- 


earned reputation. 





WHEN I arrived on the scene something was going on at a place that 
used to be the road to Highgate in Daybreak, but now figured as 
‘‘ Abbeymead and road to the station.” It appeared that Miss Carlyon 
(in a badly ** got-up” washing-dress) had just made up her mind to fly 
‘for his sake” because some ‘man! man!” (who was really a dis- 
grace to his tailor) had appeared inopportunely ; upon which a neat 
young lady drove up in a smart trap and the curtain fell. Then I went 


out to ask what I’d missed, 


Ir appears that Miss Carlyon has married a parson, her first husband 
—the ‘*man, man”—being still alive, and that Austin Melford and 
Miss Steinberg are partners in a line of business, consisting in travelling 
about and getting married in various places for the sake of the wedding 
presents which are subsequently converted into cash, Presently, some- 
one says he has rifled a Hospital Saturday Collection Box in a fog; and 
someone says someone else isa ‘land shark,” Then we get to Windsor 
Great Park, where a lot of wi//age children have come to have ‘‘A Day 
in the Country!” and show by their conversation what diligent readers of 
the comic papers they are; and the parson gets a letter from Miss 
Carlyon bidding him ‘‘farewell for ever.” The departure of the children 
in the vans leaving scraps of paper about in a most realistic fashion, is 
a capitally managed effect; and a little boy behind me in the pit joy- 
fully recognises one ‘* Walter.” At this point, I get introduced to the 
author, and the play greatly improves in consequence, 


‘‘ FIFTEEN years after Act 2,” we find the ‘‘ man, man,”’ persecuting 
Miss Carlyon (who really plays her part very naturally) in a shameful 
manner, and Miss Steinberg championing her and scoring effective points, 
such as the actress loveth, right and left. Soon, by ‘‘ A road in the 
suburbs,” which used to be part of the glebe in Daybreak, we come to 
Mr, Braiding’s garden (which used to belong to some one else in Day- 
byeak), and so to Mr, Braiding’s house, where an astonishing number 
of people whom Mr, Melford has uncomfortable and other reasons for 
not desiring to meet, are with that gentleman collected. Only by the 
friendly care shown by the author is an explosion avoided ; but Miss 
Carlyon is saved, the ‘man, man” is proved to have been already 
married, she returns to her parson’s arms, and you'd think the play was 
all over, only we haven’t had the fox-hunt yet, 


Ir’s all right. Here we have the meet. Mr, Melford is nabbed and 
handcuffed. Miss Steinberg appears with a mount, which induces the 
heartfelt hope that there will be a ‘second ” for her pretty early in the 
run, Then the field arrives all at once, and Yoicks! away to the 
covert! The ‘‘man, man” (we'd forgotten all about him) turns up at this 
moment, and hints violence. Then we come to the hunt. Something 
with a bushy tail runs across, followed by others with wagging tails. 
Then come the field. We've been told to look out for the performance 
of one lady in particular, She comes. Her horse refuses the leap 
three times, This is a novel exhibition of horsemanship, and we 
applaud vigorously, which so exasperates the ‘* man, man” that he fires a 
revolver, and gets involved in bullets, just as it’s time for me to 
catch my train. 


GornG home I reflect that Miss Steinberg is bright and dashing, ~ 
an immense favourite; that Mr. Melford plays with a good deal o 
finish and quiet humour; and that Miss Kate Carlyon plays an — 
and rather monotonous part with a good deal of truth, Miss K. Lesue 
deserves a word for a characteristic performance of a conventio 
landlady. NESTOR. 
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An Awkward Crew, 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


IT very gravely must encroach 
Upon the patience of a Coach, 
If he finds his crew 
Determined to do 
Such things as demand a strong reproach, 


When some of them, of decent rank, 
Go in for a deserting prank, 
Jump out of the boat 
As soon as afloat, 
And swim right away to the nearest bank ; 


When some, of limb and courage stout, 
Regardless of their trainer’s shout, 
Pull against the rest | 
With obstinate zest, 
And express an intention of getting out ; | 


And when the rest of them appear 

In this conjunction rather queer, 
And from stern to bow | 
Just row anyhow, | 

While the coxwain is posed what course to steer ; 


Then, I should fancy, it is true 
That this is the most awkward crew 
Which a coaching man 
With a definite plan 
Could ever have met with—would not you? 











Love and Honour, 
(APRIL 3RD, 1886.) 
Farry figures, forms, and faces, 
Every type of English Graces, 
Fringe the river where the race is 
Bravely rowed. 
Flashing eyes of British Haidées 
Kindle as each happy maid is 
Certain that Aer lover’s blade is 
With a charm endowed. 


Ha! they’re off; the oars are flashing 




















In the air, or lightly splashing, 
As the heroes’ boats go dashing 
Quickly past. | 
Cheers and shouts the air are dinning ; | 
Is the light or dark blue winning ? 
What a spurt! ’Tis the beginning 
Of the end at last. 


Now the goal the victors nearing, | 
Hark! from myriad throats what cheering ! 
Glad huzzas so loud and clear ring 

Through the air. 
Though by lungs of brass applauded, | 
Dearer yet the prize awarded | 
Is the praise that is accorded 

To them by the fair, | 


Elderly Party.—** Hi, Cassy ! 
—I HIRE YOU BY THE HOUR!” 

Cabby (testily),—** COULDN'T DO IT, SIR, 
PATIENT FROM A PRIVATE 'OUSE TO THE ‘ORSPITAL, 
YARD TO GRT DISINFECTED,” 

Elderly Party (bland’y).—‘* DON’T TROUBLE ABOUT THAT, MY Goop 
MAN; I’M JOST RECOVERING FROM A VRRY SEVERE ATTACK OF THE 
SELF-SAME DANGEROUS COMPLAINT MYSELF; SO YOU WILL JUST SUIT ME.” 

Cabby ( fairly alarmed),—** WRRRY LIKRLY, OLD CrUMPRT Facer; BUT 
YOU WON’T SOOT ME. 
*"EARSE A-FOLLERIN’ HON, 
THRY'LL TAKE BY THE HOUR, DAY OR JOB, AT A INVALID'S PACK TOO, 
YOU BET.” 


CABBY EQUAL TO THE OCCASION, 


DRIVE MR TO BARNES, AND~—AHREM ! 


JUST REMOVED A SMALLPOX 
GOIN’ TO THE 


THRRE'S A Hemrty HAMEOLANCE AND A Hempry 
PICK YER CHICR O' THEM WRHICKELS; 


[ Drives off at fire-engine speed, 








Poltwattle at the Boat Race, 


I pon’T believe wild horses could drag me to the Boat Race again, I 
have been—once. A friend of mine had a friend who knew a man who 
had a wharf at Hammersmith, and he invited several of us to see the 
‘Varsity Boat Race, 

/ once knew a man who was at college at Cambridge, and even now 
I have a cousin who keeps a barber’s shop—I mean hairdressing saloon 
—at Oxford, so I had a sort of local interest in the race. The crews 
seemed like private friends, you know. So down I went. We were 
asked into an office, and—well—Peter Poltwattle had not at that time 
taken the pledge, and eight glasses of dry sherry always took effect on 
him, The effect, however, was not perceptible to me while in the office. 
Reaching the open air, I got into a muddle with a large van in the yard. 
I think I fancied the body of that vehicle was an arch under which I had 
to pass. I have a hazy recollection that I tried to force my way up 
through the floor of the van, using my head as a battering-ram. I do 
not think I succeeded, 

That was not, as the Irish say, *‘aisy,” if I was! 

I was extricated by my companions just as I had one arm through the 
near hind-wheel, and was threatening to punch the head of the of-ditto, 
I was inveigled on to the wharf to view the contest, That sherry must 
have been very dry—(I know / was)—it made me very aggressive and 
cantankerous, I had not been on the wharf five minutes before I got 
into a spirited discussion with another gentleman—(I believe he was 





| 


| 


| right of position in a particular part of the wharf. 





| intoxicated ; ome of us was; it must have been he !)—in reference to the 


He gave me a few 
words; I gave him a few in return, Perhaps ‘‘few’’ is hardly the 
correct expression; anyhow, words were exchanged—I might almost 
say ‘‘ words were exchanged anyhow!” He gave me a push; I replied 
with a drive. One thing brought upanother. He asked me if I wanted 
anything ; I said, ** Yes, if you know a man to give itme!” He said, 
‘IT do.” I said, ‘‘ Introduce him.” He said, *‘I will!” And he did. 

All the foregoing was in my mind like the dim creation of a dream, 
The first thing of which I had a clear and distinct remembrance after- 
wards was that I was being dragged out of Old Father Thames by that 
portion of my attire to which allusion is never made in polite circles, 
and for which I had paid 8s. 11d, the day before at a cheap shop in 
Holborn. I remember also wishing at that moment they had not been 
quite so cheap ; at anyrate, that the material had been stronger, for it 
took two pulls to get me out. After the ribald laughter which greeted 
my appearance had subsided, I heard a person say, ‘‘ Very well they 
pulled, didn’t they?” and then I found the allusion was nof, as I first 
supposed, to the gentlemen who saved me, but to the rival rowers. 

aa boats had passed om while I had been i# the bosom of the silvery 
Thames, 








Ir is not a pretty way to put it to call an asylum for the deaf and 
mute a dummysile, 
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KNICKNAOKS. 


Tue “kindly ” interest taken by agitators in the moral and physical 
health of girls who workjat the pit-mouth is merely part of a vile plot 
to take the bread from the girls’ mouths 
and put it into the mouths of males, 
Among other authorities, Miss Emily 
Faithful considers that the labour done by 
pit-mouth girls is not harmful, and for many 
reasons is preferable, as a healthy occupa- 
tion for damsels, to the work performed by 
seamstresses, But as the plottists affect 
mawkish sentimentality, and have called in 
the aid of virtuous Mrs, Grundy, we fear 
the useful working days of pit-mouth girls 
may be numbered, 





Monaco is a delightful place to live in, 
but it is an expensive locality to die in, The proud inhabitants of 
Monaco resent the act of a person ‘‘ pegging out” in the Principality 
as a dastardly insult to their salubrious rock ; and they levy blackmail 
accordingly on those who administer to the deceased delinquent’s affairs. 
For instance, should a person have the ridiculously bad taste to depart 
this life in an hotel, the landlord will inflict a fine of forty or fifty pounds 
on the executors before the body may be moved, Still, the grief of 
commerce is tolerably cheap there. A few small coins will buy loud 
lamentations and copious tears, 





THE representative of the Prince of Monaco in Paris has recently 
acted up to the code of high principle approved of by the natives of 
Monaco in their dealings with outsiders. Having employed a house 
decorator to do work for him to the extent of twenty-five pounds, he 
haughtily refused to pay the bill, on the ground that, being a diplomatic 
agent of a foreign prince, he cannot be compelled to do so by law. 
Some of the Parisian Socialists contemplate sending an armed deputa- 
tion to remonstrate with the wily diplomatist, and to blow him up if 
necessary, 


Most of those dear, good old boys and girls of England, who look 
upon Monaco as a social plague-spot in Europe, and are perpetually 
calling on France to suppress the gaming tables, and cleanse the place 
of its various iniquities, forget that the Principality is quite as in- 
dependent of France, or any other power, as the British Empire is, 
Britons generally would rather object to the French Government stepping 
in, and insisting on our Government improving the minds and bodies of 
the mass, by opening the theatres in England on Sunday nights, and 
closing the public-houses, Our saintly busybodies are too fond of 
impertinently poking their noses into matters that do not concern them, 





A MAGISTRATE has delivered himself of the oracular sentence, 
“There is a propensity in human nature to steal dogs.” Only dogs, 
good beak? We've always thought, and think now, that there is a 
propensity in human nature to steal everything except insects, which 
may always be had for nothing, Yet in annexing bow-wows, the thief, 
against his will, perforce must steal insects. This is an unkind law of 
nature, After careful consideration, we conclude that there is a greater 
propensity in human nature to steal kisses than dogs. We mentioned 
this opinion to our wife, when she pelted us with hot potatoes,' and 
commanded us to go and hide our dishonoured head. 





A LADY of Cork has been in the habit of *‘ paying out” her husband, 
by setting fire to his house at intervals. She should have confined 
herself to the time-honoured and recognized methods of vengeance 
employed by respectable married women on offending husbands, We 
mean by such legitimate processes as ordering the cook to send up the 
family joint almost raw one day, and burnt to a cinder the next; 
placing the coal-scuttle in a convenient position to trip him up, on his 
return in the dead hours from the club; unexpectedly giving all the 
servants a holiday on Sunday, and saying cheerfully, ‘* We'll wait on 
ourselves, my dear, and be as happy as two little birds!” giving en- 
couraging hints to the laundress, by divers sarcastic laughs and covert 
observations, to mangle off all the master’s buttons, and bring the 
washing home late on Saturday night ; pouring out his tea in a hissing 
state of boil, neglecting to warn him of its throat-skinning condition, 
and saying severely, when he scalds his mouth, ‘It serves you right for 
drinking so fast ; I suppose that is the way you gulp down whisky at 
the club ;” tearing up all the tax-papers ; and when the collector calls 
unexpectedly with a bailiff, going off into hysterics, and shrieking, ‘‘I 
told you so—I knew it would come to this; oh, what will dear mama 
think?” telling the domestics to ‘take no notice of master’s little odd 
ways, as he’s quite harmless,” &c, Had the good lady of Cork contented 
herself with resorting to the above, and many similarly effective methods 
of husband-torture (not punishable by law), she would not be now 
undergoing a sentence of twelve months’ imprisonment, 








TURF CUTTINGS, 
To THe EpiTor or ‘‘ Fon,” 


S1r,—To the average sporting man there is little to interest in the 
aquatic contest between the representatives of ‘‘ the sister seats of learn- 
ing” (to be poetical) ; there is a want of finesse in the management of 
affairs which commends itself but ill to the man who makes his money 
by askilful manipulation and adaptation of events and rumours. Every- 
thing is so absurdly fair and square, and each crew so plainly mean 
winning, if they can, that all interest is taken out of the affair and there 
is no possible certainty of spotting the winner. It can be done, how- 
ever, and the Old Man ought to do it—at anyrate, here goes to try, 


My TIP FOR THE BOAT RACE. 


‘‘ Tue pitcher that goes often ””—the remark is rather trite, 
And the prophet cannot hope to be continually right ;_ 

But the converse of that case is true, and so my hope is strong, 
For it's reasonably certain that he can’t be always wrong. 


Where the willows are a-waving, and the tide is flowing free, 
And a rather ample multitude are gathering, to see, 

With a quiver on the river, and a shiver on the breeze, 

And a lot of little ragamuffins climbing into trees, 

And lots of folks in carriages, and lots of folks afoot, 

With some of them as clean as clean, and some as black as soot. 


Oh, there we will betake ourselves, to see if we can trace 
The winner (or the winners) of this interesting race. 
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Oh, gladsome will be many when the winner dashes by ! 

Oh, sad will be as many when they see the hue—and cry! 

Oh, gloves with many buttons will gratuitously grace 

The hands of many maidens who have backed ’em for a place ! 
Oh, many golden guineas and half dollars will be won, 

But a larger number lost, I think, before the set of sun. 


Of all the glad blue year, mother, this is the chiefest day, 
When I’m to be seen to hooray, mother !—I’m to be seen to hooray! 


There are some will be for Cambridge, and as naturally some 
Will pin their faith to Oxford, which I own is rather rum. 

Yes, some will go for Oxford, and they’ll bet their dinner beer, 
While others are for Cambridge, which is obviously queer. 

I've mostly gone for Cambridge, so I think Ill have a change, 
And play my luck on Oxford, which is singular and strange. 


Ho, bring the ‘‘ water-bobbies’” boat, and let me get aboard, 

And clear the course effectively, in place of Mr, Lord. 

Then on they come, the little boats, with each contesting crew 

(And, light or dark, I may remark, they’re all of them true blue), 

They come—they’re here—they’re gone—hoorah! hoorah! for manly 
strength— 

The losing crew is vanquished by three-quarters of a length. 


The winning gun is sounding, ’mid reverberating cheers, 

And handkerchiefs are fluttering, from pretty little dears. 

The crews are on the steamer, and are puffing down the stream. 
The garden-parties fall upon their strawberries and cream 

(Or would if it were summer time !), and here a festive bunch 
Is setting the example of the proper way to lunch. 

And now the crowd is homeward bound, for ended is the fun, 
And Mr, T. is going round, collecting what he’s won. 


So, there you are—hooray for Oxford !—and if anybody tells you 
that, so far from clearing the course, " was ‘ordered off” myself, it 
were useless to point out that such is a .:vel on 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 


—— 
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MEMS. OF THE BOAT RACE. 
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The New Inquisition. 


[A well-known agency has been sending applications to various M.P.s, barristers, 
journalists, &c., imploring them to state (if over thirty-five) the causes of their 
** failure in life. ’} 


THE present writer shuddered upon recently receiving 

Certain rude interrogations of a very curious kind ; 

And had he not believed the saw, that *‘ seeing is believing,” 

He really would have fancied he was wandering in his mind ! 
Strange examination-papers were the documents that reached him— 
All trimly tabulated, but with utter wildness rife ; 

For this inquisition agency audaciously beseeched him 

To state why he (if 35) had gone and “* failed in life!” 


It seemed to take for granted that my life was unsuccessful, 

That I (oh, what irrev’rence !) had incontinently failed ; 

Which naturally made me feel exceedingly distressful, 

And my curly locks stood upright, and my cheeks (erst rosy) paled ! 
My failure’s chiefest causes it besought me to unravel, 

And said, ‘‘To curates, barristers, M.P.s, and public folk, 

These papers have been forwarded.” Now, do you think I cavil 
When I say that such requests as these would e’en a saint provoke? 


Cause 1 was headed ‘‘ Drink (what drink ?),” and here I felt a sinner, 

I was conscious of indulging (now and then) in ginger ale ; 

Had this insidious liquor—which I sip just after dinner— 

Beclouded my great powers ?—would it really make me fail ? 

Query 2 was headed ‘‘ Gambling "—and remorsefulness then stung me, 
For I own that every Boat Race time I venture half-a-crown ! 

And had that dread depravity from Fortune’s favour wrung me? 

And was it, like a millstone, doomed to drag me down, down, down? 


Then No. 3—“ Dishonesty "—awoke a fearsome feeling, 

For did [ not remember that, when quite a tiny boy, 

I purloined a piece of sugar from the baby ?—thus revealing 

m A tendency to felony, all progress to destroy, 

Unfortunate Acquaintances ’—the fourth of these strange queries— 
Reminded me of one ” 7 yew, unlucky from his birth ! 

And so I grew more stas.j) -at each query of the series, 
And felt I was a burden to my poor old mother Earth. 








At “ Marriage,” (question No. 5) I stood aghast, and staggered. 
Zam married, and I hitherto have lived a happy life ; 
I had loved, and been beloved, but now I felt alarmed and haggard, 
Lest my chances had been ruined by my loving little wife. 
** What's the matter,{dear?” inquired that wife, as fondly she caressed 
me ; 
I blushed, and Aid the pe to smile, and look serene ; 
I dared not let her see the sheet whose questions thus depressed me, 
So I stammered, **’Tis my liver!” (oh, a subterfuge most mean, ) 


Query 6 (when I returned to this most searching inquisition, 
Having managed to escape awhile the optics of my wife) 
Next brought me to a terribly disorganized condition ; 
For it asked me if my failure had occurred through ‘‘ Single Life,” 
Now what was I to do? for I, alas, had once been single, 
There was no denying /Aa/, and so most bitterly I wept ; 
Remorse, like some electric shock, 'gan through my frame to tingle ; 
Would ‘hat awful crime yet drag me to where men who fail are kept? 


And so on, through the awful list—each crime enumerated 
I knew I had committed, in a general tinpot way ; 
And soI shed salt tears again, and felt that I was fated— 
I felt my form was drooping, and my hair was going grey ! 
* . . . . 7 
Then I suddenly awoke, and cried, ‘‘ Thank goodness I'm alive yet-— 
Oh, hang it, what a stupid thus to moodiness to run; 
These papers are all bosh ; besides, I've not reached thirty-five yet ; 
And can a man have ‘ failed in life,’ who’s on the staff of FUN?” 





Shellfishent for the Day, &c. 


Tue fact has long been known that mussels are in many instances 

isonous, It is now suggested that they may be rendered innocuous 

y boiling in water in which soda has been placed. Whether they are 

rendered palatable as well as healthsome by these means is not stated, 

That mussels should be poisonous is strange, but that they should get 
rid of thi-s odium by being boiled in another sodium is stranger, 





How to spell the name of the ill-fated Cunarder.—The Ore-gone, 






























































AN AWKWARD 


A LITTLE MIXED, PERHAPS; BUT NEVER MIND, THECRAND 
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THH ENTHUSIASTIC BANJOIST. 
Tue ITINERANT MINSTREL AND THE JEALOUS LoRD, 


Love.y as the bursting rose when it drinks in the dewdrop of the 
early dawn—sweet as the asparagus of spring—was the Lady Cerise 
Nectar, the enthusiastic amateur banjois¢, Negligently she lolled ona 
sumptuous couch of Lyons velvet, surveying her beautiful countenance 
in a Venetian mirror framed in gold, and lightly twanging a magnificent 
banjo with her white right hand, 

It was a glorious instrument! The husband, who sat opposite to 
Cerise, and who loved her as the fiery Spaniard loves garlic, had ran- 
sacked the world to find it. The silver of South America, the ivory of 
Africa, the gold of California, the rosewood of Siam, the filigree of 
Turkey, and the sheep-skin of Sussex, all entered into its composition. 
‘Shall I play to you, Beaukanky?” asked Cerise, Tears of grateful 
joy rushed into Lord Nectar’s eyes as he bowed his assent. Then with 
a gentle, tranquil grace she soon lost herself in the rum, tum, tum, tum, 
twankitty tums of ‘Oh, Susanna,” ‘‘ Keep in de Middle ob de Road,” 
‘* Doodah,” and ‘‘ The Whole Hog or None.” 
Suddenly an unusual restlessness seized Cerise. She rose‘from the 
sofa, and her pearl-sprinkled slippers pattered o’er the thick soft carpet 
to the window. 

With flushed face Cerise raised the frame, and, as the dulcet strains 
of nigger music floated into the apartment, she sank into a chair, sighing 
softly, ‘* He is there, my own beloved banjosst,” 

After listening for a few minutes with an expression of ineffable plea- 
sure, she rose to her feet and touched a bell, ‘* Marchmont,”’ she 
warbled as a footman entered, ‘‘take yonder artiste who plays upon the 
banjo—the ‘negro delineator’—into the blue room, present him with 
this packet, and place before him the cote/ettes 2 la Maintenon ordered 
for his lordship’s luncheon, and see that all his wants are attended to, 
Give a few half-crowns to the rest of the /rouge, and bid them begone.”’ 
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Then jealousy, allied with bitter disappointment, flew like a poisoned 
arrow through Beaukanky’s heart, and sighing the words “‘ false girl,” 
and ‘* cotelettes . la Maintenon," beneath bis breath, he buried his head 
upon his breast, and quitted the chamber. 


+ * * s * * 


**No offence, my lord,” said the private inquiry agent, as he and 

Lord Beaukanky Nectar wended their way towards the East-End, under 
the cover of darkness, ‘no offence, but we shall find her at a music- 
‘all in ’Oundsditch.” Beaukanky was completely disguised by four red- 
cotton-wool pimples being gummed on his nose, and by his wearing a 
thick pair of bluchers, The agent was disguised bya pair of black 
eyes. 
Passing through many gloomy, sombre streets abounding in sinister 
dens, inhabited by animals ready at a moment’s notice for a friendly 
drink or a crime of the deepest dye, they passed up a dark court and 
turned acorner, A blaze of light issuing from a huge gas-star made it 
apparent that they had arrived at the renowned ‘‘ Nest o’ Harmony,” 

They entered. To Beaukanky the place seemed to be pervaded with 
a dense fog, which smelt like blend of fried fish, onions, spirits, beer, 
and strong tobacco. He could distinguish nothing through it; but the 
practised eyes of the agent pierced the murk, and he exclaimed senten- 
tiously, ** Right-char are!” As Beaukanky’s optics became accustomed 
to the atmosphere, he perceived a mass of heads—excellent studies for 
the phrenologist and the hangman, 

In the distance, on the stage, a ‘‘negro delineator” was singing, 
** Dere’s somebody in de house wid Dinah,” accompanying himself on 
the banjo; and seated next the chairman was a fair-haired sylph-like 
form, which Beaukanky recognised—As HIS WIFE! 

‘*Brayvo! Bray-ah-vo! Bray-ah-vo!” yelled the heads as the 
nigger finished his banjo-song. ‘' Hncore—encore!" cried Lady Cerise, 





clapping her tiny, neatly-gloved hands, till a few buttons gave way and 





flew down the chairman’s throat, and temporarily stopped him rapping 
and calling out ‘* Or-der.” 

‘‘Ha! ha! I will bide my time,” muttered Beaukanky, passing his 
hand over his nose to see that his disguise was still there. Then, with eyes 
glaring like a spring chicken’s whose neck is about to be wrung, he 

loomily strode from the show, and in a contradictious mood kicked the 


Sosiey agent with his thick bluchers—for haviag done his duty. 
+ + 


+ * e * 

** My dear Cerise,” said Beaukanky next morning at breakfast, ‘‘ I’ve 
ordered the butler to send that nigger fellow off for the future, when- 
ever he plays his confounded banjo in front of the house, and to give 
him in charge should he refuse to go. He’s a nuisance.” 

Cerise made no answer, but casting down her eyes pressed her hand 
upon her heart as though in sudden pain, gave half a sob and a little 
hysterical laugh. 

For a few seconds al] was silence save the snoring of the pet pug. 

Then rising, she stretched out her hands, and said, ‘‘ Beaukanky, 
you'll take me to the boat-race, won’t you? Goodness knows how 
many bets I have on,” 

The sudden flush of her cheek, the sparkle of her eye raised Beau- 
kanky’s suspicions, He ate three muffins, a hard-roed bloater, and 
nearly choked himself with a bone before vouchsafing the answer ‘* Yes!” 
Perhaps he answered in the affirmative because Cerise got the bone out 
so neatly, 

* * * * * * 

Cerise sprang from her swan’s-down couch, and dressed herself ere 
her flabbergasted maid could cry ‘*‘ Jack Robinson,” 

She hurried to Beaukanky’s dressing-room, and trilled, *‘ It’s a spiffin 
day for the race, old cockolorum.” 

It was indeed a gaudy day. The sun shone brightly, The aromatic 
breeze drove clouds fluffy as medicated cotton wool across the azure 
sky. Father Thames rippled gently with the subdued gurgling noise of 
an infant taking pap. Wanton sparrows sported on the wing, wily 
thimble-riggers sported on the tow-path. Hand-organs ground fiercely, 
gingerbread-vendors bawled lustily. Three-card-tricksters tried on their 
ticklesome game, 

Spasms of uncertainty, if not of pain, passed o’er Beaukanky’s face as 
he hesitated whether to try and spot the ace or not. 

But Cerise saved him by suggesting lobster-salad and ‘* bang.” 

Beaukanky watched the race with parched lips. He stood to win or 
lose somewhere about a quarter of a million of money. 

‘* Thank heaven we’ve pulled it off, Cerise !” he exclaimed excitedly. 
**If I'd dropped over the race the Mugberry timber must have gone, 
Cerise !”.—but Cerise had gone. 

Stealthily Beaukanky crept through the crowd, and in a secluded spot 
near a clump of trees saw his wife earnestly looking up into a nigger 
minstrel’s face. It was the countenance of the hated *‘ negro delineator,”’ 

**Shall they die by my bejewelled waistcoat-pocket-revolver?” 
growled Beaukanky; and he hissed forth sounds like sherbert fizzling. 
** No,” he continued, ‘‘I will not add that crime to my misery. Rather 
will I seek death from Barnes railway-bridge.”’ 

Later on a tall man was seen to mount the centre of Barnes railway- 
bridge, throw his hat into the water, wave his arms wildly, and dive 
into the stream. 

That man was—Lord Beaukanky Nectar. On sinking in the un- 
savoury fluid Beaukanky changed his mind as to self-destruction, and, 
taking his hat in his mouth, swam gallantly to the shore. 

_ The crowd regarded his conduct as a natatory feat, and threw money 
into his hat till it was loaded with silver and coppers, With a hoarse, 
ghastly laugh Beaukanky threw the coins to the winds, or rather to the 
roughs, and disappeared in the confusion. 

* * e * 
_ Stained with mud, and in his dank, damp clothes 
into his wife’s boudoir. 

** My love!” she cried, ‘‘ where have you been?” 

** Explain your conduct with the ‘negro delineator,’ madam !” cried 
Beaukanky, ignoring her question. ‘‘I watched you talking fondly to 
the fellow. I saw your anxious, but upturned eye. I saw——” 

**My ownest own,” broke in Cerise, ‘‘ he’s given me a few lessons on 
the banjo secretly, _I was only trying to persuade him to take the fancy 
banjo you gave me, in exchange for the one he uses professionally, It is 
a most magnificent instrument, has two strings more than mine, and 
such an angelic tone, I’ve tried to get it for months, I’ve secured it 
at last. I only had to give him a couple of ten-pound notes besides 
the fancy banjo, which was a very poor one, but list, Beaukanky, to this 
mellow instrument.” 

And snatching up the smoke-dried, weather-beaten, tobacco-stained 
banjo Cerise played “Jim Crow” with such pathos that Lord Beau- 
kanky’s tears mingled with the coffee and salted the crumpet which had 
been handed him, 


* 


+ 
Beaukanky rushed 
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aa REMEDY FOR BANKRUPTCY,—Twenty shillings in the 
und, 












































THE BRITISH WORKING MAN. 
One wore PHASE FOR ANOTHER CHANGE.—OOT oF His LINg; OR, THE UNREASONABLE GUV'NOR, 





“ It was this way. I always likes anything in the way ofa bit ofa change : and Pe I was ou ' wo k one aay ec a nad ga ing ec e 
: ’ ’ Ss t 1 dc . y oO S set, * e 
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‘Well, then, as I was still out o work, I sees em a-chuckin out actors and things at the Aquarium. ‘Hullo!’ ses I, ‘here's another bit of a change.’ So I ups 
and lends a and there.” 
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“But what I’m a-coming to is the unreasonableness of ‘ si i 

i ons the guv'nor—that's it. He beckons me in one day, and ses,he, ‘I've got a job o' work for you.’ So I puts 

pe ey ode expectation like ; and if he didn’t say, ‘I see a way to makin’ a great trade by turning out an ‘improvement on this ‘ere article : makin’ of ‘em with the 
of t’other—see? No,’ ses I, ‘I aint bin accustomed to make ‘em with the nobs at that end ; and it ain't in my line.’ And off I goes.” 
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when the people w#// Aave access to their art treasures on 
Sundays, the Lords as usual generously accord them the 


the tax on its intellect—House of Lords, in return, relieving 
B.P, of its many taxes upon B. P.’s purse, 

Commons.—Poor Richard's last saying, ‘* Let those who 
make the quarrels, be the only men to fight.” G. O, M. re- 
commends wholesome scepticism as torumours of Irish scheme, 
Anxiety makes man dyspeptic, 

Kut good digestion hath the sceptic ; 


The reason being this, I wot, 
He doesn't swallow such a lot. 


Monday,— Kimberley announces with delight telegram from 
Prendergast, that the Woons are friendly, What a pity P. 
wasn't at Bosworth; for, when Richard cried, ** Bind up 
my Woons!” he’d have done so in the bonds of friendship, 

Commons,—That sharp Sheffield blade, Howard Vincent, 
quite unexpectedly cuts the Premier to the heart. Howard 
remarks how (h)ard it is on Volunteer officers to have to 
make up inadequacy of capitation grants out of their private 
purses, and makes volunteer forcible appeal for increased 
grant to Volunteer forces, but in vain. 

Randi-pandi, the scout of the Torees, has reconnoitred 
the Weg-wigwam. Reports dissensions in the camp of the 
Grand Old Tomahawker, the secession of the great Brum 
Brave Joe, the Tory scalper. Joy in the camp of the Torees, 
Tuesday.—Milltown moves second reading of Union Bene- 
fices Bill, object of which to protect the site where churches 
were, but are no longer seen. 

Commons.—Most striking incident, Thorold Rogers’ motion 
to place incidence of house tax on owner instead of occupier. 


mill of Milvain a vain Mill, and Fry proves himself no 


small fry. 
Thursday.—Announcement that the G. O, M, would make 
his statement on the Irish question on April 8, 








A FRENCH son-in-law, newly married, has just brought 
an action against his pa-in-law to enforce the payment of his 
bride’s dower. The old man placed his hand on his heart, 
and rumbled forth the statement that he Aad paid the young 
man ; but, failing to produce a receipt, he was condemned 
to shell out one hundred thousand francs and costs. The 
young man meandered out of court singing gaily, when pa- 
in-law suddenly raised his foot, assisted him down a flight of 
stone steps, and growled, ‘‘ Alexis, on fils, I will teach you 
to chant ina different key!" ‘*Ah, mon p2re!” cried the 
young man as he rubbed himself, ** your key is bad, you have 
no music in your sole.” 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FRIDAY.—Under the impression that art, science, and literature on 
Sundays would corrupt the lower classes, the Lords have for many years 
closed against them all portals but those of the churches, chapels, and 
public-houses, perhaps on principle that to the poor, all things, even 





rest and recreation, should be poor, As the time appears to have come | 


privilege. British public begins to think it’s almost time it | 
began to choose for itself, and relieve the House of Lords of | 


The (Choco)late-est News. 





| Just for some mouthfuls of chocolate only, 
Quit they the Browning Society’s fold ; 


Puzzling out lines of mysterious mould. 


Once as apostles our teaching they aided— 
Even contributing cash with much glee ; 


(The young ladies of Girton have, it is said, given up their Browning Society, and 
expended the funds thereof on the purchase of chocolate. } 


(WITH APOLOGIES TO BARD BROWNING.) 


THEY just for a handful of chocolate left us— 
Just for some sweetmeats to put in their throats ; 
Of their sweet converse these girls have bereft us, 
Scorning Bard Browning, the deepest of ‘‘ potes,”’ 
Once they professed they would worship the Master, 
And help to expound him to lit’rature clubs ; 
| But now—ob, most direful and dreadful disaster !— 
Those girls have in chocolate spent all their ‘* subs.” 


Leaving their male fellow-worshippers lonely, 


Oh! say what is sweetstuff to sentences mystic, 
That Girton girls thus should forsake the true ‘cult’? 
Oh, when they might pore o’er B.'s lines aphoristic, 
Wherein can ‘‘ sweets” make girl-graduates exult ! 


Oh! think what they might have taught Philistine readers, 
Expounding, maybe, Browning's foggiest line ! 
Instead of which ow of mere worldly joys heeders, 
They look upon sweetmeats as something divine, 


But now to mere chocolate-worship degraded, 


On sweets, not on song, do they spend £ s. d.! 

















Wednesday.—‘‘ Tom Milvain,” as becomes ex-champion | 
of the heavy weights (Queensberry) hits hard against robbing | 
the poor man of his beer at Durham, Unfortunately first | 
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Aunt Matilaa,—‘“*‘ DEAR ME! THAT’S MY MINISTER, THE Rev, ANANIAS 


HOWLER, KNOCKING; AND HE DOES SO DISLIKE Docs,” 
Miss Prettypert.—‘* NEVER MIND, AUNTIE, I’LL BE OFF, 
Aunt M.—‘* WELL, IF YOU WOULDN’T MIND, DEAR, 

LIKE JINGO TO BITE Mr, HOWLER,” 


GOOD-BYE ! 
I SHOULDNT 


Miss P.—‘‘CERTAINLY NOT, Hk’s A MOST UNWHOLESOME-LOOKING 


MAN,” 
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THE DAMP CLERE’S VENGEANCE. 


We were musing by our fireside upon the Inter-University Boat Race, 
as we twiddled in our hand the press-ticket for use on the occasion, 

When we have to deal with any given subject, our invariable plan is 
to put aside an hour and a quarter to be devoted to the evolution from 
that subject of great and inspired ideas—first-class ideas only ; the very 
finest attainable, When the time is up, we have always extracted from 
that subject a// the great thoughts to be obtained from it, leaving the 
subject absolutely dried up, and useless to all future thinkers, 

This it is which accounts for the number of ‘‘ dry” subjects about in 
the world, these subjects having been originally juicy, but having hap- 
pened to fall in our way for treatment. 

Well, we had evolved several grand ideas from the Boat Race 
theme—no less than twelve ; for we make a rule of evolving one grand 
idea in every ten seconds, and we had been treating the subject two 
minutes. We were still in the A’s—(for we always produce the ideas 
in alphabetical order)—we were at “‘athletic.” The idea just evolved 
was :—‘' What an extraordinary athletic nation we British are !” 

And at that moment our flow of ideas was interrupted by the intrusion 
of a very damp figure, with a pen over its ear and a ledger in its hand. 
It was the Clerk of the Weather, 

‘*Ah!” we said, “‘how are y——, but it is a superfluous ceremony 
to ask how you are; bad of course, as usual? We were just engaged 
on the Boat Race, with the success of which you, of course, have much 
to do, We were just thinking that the extraordinary athleticism of 
British youth is chiefly due to the bracing and hardening influences of 
our British climate—of the weather which your care and experience so 
admirably—ah—— !” 

‘‘Ah!” burst out the Clerk of the Weather; ‘‘all your fine compli- 
ments are wasted ; it’s too late now; I've been insulted so long by you 
Englishmen that I’m going in for a bit of revenge in future: the worm 
wild turn some day, you know. I’ve made up my mind to abolish the 
athleticism of the English, I've already begun, in fact. Perhaps you've 
noticed the reports in the papers about the London Athletic Club ?” 
“We have,” we replied. ‘‘ We regretted extremely to read that the 
money taken at their gates has so fallen off that their meetings do not 
pay, and that they are compelled to——” 

‘*Just so,” said the Clerk; “‘just so. That’s my beginning. Have 
you ever been to an athletic meeting for the past seven or eight months 
where it did not rain, or snow, or freeze the marrow in your bones?” 
With tears of blissful recollection in our eye, we admitted that we 
never had, 

‘* Very well, said the Damp Clerk—and, as he spoke in a hoarse, 
hollow voice, he stretched a dripping hand toward the ceiling and glared 
at us—‘‘ very well, Now, mark! It will get worse. There shall be 
no more athletic meetings in England—athleticism shall die out—muscle 
shall disappear—you shall be a nation of weeds, It is the Damp Clerk’s 
vengeance !” 


PA es 
~~. . 





Ife had spoken. As the last hollow accents ceased, he melted into a 
London fog, accompanied by sleet ; later, snow with some thunder, with 
sultry breezes from the north-east, and showers, We shuddered. The 
next day, at the Boat Race, there was no joy for us. Ever through our 
brain pierces, searing it, the last awful warning of the Damp Clerk! 
Would he, indeed, carry out his awful vengeance? 

. & . 


. * os + 
_ Fifty years have passed, We are sitting, weak and dwindled, pen- 
ning these sad lines. On this day, fifty years ago, we were six feet in 


height, broad, and burly, for we took long walks and much exercise, 
On that day it set in to thunder and lightning, accompanying itself with 
hail, rain in bucketsful, sleet, snow, and dense fog: it has not ceased for 
ten minutes since, 


Carefully wrapping ourself up, we enter a close carriage to proceed to 
the Inter-University sports, 


They are held this year in Exeter Hall. 





-Good oarsmen were good gentlemen, 





They consist of a game of draughts, and a “beggar my neighbour " 
contest ; for the reduced physical and mental powers of the University 
champions will not permit of more trying or exacting games. The two 
teams crawl in, wrapped in shawls; they average four feet six in height, 
and are much too narrow-chested and thin for their height. In one and 
all a wearing cough speaks but the too, too sad truth. Some of them 
faint from excitement betore the play commences ; some of them in the 
middle ; in half-an-hour all are too exhausted to continue the struggle, 
and a tie is declared, It is then announced with regret that, owing to 
the severe strain of these annual sports upon the health of the youth o! 
both universities, it has been finally decided that no more shall be held. 
The spectators, weakened by long inaction, burst into tears, and craw! 
home in cabs to expire of sheer fecbloness. The French land at Dover. 





BANKS AND BRAHBB, 


LEND you a sovereign to go to the boat-race! Why should I lend 
you a sovereign at all ?—because the boat-race is good fun and you are 
my nephew? The boat-race is tomfoolery, and you're a fool, too. In 
my time there was something in the boat-race. When I came up from 
Magdalen, I used to stop at the Bedford, Covent Garden, Have my 
breakfast, go to,the race, and to the pit of the Strand in the evening. I 
suppose you begin with a brandy and soda in the morning, more in the 
day, and a stall at the Gaiety in the evening. Hang it all! when I was 
a lad the pit was good enovgh for any of us. As to brandy and soda, 
nobody touched it hardly but habitual drunkards, We didn’t go dressed 
up to the nines to the race like a parcel of young hairdressers out for a 
holiday. We most certainly did not; and a young gentleman wasn't 
obliged then to aim at being a swell. 

You sayasovereign. I suppose you mean five, sir! Why I should give 
you a five-pound note because your father used to bully me when I was 
a boy I can’t exactly see. So, Jack Limper of Brazenose, is going 
with you. A nice pair of young fools you'll make of yourselves. Now, 
mind, if I give you the money, no riding down in hansoms, no bad 
champagne, no going to music-halls in the evening and getting 
** chucked,” as you call it. In my time there was something in rowing, 


Look at Justice Denman. Where is there one among you cqual to 
him? He’s crusty on the bench, Is he, sir? Don't you be impertinent, 
sir, and speak disrespectfully of your betters, It’s enough to make any- 
one crusty, even a judge, to see all the young fools here, there, and 
everywhere. The river, too, was very different in my time, Inns were 
inns then, not chops off the Gaiety bar, with bad drinks, and smart 
young girls in them. You were content with a steak and a tankard 
then after a pull on the river. It makes me quite ill to see fellows 
messing about the river in linen shirts and collars and diamond solitaires, 
instead of good, healthy, plain flannel. 

House-boats, too. We didn’t go in for house-boats in my time— 
skulking, and lounging, and card-playing, and drinking. The river 
meant healthy exercise and honest malt liquor. A parcel of effeminate 
young fools, Going on the river simply means squatting in a hotel 
window, smoking cigarettes, and going to sleep. Bah! I say, bah! 

Last year I was up by Marlow, and actually saw a healthy young 
brute, dressed in pink linen, being punted about in a gilt gondola. The 
sight of it positively made me feel ill, A man, too, actually letting 
himself be rowed about by girls. It’s sickening. I should like to clear 
out half the colleges, and make the creatures do a good month's digging 
in the market gardens. Fellows don’t take exercise now like they used 
todo, There's your five pounds, Get away. 

D1ocenes Topss. 


So Good of Nature! 


Tue universal mother has given women tongues with which to speak, 
and eyes with which to reply when spoken to. 
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BEARDING 


[A decree has recently been issued authorising French soldiers to wear their beards. ] 


THE GAUL. 
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Au That villain beard! Kiss me not again, Adolphe, 
till that you have it shaved !} 


My faith! Growthe beard! Bah! Have 
I not at present the (h)air military? betmyed ! 


And we, the barbers! Thousand thunders! We are 
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LA BARBE 
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Pig! Beast! Monster! Is it that you will spoil the 
smartness of your battalion by not growing the beard ? 


Is it that the permission applies Ha! These poltroons! This Tommy Atkins, this German, 
also to Vivandiéres ? 


this Russian, this Italian! They are desolated at my beard! 








Manners and Morals. 
MORALIZING will in future be charged like manners—as an extra. 


e ? * . . 
Talking of manners—Why doesn’t the Board School teach them ? 
* * a * + 


When Poltwattle was a boy—about forty-seven years ago—manners 
were beaten into him, He would as soon have thought of being king 
as not saying ‘‘please” and ‘thank you,’’ Who ever hears a boy 
lower himself like that now? 

* * > * * 
Hints are sof charged as extras, 





Wanted to know, 


CAN anyone inform us how much ‘‘ the soldier leant upon his sword”? 





and was it Le(a)nt before Easter? 


ONE PENNY. EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


“TACK anp JILL,’ 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 


Abe KBrichbat Society. 


(ESTABLISHED 1518.) 


AFTER careful consideration on the part of the Select Committee appointed 
in July, 1865, to inquire into the general public feeling which repudiated the 
idea that the meetings of this hon. and learned Society should be kept private, 
the Committee have at last reported their convictions to the Grand High 
Council, and for the future One Reporter and One Artist will be 
allowed in the Reporters’ Gallery. ‘Their combined efforts will appear every 
week in ‘‘ JACK AND JILL,” commencing March 13th, 1886. 
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Cadbury's 


UARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. Ss oe 


WARNING! 


When you ask for 


Reckitts 


Blue 


See that you get it! 


As bad Qualities are otien substituted 


Cocoa 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 

IiE NOVELTY.—The Edouins have 
come back with a new burlesque 
and anewcompany. The latter is 
almost as good, and the former 
almost as bad, as anyone has a right 
to expect. Oliver Grumidle is the 
title of the work, and all London 
had puzzled itself exceedingly for 
many weeks to understand the 
meaning thereof (which proves it a 
good title, for the essence of adver- 
tisement is the provocation of curi- 
osity), Programmes were therefore 
eagerly studied on the first night 
for some elucidation of the mystery, 
and not altogether in vain. The 
presence of Charles I. in the cast 
opened up the suggestion that there 





Tne Noverty.—Prince Rurert.—A . - 
Goop SKETCH FOR THE Comic Prints. Was Some allusion to Oliver Crom- 


well intended, This proved to be 
correct, and the point satisfactorily settled, all interest in the piece was 
exhausted, 


Tue first scene is called ‘‘An Old English Street,” and we joy to 
see that a truly British tone is given to it by the prominent position of a 
‘corner pub,” Britons of the period, probably having ‘‘no work to 
do,” are singing outside that edifice, and we soon notice that some of 
Prince Rupert’s clothes are too tight for him; they give us pins and 
needles to look at. A good deal of nothing goes on (rapturously 
applauded, by the way), and then Arthur Williams turns up. He's 
called Oliver Grumble; but that’s all nonsense, he’s Arthur Williams, 
and nothing else—except, very funny. His fun is rather of the ‘* fried 
fish,” **what cher?” order its true; but it is laughable, and in the 
absence of large, let us be thankful for small, mercies, 

Tiie author—Mr, George Dance is the author—has not been un- 
mindful (or, it may be, unreminded) of the success of 74e /ades, and 
Dolly and Tessie are upon us presently disguised as twins. 


THERE is a good and funny, if not absolutely novel, idea in the re- 
ciprocity of cause and effect in these twins, but it is so feebly worked 
out as to amount to nothing, Mr. Edouin is funny enough, and not 
uninventive of business, as usual, and Miss Atherton, charming in the 
pretty dress Wilhelm has designed for her, throws all her vivacity and 
powers of comedy into her part, but, with exception of her wonderfully 
exact imitation of the Indian Nautch Girl dance and chant (which has 
nothing to do with anything whatever, and consequently misses fire 
artistically), there is so much want of point in it all, that it grows flat, 
stale, and unprofitable at last. Probably, the general shortening of the 
piece some third or so would correct a good deal of this, and there is 
— talent around in the cast to make the piece go, in spite of its 
defects, 


THE second scene introduces us to Charles I, and his epicene court, 
Miss Edith Blande, as the “‘ Merrie 
Monarch,” has little to do except 
look lengthy, and the part of his 
(Jueen (consisting more or less of 
two songs), might, without any 
disparagement to the imper- 
sonator, very well be omitted 
altogether. In this scene the 
author hits upon an idea. It 
contains satire, Itis this. Prince 
Rupert (played with smiling and 
pleasing moderation by Miss 
Emily Spiller) makes up to Miss 
Atherton, The latter lady is coy. 
The Prince pretends to take the 
huff, and says he'll get someone 
else. Miss Atherton ceases to be 
coy—canoodling—tableau ! The 
author is so happy about this 
idea, that he repeats it bodily inthe 
last act ! 





JouN HAmppken, with an Irish 
accent for some occult reason, is 


oe . Tue Granv. — An Essay or 

the only remaining noticeable LAMBE. 

feature of the first act. The 

second opens much as the same act of /a//a A’ookh opened many years ago, 
soldiers in camp, moonlight, Xc. Miss Spiller sings nicely enough, Miss 








— 


Addy Conyers (who plays a small part with something more than Addy. 
quate ability) follows suit ina lighter vein ; there is some stupid drilling 
business, an outrageously comical railway collision (not connected with 
anything, of course!), and some nonsense with telephones and a tennis net. 
Charles I,, somehow, becomes a prisoner, then comes that wonderfy] 
Nautch imitation, a change of scene—something about a ballot and 


‘6 curtain,” 


Tue ‘putting on” is very complete, Dresses by Wilhelm and 
armour by Kennedy, with shapely feminity to fill them and scenery good 
and triumphant over the small space at command, are all that could be 
wished, The ‘‘talent” engaged is even too lavish—too many clever 
people, and by consequence too little for them to do, and yet the whole 


thing too long. 


THE GRAND,—Mr, Wilton Jones’s Zarks being, of course, written to 
order, and for a special purpose, does not call for serious criticism— 
which is lucky for it—it wouldn’t bear it. But poor work as it is it 
might be made interesting, and even funny with adequate representation, 
The ‘‘variety” business, though the end and aim of the piece, is overdone 
and excessive, and the situations (though often funny) quite arbitrary, 
The dialogue, too, except for a few borrowed witticisms, is poor. To 
be just, there is one good line I’d not heard before—the description of a 
burlesque as a piece in which things are ‘taken off”—but Mr, Jones 
being manifestly guilty at other points suspicion is cast over this, 


Mr, MONKHOusE’s own performance of Dr, Lambe is a thoroughly 
artistic one. No matter what anomalous or ridiculous position he 
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THE GRAND.—StT. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON. 


finds himself in, the simple-minded doctor shines through it all with 
unvarying consistency, and the incongruity is often irresistibly comical. 
In striking contrast to this is the extraordinary behaviour and 
antics of a lady whose obtrusive self-appreciation is as remarkable as 
her lack of most attributes that go to make an actress, This young 
lady appears first as a servant, and subsequently as what is professionally 
known as a “‘boy,” and her main (indeed, her sole) idea of humour 
appears to be the assumption of the jerky contortions of a person under 
the influence of a galvanic battery or St. Vitus’s dance. 


Miss ROsigE St. GgorGk and Mr, Handley showed some sense of 
their duties, and Mr, Bradbury walked inoffensively through the part 
of the scampish son; but of the rest, inclusive of a loud-voiced ‘old 
woman” (I trust I shall not be misunderstood !), with a painfully 
cockney-voiced daughter, the less said the better. 


_THE ComMepy.—An dfvopfos burlesque, with the incomprehensible 
title of Masse-en-yell-ho, has been produced here as an afterpiece. It is 
from the pens of Messrs, H, Paulton and ‘* Mostyn Tedde” (who might 
just as well call himself Edward Mostyn, and have done with it), the 
unhappy concocters of 7%e Faps, of which distressing work it is more thana 
worthy companion, Clumsy invertion of language, mirthless word- 
twisting, a general ignorance of the art of versification, and a faithful 
memory of most of the jokes and points connected with the sham 
working man demonstrations, the police inefficiency and dog-muzzling 
propensities, are its main characteristics, Some acting of Mr. Paultons 
is not without a sort of lugubrious humour. Mr. Wyatt is as conspicu- 
ously clever as usual; Miss Victor is funny; Miss Melnotte wears 4 
short frock, and there are some nicely-shaped ladies as ** unemployed, 
but, in truth, the hour it occupies is but a sad one. NESTOR. 
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More Universal Language. 
The new sie Language will, it is said, be a mixture of Bad | 
, and V lapu Be i 
FAREWELL, farewell, O, Mother Tongue, 
In which this bard so oft hath sung ! 
No more in English will he sing, 
Because it will not be the thing, 
The universal language craze 
Demands that he should sing his lays 
(By which so many have been struck) 
In Bal Niné and Volapuk! 


These tongues or dialects would seem 

To form a grand new language scheme, 
By which all folks may understand 

The jargon of each other’s land, 

You take all languages, no doubt, 

And stir them up and round about, 

And then you'll grasp (if you’ve the luck) 
The al Niné and Volapuk ! 


Now, Mr. WORLD, likewise his wife, 
Methinks (ere you can utter *‘ knife’’) 
May straight, without the Jeast complaint, 
Adopt this language—and they mayn’t, 
You beat all languages to pulp, 

Then swallow all with one swift gulp, 
And Fortune may reward your pluck, 
With Bal Niné and Volapuk ! 


Ye lovers, too (ye simple things ! 

Caught by the boy who wears but wings !) 
Pray heed this universal tongue, 

And learn it while you yet are young. 

For certainly ‘twill help you woo 

Much better than you’re wont to do, 

When * popping ” oft for words you’ve stuck— 
Try Bal Niné and Volapuk ! 


I, therefore, give thee notice, FUN 

(And to thy readers, every one), 

That I, once English to the core, 

Will write that barbarous tongue no more, 
My poems (all extremely good) 

















Have never yet been understood ; 
Perhaps I shall have better luck 
With Bal Niné and Volapuk ! * 
[It is to be hoped so; but you don’t try it on in ¢/:/s paper.—Eb. } 





Wanderings in Arithmetic, 


Ir the fourth peck makes the bushel, how many will the | 
tooth-peck make? In other words, how many toothpecks 
make a bushel ? 


} 


is not dry measure. Except sherry. 



















































AFTER THE HONEYMOON. 


THRY were a newly-married couple, and he was ordered to turn over her 
music at a select little party given in their honour at Ma-in-law’s, She 
warbled softly the popularly poetic words— 


** But my poor heart sinks within me 
When I turn to roam, 

Far from all I lov’d and cherished, 
Good-bye, sunny home !” 


| Then she remarked, sotto voce—‘* Peter, why don’t you turn over the con- 
Good wine needs no bush(el), Why mot? Because wine | founded leaves properly? Wait till I get you home, Sonnie, You ought to 
be rapped on the head with the bald end of a broom, you stupid!” 








Good News for Milk Consumers. 
The Messrs. Welford and Sons’ Hygienic Pure Milk Dairies, Elgin Road, Maida 


Vale, were opened on the 31st ult. Mr. Sheriff Clarke laid the commemoration 
tone. The dairies will be under the supervision of eminent medical men. Our 
representative seems to have been overcome by the copious draughts of milk he 


imbibed. The following is the result :— 


COME, sing a song of welcome to these Hygienic Dairies, 
These scientific milk shops, in the wilds of Maida Vale, 

Where the Messrs, Welford, acting like to gentle, loving fairies, 
Dispense pure milk like nectar, with no ‘‘ Simpson” in the pail, 


On the day when March the gusty, like a lion made its exit, 
These dairies were completed ’mid rejoicings and high jinks ; 
The project is a splendid one—may nothing e’er perplex it— 
The human being mow may trust the milk whereof he drinks. 
Then cheers for Mr. Sheriff Clarke, who at the feast presided, 
And who arose the grand commemoration stone to lay ; 
These pure milk dairies all will be by noted M.D.’s guided, 
Then cheers for Welford’s Dairy-fairies! Hip, hip, hip, hooray ! 





Alarming Accident, 


TRADE has fallen off the house of a West End tradesman. 

* * * = . 
. Poor trade, workmen killed thee! Thou wert in health. The British 
Vorkman would strike, and he struck a fatal blow at thee, Yea, and 
they struck thee, coward-like, whilst thou wert down, 











Pebble-beached, 


(“The sennesse doree, having grown tired of the expression ‘stone broke’ as a 
substitute for the old familiar ‘hard up,’ now term themselves pebble-bea ! wher 
they are in a state of impecuniosity.”-——Soa iety Paper 


‘* Do not despise me, love,’’ cried Jack, unto his darling Edie, 

‘* Because my coat is shiny, and my hat is somewhat seedy ; 

I know my boots are out of shape, and have been mended twice, 

But shabbiness is really, dear, a very harmless vice. 

What if Society’s decree makes poorness worst of crimes? 

Let us defy it boldly, love, and flee to warmer climes, 

Where tailors, and dressmakers, too, can even be dispensed with— 

With wardrobes worse than mine, have other husbands oft commenced 
with, 

Let us unto the sunny South, and, once when we are there, 

We'll live on love—I've just enough to pay a third class fare.” 

Thus did poor Jack pour out his words, until she bade him stop, 

And told him love was not so satisfying as a chop. 

In spite of all his protests, Edie only answered ** No;” 

So ruefully did Jack collapse, and she said, ‘* Let us try 

To wait a little longer.” ‘*Oh!” quothb he, ‘‘ that’s all my eye ; 

Our happiness would be ensured, when other shores were reached.” 

‘*T think not,’’ said she, coldly. ‘‘ Why? Because you're pebdle-deached !”’ 





AiR from Zhe Mikado, to be performed at Here L. Emil Bach's grand 
orchestral and vocal concert, at St. James’s Hall, on the 9th inst, :— 
‘I’ve cot him on, my Liszt.” 
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‘““AN APRIL SHOWER.” 








KNICKNACKS, 


A MALE being, who has coughed and sneezed through seventy-three 
winters, was county-courted the other day for debt. He accounted for 
this unfortunate circumstance by stat- 
ing that he had fifteen children living, 
and eleven comfortably placed under 
the turf. The judge inquired with 
pathos whether he attributed his deaf- 
ness to the number of *‘ olive branches” 
that waved round his ears. He re- 
plied, with a moist eye, *‘ Yes, partly, 
your honour; but I must take into 
consideration the fact that I’ve had 
more than one wife!" Then the judge 
sighed, and remarked in a feeling 
manner that once upon a time he knew 
an elderly bankrupt with a large family 
who determined to drown himself. In 
order to do so effectually, the would- 
be suicide removed the iron weights 
from his fifth wife’s washing-machine, 
tied the larger round his neck, and 
filled his pockets with the smaller, 
Then he cast himself into Barking 
Creek ; but he was so light-headed through worry, he failed to sink. 
The debtor seemed much affected by the story, and sobbed something 
about its being a sad mishap, The judge then adjourned the case for a 
month, 








A RAILWAY nuisance has been sentenced in Edinburgh to three days’ 
imprisonment. He was caught carrying a pack of cards, and perhaps 
deserved his punishment, Yet people who travel loaded with pepper- 
mint lozenges, garlic, and babies are allowed to do so unmolested by the 


law. 
FRENCHMEN are proverbial for their extravagance, A Gallic gentle- 


twenty bullets, in shifting himself out of the world last week. He was 
in a desponding state of mind, One bullet carefully placed would have 
served his purpose. Such a foolish expenditure of useful matter is very 
reprebensible, even in a Frenchman. 


LARGE numbers of the British warriors lately despatched to India are 
raw lads of cighteen summers, Many of these ricketty youngsters are 
more fitted to play marbles, spin peg-tops, and fire pop-guns than 
handle rifles. Yet, while we are obliged to send out such poor little 


howling dismally, ‘* We've got no work todo.” A large pore of 
the complainers have a fixed intention of never getting work to do, Had 


lodging, clothes, and pay at our large military stations ; but they prefer 
existing by sponging on sentimentalists, 


KinG WINTER bas waged war impartially and unmercifully on the 
Greek and Turkish armies massed on the Greek frontier, relieving the 
world of an immense number of thieves, cutthroats, and vagabonds. 
Both races are past masters in the fine arts of murder, lying, cheating, 
theft, andintrigue. They hanker after each other's fleshpots, but both 
delight in creating a hubbub in the hopes of obtaining bribes from the 





Great Powers they try to f 





man expended a box of canister shot, containing one hundred and | 


fellows (the majority of whom rapidly die of exhaustion), hundreds of | 
hardy, able-bodied, unmarried men perambulate our cities and towns | 


such men any desire to earn their bread, they could procure food, | 


SULLIVAN, the American champion pugilist, who ‘is to fight Jem 
Smith, the champion of England, for £1,000 a side, and the champion- 
ship of the world, is not admired by a large portion of the American 
press, Some journals hint that he is a public fraud, others insinuate 
that he is a public nuisance, only equalled by fat salaried agitators, 
apostles of <estheticism, learned pigs, salvationists, six-legged cows, two- 
headed girls, leopard-spotted boys, one-eyed dwarfs, mermaids, and 
performing fleas. It is opined that after his interview with Smith, 
the slogger Sullivan will be in a fit state to join travelling shows as one 
of Dame Nature’s monstrosities. 


Some time ago the lazy ruffians of Limerick so persistently assembled 
in gangs, and made brutal assaults on inoffensive men of the King’s Own 
Rifles, that it was deemed necessary to remove the regiment. Then 
gnashing of teeth was heard among the Hibernians, for the departure of 
the military occasioned a loss of £20,000 a year to the place. Aftera 
great deal of whining and petitioning, it has been arranged that another 
regiment is to be quartered in Limerick in order to afford the townsfolk 
a fresh opportunity of exercising their beating, kicking, and fleecing 
propensities, —_——- 

Tue Bishop“of Liverpool remarks, ‘* We live in critical times.” The 
majority of artists who have sent in to the Royal Academy agree with 
him, About one man out of ten has a chance of being ‘‘ hung.” 


By jotting down the statements of anxious wives, a Yankee statistician 
has arrived at the conclusion that the lords of creation, who think they 
boss the State of Maine, roost in their boots much more frequently than 
the *‘cocks of the walk,” who delude themselves that they rule the 
State of Missouri, The ‘‘ prohibition law” prevails in Maine—some- 
times. The ** broomstick law” predominates in Missouri always. 


A PARTY of Irish ‘‘ patriots” gave a banquet in Paris a few nights 
ago. A complimentary reporter stated that ‘politics took a lyrical 
strain, and sociability predominated politics.” Is this a polite way of 
saying that seditious songs were croaked to a company too maudlin to 
understand the meaning of them? 


AN amorous Liverpool gentleman was recently serenading his fiancée 
with the plaintive air, ‘‘ Wait till the clouds roll by,” when his lady- 
love’s mamma, who was of a lively nature, became painfully affected 
by the dismal manner in which he chanted. Opening an upper window, 
she clouded the lover’s senses by raining a can of water and a few 
flower-pots on his head. Then she interviewed him below, sprinkled 
him well with tooth-powder, and remarked : ‘* Young man, next time you 
exercise your vocal powers outside, please warble something lively, such 
as ‘ There you are, yum! yum!’ and fceraps your reception may be more 
tender-like. Connubial bliss ain’t to be looked for with a widder, by 
squealing ‘ Wait till the clouds roll by’ outside her domicile.” The 
young man said he agreed with her, and left somewhat abruptly. 


AMERICAN belles are stricken with a new form of ‘‘ collecto-mania,” 
a mania which, strangely enough, seems to have some reason to back it 
up. Casting aside their collections of foreign stamps, shells, dried sea- 
weed, and autographs, they have begun forming collections of coals, 
carpets, furniture, corn-plasters, children’s boots and shoes, frying-pans, 
glue-pots, toddy-kettles, mustard leaves, nutcrackers, poppy-heads, 
respirators, rolling-pins, toast-racks, cases of whisky, &c. When they 
have accumulated sufficient material to start houses, their next freak 
will be to collect husbands; and they don’t hesitate to say so in the 
presence of eligible bachelors, The bachelors look on, and smile 


7 


landly. 
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A CHANGH FOR THE BETTER; 
OR, A LITTLE RELIEF FOR THE VICTIMS, 
I,.—TuE Bap OLD Times, 


ScenE—A Court of Fustice. Time—TZhe Vanishea Past, wh 
and Counsel were in accord, a 


CounsgL (40 Witness). Ah, let me see! Had you—what shall I 
—ah, I have it—had you a brother who committed a murder ?—a bectns 
who basely and brutally assassinated a little old gentleman at Hackn 
Marshes at seven minutes to two in the morning? Now, sir, dont 
equivocate. 

Witness. If you please, noble sir, I never had a brother at all. 

COUNSEL (aside to brother Counsel). I know he hadn’t, y’know; I’ve 
just imagined the whole thing. Hee! hee! (Great roar of laughter 
from brother counsel, which is not promptly suppressed.) Now, sir, do 
we ie to stand there and deliberately tell me that you never had a 

rother 

WITNgsS. Please, I’m very sorry to offend, sir; but I really never 
had. I don’t think you ought to suggest such unfounded —— 

THE JuDGE, How dare you insult a counsel, sir—a gentleman con- 
nected with the law? How DARE you? Beadle! Who’s that snig- 
gering in court? If any one dares to snigger at any learned gentleman 
connected with the law, I’ll instantly commit him for. 

BEADLE, If you please, m’lud, the person says he’s sniggering at the 
expense of the witness. 

THE JUDGE. Oh, that’s all right ; he may go on, 

COUNSEL (fo Witness). I will ask you, then, whether you are going 
to stand there and pretend that no little old gentleman has ever been 
murdered during the course of the centuries? No? You admit that 
one may have been? Ah! then there és some foundation for the report 
se re your brother? I thought so, Looks rather suspicious, eh, 
m’lord ; 

THE JUDGE, Yes. He! he! 

WitTNgss, If you please, I’m a poor miserable, bullied, brow-beaten, 
broken-down creature ; and I feel very ill from my bullying. May I go? 

JUDGE and COUNSEL, Oh, well; perhaps it will kill you if we give 
you any more of it at present, and then we shouldn’t have any further 
sport. Go on—get out. 

_ JUDGE, And as for the plaintift and defendant, why, it doesn’t matter 
in the least which gets the verdict, as the law expenses will ruin both of 
em. Hee! hee! Ho! ho! 

COUNSEL, My lord, your wit is as great as your learning, and we have 
the most intense admiration for you, 

JupGR. I assure you, my learned brothers, that it cannot possibly 
pepate mine for your skill, resource, and acuteness, Bless you very 

uch ! 

COUNSEL, My lud, you are really the nicest, kindest, most dignified, 
most clear-headed, lucidest, justest, and learnedest little old gentleman 
Wwe ever saw ; and our respect and esteem for you are not to be expressed 
in words! We kiss your hands. 

















JopGe. Oh, you are really too kind! Do come home to tea with 
me. You shall have shrimps or any blessed thing you like ! 

COUNSEL, With the greatest pleasure, m’lord ! 

( Judse and Counsel embrace, while three miserable sheletons—the Wit- 
n 55, the Plaintiff, and the Defendant—crawl de‘etedly out.) 


II.—Tue Goop New Times, 
SCRENE—A Court of Fustice. Time—TZhe Suniit Present, when Pudges 
and Counsel go it Hammer and Tongs. 


jones (to Counsel). You're late, you villain! Get out! 
OUNSEL. Pooh! I’m not afraid of you! Don't attempt to bully 
me! Who are you? 





—ammEDma 





JopGe. 7’ soon let you know who Iam, You've insulted me! J 
know what you're hinting at. You're insinuating that I have influenced 
the jury. I would rather retire from the bench than have such things 
said to me by nasty, spiteful, mean, vindictive-—— O-oh! (Bursts 
ento tears.) 

Counsel. Yah! You can take it to yourself if you like; but— 
although I certainly don't think much of you—I aimed my remarks 
principally at that hulking brute of a counsel for the other side, Of all 
the contemptible, sneaking—— 

WITNEssS, Bravo! That describes him exactly, 

_CounsgL. That's right, old man; you take my side. You're a very 
nice fellow, and you shall leave the court without a stain on your 
charac—— 

Jupce, No—look here, Witness, dear boy; you back me up. I'll 
be your friend. I’ve always had the greatest regard for you. Nobody 
shall dare to brow-beat you while 7’ on the bench. 

(Fudge and Counsel fall to with chair-legs ; and, in the confusion, 
three fat and happy persons—the Plaintiff, the Defendant, and the Wit- 
ness—trot out of court to freedom; the two former getting clear away 
without paying their lecal expenses. Universal feasting and toy om the 
part of all unconnected with the Law.) 
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Sermons in (Precious) Stones, 
THe GARNET, 


{The Garnet, according to some writers, teaches the wearer “‘ constancy and fidelity 
in every engagement.”’) 


O, GLorions is the garnet both for ornament and use, 
A stone, indeed, that’s worthy of the public’s strict attention ; 
And therefore it is needless I should offer an excuse 
For daring thus this pretty-coloured precious stone to mention. 
My desire is to advise you ve the gems which you should choose, 
And my counsel, bear in mind, is for gay youth and sober age meant; 
Please note, then, that the garnet (if you'll trust a poet’s views) 
Is famed for causing constancy in every engagement. 


This, you'll own, would be adapted for some people whom we know 
Whose neglectfulness of promises is really quite enormous ; 
So, if the cap fits ws, I'd fain propose that FuN should go 
And buy such stones for all of us; and thus he might reform us, 
'Twould be handy for a lover say (if such an one there be) 
Who is late in meeting Aer who's for his Hymeneal cage meant ; 
Let her give her swain a garnet of great value, so that he 
In future may show constancy in every engagement. 


Oftentimes the world is startled by some breach of promise case, 
Wherein some youth, about to wed, has changed his mind abruptly— 
(A proceeding which undoubtedly betrays a mind that’s base, 
Unless there is strong reason for behaving thus corruptly). 
Methinks that if a garnet were bestowed on such a swain, 
It would act as a preventative (this counsel is as sage meant), 
This fickleness in courting couldn’t well occur again, 
For the garnet would teach constancy in such a love engagement, 


And lest the little girl you love should jilt you (Fate forfend !), 
And choose some other fellow, after all your deep affection, 
Buy her something set in garnets, ¢hen you on her may depend ; 
She cannot for another ‘hen show any predilection. 
And, besides, methinks the garnet should be tronised by ‘‘ pro.’s” 
(For much carelessness exists ‘mong those ia for the stage meant) ; 
Yea, certain shifty players (if they’d garnets) might disclose 
Fidelity and constancy in every ‘‘ engagement.” 
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The Chemist writes :—“ Mr. Fun, Sir. 1 am uncertain, owing to your underhanded and ambiguous way of putting things, whether your remarks ina recent number 


were intended against me. ; pa ; . d : ay . 
that there is No carelessness. I went straight to my Skill andJExperience, whom I found making up prescriptions, and showed him your page. He was most indignant.’ ,, 








curacy in weighing, Pooh !' he said. ‘I've lost the grain weight ; but I always use this ‘ere pile of broken bottles and things ; and I feel sure they weigh 


.,THE CHEMIST.—HIS GAME OF SKILL—AND CHANCE,—/( Continuea from No. 1089. ) 
‘AN INDIGNANT PROTEST. 
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I beg to say that I have instituted a rigorous inquiry into the whole matter of carelessness in the making up of prescriptions, and I find 
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about a grain; so thafs allright. Where's your inaccuracy there? 
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anew they do stick a bit, but I always ease ‘em up with thi rowbar—-s: so the weight can't be far ont. That, Sir, is what he 
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THE STRIKE ON THE IRISH JOB. 


WILLIAM GOING TO DO THE WORK HIMSELF. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FripDAY, March 21.—‘*‘ More light” in the Lords. Houghton wants 
to place electric light and gas companies on same footing. Bury cries 
out on Houghton’s idea, Must stand up for ee perhaps because 
parliamentary oratory generally comes under that heading. 

Commons.— Wilson, member fer Holmfirth division and social purity, 
makes indirect blow at Dilke over Russell’s shoulder. Sir Charles 
takes his coat off, and challenges his assailant to have it out fair and 

uare, 

subject of *‘ culture” tobacco. Question of British 
crops of the weed crops up in both houses to-night. British farmer 
going to turn over a new ‘‘leaf”—something that promises better 
** returns ;” means to transfer attention from pigs to “ pigtail.” Motion 
to remove present penalties from British tobacco raisers moved by Lord 
Harris ; but surely Duke of Devonshire should have supported it, being 
a **Cavendish.” As it is, he “cuts” it. Query, will tobacco crop 
require a c/ay soil? Noble lords don’t think it matters a s/raw. And 
will it turn out the true cégavette-o per esse felice? Dunraven 
thinks scheme by no means “‘ cloudy.” (Iddesleigh remarks, ‘*‘ That’s 
snuff ! be quiet, honey, dew!”) Sudeley also thinks England’s agriculture 
will never prosper till she roots out tobacco Ities, whereupon 
noble lords fume and request him to take his A4ook ah, Anyway, 
fair prospect held out of our market gardeners in future supplying 
manufacturers with the tobacco, instead of, as heretofore, the cabbage 
lant. 

F Commons.—Queer, very! The Government below the gangway. 
That is, the Government of yesterday and probably the Government of 
the morrow. Gladstone looks lonely amongst his scratch team—looks 
at the bench below the gangway ‘‘ over the way,” as if wondering if he 
won't soon have to recruit from that quarter. Rises and announces 
that Home Rule lead will be played on the 8th prox., and the Land 
Purchase trump on the 12th. Parnellite cheers sound all the louder 
because of grim silence in’ every other quarter. 

Tuesday.— Lords— Lunacy. 

Commons. —Henniker Heaton stands to his post, z.2., the penny in- 
ternational one. The march of the Cameron men against the Scots 
Kirk. Lochiel once more defeated. Gladdy affords Grand Old 
Example of running with hounds of Disestablishment and holding with 
hare of Kirk, 

Wednesday,—Lords score off the Commons. Been hard at work 
doing nothing for ten minutes, then send in Black Rod to summon 
faithful Commons to hear Royal Assent to Bill dealing with other com- 
mons, #.¢., Open Spaces Bill. Admiral Drummond returns—alone, 
‘* The British fleet he cannot see, because it is not there.’’ Noble lords 
wait an hour, reflecting on the popular prejudice that holds Commons 
to them as examples of industry. Send Rod again—a rod in pickle 
- time, Anyway, he returns with abashed Speaker and straggling 

Ay 

















Commons. —Enfranchise the policeman, pleads Selwin-Ibbetson, and 

his lot will be ‘‘a happy one.” Charlie Beresford testifies to urbane 

courtesy, tempered with firmness, of the force when running in, and 

appeal of the peeler granted. Redmond gives an illustration of the 

= amenities which, in the dim future, will illuminate College 
reen. 

Thursday.—Questions about the future position of the Prince of 


the House went into Coo-mittee on the Crofters’ Bill. 








Bulgaria—and the Greece-pot—which Mr. Bryce skimmed over with ‘no | 
information.” Full inquiry to be made into loss of the Ore-gone, and | 
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‘*EVERY INDUCEMENT OFFERED TO PURCHASERS.” 


And yet this worthy man complains bitterly of the depression of trade. 





Octavius Ebenezer Potts, 
HIS FILOSOFY.—FLOUFF, 


WEN I taik my pleazhur I like tew see uther peeple taiking theres. 

I rekummend everybody tew bee thurully well tired owt before they 
go tew bed, and thurully well refreshed before they turn owt. 

What is mad tew-day is possible tew-morrow, and is akkomplished 
the day arfter. 

The rode seems short when there’s money to be got at the end ov it. 

A gentleman kan do by suazhion whot a kad must kaul in the law tew 
effekt. 

It iz very true that munney brings munney, but it must be born in 
mind, on the uther hand, that want ov munney saves munney, 

Yew kan keep all yewr joints and yewr maid dishes, and only let me 
have a partridge and sum bred sorse, 

Mi frend, whatever mai be yewr lot in life, thank the Fates it iz whot 
it iz. Wiser men have been starved, better men have been stabbed in 
the back, and more righteous men have been burned at the steak. 





That Advertisement. 


POLTWATTLE—I am Poltwattle—once thought he could earn an 
honest penny as an advertisement canvasser. It was not a success. 
He called on old Pifflepofile, the hair-restorer man, and got kicked 
badly. He next dropped in on the celebrated Waxpot, who invented a 
machine to extract the juice and seeds of a lemon without puncturing, 
cutting, or breaking the skin. He wasn’t at home the first time. 
When Poltwattle called again, he said he’d think about it. The third 
time he went, Waxpot asked for a quotation for an advertisement of 
twelve words, The fourth time, when P. took the quotation for a 
series of fifty-two insertions, old Waxpot said, ** You can put it in once ; 
that’ll be sixpence! I'll give you the money when you show me the 
insertion.” Poltwattle did not call. He had already been four times, 
and his "bus fare at twopence a time was eightpence, and all he got was 
a sixpennyad, Canvassing! Not any in mine for the future, thank 
you. 








ONE PENNY. EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


“SACK awnp JILL,” 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
OFFICES—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 
ND Jitt’s” f1:1:0 Diophantine Competition is indeed 
ermailistic Novelty Lhis week sissue has a Distinctive Number pri 
m C7) ni front Pa; f every copy l ryone ila iz 
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Rather Dusty. 


[Complaints have been made lately, especially in the West End, ot 
dustmen neglecting to nye their duties at the proper times, It is 
stated that they have a habit of only waiting on those householders who 
are willing to “‘tip” them freely, and the local vestries are much blamed 
for not adopting means to remedy this state of things. ] 

Dust, hoy! Dust, hoy! 
The westries himploy 
Us coves all the warious dustbins to clear ; 
But unless vhere they pays, 
We ain’t not sech J.’s 
To empty them dustbins for nothing—no fear ! 
Them westries purtends 
(Jest to soot their own ends), 
To see as our duty we properly does ; 
But ¢hey ain't too gay 
At workin’—not ‘hey / 
Their castin’ a hi on us only is ** buz,” 


Dust, hoy! Dust, hoy! 
Beer money’s our joy, 

And if we don’t get it, we don’t move no dust, 
The dust we don’t fetch 
For three months at a stretch, 

Uniess there's a ** row,” and ‘hem, mind yer, we ust, 
So, quite gay in our ‘arts, 
We crawls on with our carts 

To ‘vuses where folks gives us nice little ‘‘ tips ”»— 
Then gaily we grins, 
And empties ¢heir bins, 

But by all the others conwenient we slips, 


Dust, hoy! Dust, hoy! | 
And now to annoy 
Us regerler dustmen, up comes a Hem D.,, 
Who goes and complains 
’Cos we for our gains | 
On’y goes where a charnce of a ‘* make” we can see ! | 
We says, ** Blow all sich, 
We'd like for to pitch 
Sech coves in our barskits, and let ’em go hang 
But the westries, we know, 
Hinterferin’ won’t go, 
Unless they are made by that grumberlin’ gang ! 




















Not *‘ tHe UNEMPLOYED,”—M, Pasteur, 


Tam,—* * SHOT,’ 
IF HE ISN’T JIST A DISGRACE TAE CREVILIZATION,” 














HITTING HIM OFF. 
The Laird.—“* THAT MR, SMITH ISN’T MUCH OF A SHOT, IS HE, TAM?” 


A’LL TELL YER, SIR, WHAT He Is! A'LL BE SHOT 








NEW LEAVES. 


‘*THe MILL Mystery,” by Anna Katherine Green (George Rout- 
ledgeand Sons), This is undoubtedly a powerful work, if rather morbid. 
Like ‘‘ The Leavenworth Case,” by the same author, it is the unravel- 
ment of a strange murder mystery by a not untangled method. —‘‘ Lost 
a Day,” by Fred. C, Milford (Field and Tuer), No time will be lost 
by reading this clever and exciting story, and none should be lost in 
getting it to read.—‘**Somebody’s Story, in Hugh Conway’s Hand- 
writing” (same publishers), The possession of a facsimile of Hugh 
Conway’s handwriting will induce thousands to buy this book. ‘‘ Some- 
body’s”’ story is one nobody should fail to read, and, as ‘* Dorothy” 
succours her father, so anybody may succour the Chelsea Hospital for 
Women, on behalf of which admirable institution the story was written. 
—‘* How to Play the Fiddle,” by Henry William Gresswell and George 
Gresswell (same publishers). Players or would-be players on the violin 
may largely profit by these “hints to beginners,” given by such pro- 
ficients ; if they don’t, they may become fiddle-sticks.—‘* The Parental 
Don’t,” by Serious Senior (Bristol, T. Thatcher; London, Walter 
Scott), Parents should be strongly influenced by the ‘‘ warnings” 
given in ‘*Don’t,” and po as advised.—‘‘ Amateur Soldiers, or the 
Volunteers of Great Britain,” by Matt. Hale (Wyman and Sons). It 
will be excellent practice for our amateur soldiers to have a regular 
good shot at this book, if they would hit the bull’s-eye of their business, 
—‘‘Ian Roy,” by Urquhart Forbes (The London Literary Society). 
Here we have a tale of love and war, of a gross or more years ago. 
There is nothing gross about it, and ‘‘ may never ‘ waur’ be amang us.”— 
“‘Drama for the Drawing Room,” by L. Debenham (same pub- 
lishers). This is ‘*a gift book for the season.” As the Christmas 
season is meant, it is at present out of season. There will be room for 
it when the days are drawing in again.—‘‘ The Story of a Moorish 
Knife,” by G. R, Henderson (same publishers), There is not 
much of the knife, and what there is may not be thought the sharpest 
or best pointed part of the book, but its pages are worth cutting.— 
** Sell’s Dictionary of the World’s Press for 1886," by Henry Sell (Sell’s 





Advertising Offices). This portly volume is a remarkable production, 
Apart from its usefulness as a book of reference, it possesses many 
features of peculiar interest—in the portraits of men, past and present, 
eminent in literature and journalism, in its carefully elaborated maps 
and general information. It is elegantly and tastefully got up, It isa 
regular *‘ Sell,” it is cheap to buy and is good to keep, 





Not a Green (Carlyle. 


{Somebody has unearthed an article of Carlyle’s, showing that England would 
willinglyjpay two hundred millions to have Ireland uaanchored and let her float.) 


UNANCHOR the Green Isle— 
That always serene Isle— 
At two millions cost! What a notion ! 
But where is the banker 
Who'd help to unanchor 
That Island which causes commotion ? 
And where would it float? The remark makes one smile, 
4nd how would it ride? Ona jaunting Car(lyle)? 





Grate Comfort. 
(Mr. Pridgin Teale has published a work on ‘‘The Principles of Domestic Fire- 
place Construction.” ] 
Tuis little pamphlet, ve constructing grates, 
Is of a kind that every man elates, 
And that it is a useful work we feel. 
This book of Teale’s should have a ready sale, 
For, lo! apart from being of avail, 
It’s style is evidently most gen-Teale. 





Lorp Harris has brought in a Bill to allow agriculturists to grow the 
tobacco plant in Great Britain. But why only agriculturists? Why not 
also the (H)arris-tocracy ? 
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VAT-'RADEL CHIMPAN/RE! 
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COME DOWN AND LET ME CONVRER! 














THE DEMON DORG.—No. 1. 
The Demon Dorg. — OU, M¥ HRYE! WORT A ‘IGH STEPPER—LOOKS AS IF ‘ER WUR MADE OF MATTRESS SPRINGS, 'RE DO}; AND, 
HLESS US! WORT A BLOATED HAIRYSTOCRAT IS HASTRIDE HOF 'IM. MAy I NRvVReR BITE A POSTMAN’S LEG AGIN IF I DON’ 
THINK IT's Str HepMInp 'ENDRRSON! I'LL MAKKE IT 'oT FOR 'IM, I WILL, HI! COMB HORF THAT FRAME-WORK OF A ’OSS, YER 


YER IN 18R SAUSSIGRE Meat!” | Parks confidently. 

















NOBLESSH OBLIGE. 


sh 


SRS a Me 





Once in my life I knew a swell, 

His name was Keginald de Talbot, 
Indeed, I knew him very well ; 

‘Twas said that we were brothers, all but. 
Ilis veins ran warm with noble fire, 

Ile had world-wisdom ; I was silly, 
I was a tailor’s son; his sire 

Came over with the Conq'ring Billy, 








But though he traced his fathers back 
To the first Adam without break, 
Of coin he suffered from a lack— 
There was no gilding to the cake ; 
While I, plebeian, born in trade, 
Whose father's father is a myth, 
Had all the pile that father made 
As senior in the firm of Smith, 


He lured me on to use the cue— 
I did not know which end to wield 
(His eyes were of the haughtiest blue, 
His arms—cow rampant on a /e/Z), 
We used to play five pounds the game, 
I never won a game at all! 
What matter’d that? ‘Twas all the same! 
(His feet were delicately small.) 


He tempted me to play at Nap. ; 

I hardly knew one card from t’other ; 
But then I did not care a rap 

(He bad a long descended mother). 
Tis true the stakes were rather high— 

For guinea } what rash— 


ints are son 








Idyllic. 
jut, then, his smile outweighed my sigh, [Myra’s Journas says that hats and bonnets will 
this spring quite surpass those of former seasons. } 


And made it joy to lose my cash, 


Ife taught me how to back the field 
liar one—that one was always winner ; 
That I was fool'd I will not yield— 
Iiow could a Talbot be a sinner? 
Iie made me order costly wines— 
lolks said he had them on commission, 
But that was false; for, from these lines, 
‘ou know he was of high position, 


We dined che: Nicoll, supp’d with Scott ; 
We went—mai wags !—the pace that kills, 
Iie taught me what to drink with what 
(I need not say I paid the bills), 
The West at night we painted red— 
Such souls as ours no law confines— 
And if he broke a Bobby’s head, 
Of course I always paid the fines. 


But, strange to say, as I grew poor, 
Talbot grew rich and richer daily ; 
I begg’d my food from door to door, 
He went on living ever gaily. 
One day we met—he cut me dead, 
I thought at first my life was blighted, 
Nonsense !—wherever was my head? 
The Talbots always were short-sighted ! 


‘* Upper Hoosge”-MAIDS,—Charwomen of 


the Hlouse of Lords. 


No rage of mighty elements I sing, 
No battle-fields where sleep the deathless 
dead ; 
My muse soars not upon the tragic wing, 
To harrow up the soul with things so dread, 
Such subjects to the empty winds I fling— 
My theme is that new bonnet upon my dar 
ling’s head, 


\'es, there it is, a miracle of grace, 
A symmetry of shape bewitchingly 
Contrived to shade yet show so sweet a face 
That you who read these lines must envy me 
One glance into that labyrinth of lace, 
Where in a cloud of curls my living poem I 
see, 


THe well-fed Local Government Board de- 
clined to allow the Woolwich Board of Guar- 
dians to supply six poor laundry-women, 
employed at the Woolwich Infirmary, with one 
free feed per diem. The cost of the meals 
would have been threepence per head. The 
L, G. B. considered that such tendencies to 
extravagance in parochial expenditure must be 
firmly checked, It will go badly in future 
with any bungry and thirsty washerwoman at 
the Intirmary who is caught nibbling bits of 
soap, or munching pieces of flannel, and drink- 
ing soapsuds and soda, She will be prose- 
cuted to the bitter end 
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THE DEMON DORG.—No. 2, 


The Demon Dore.—‘* NOW THEN, 'ENDERSON, ’'OW DO YOU FEEL NOW? I’M A-GOIN' TO RRWENGE ALL THE POOR HINNERCENT 
LITTLE DORGS YOU’VE WORRITTED AND PROSECUTED, OH, IT AIN’T A BIT O’ USE BELLERIN’ PERLECE. YEP OUT OF YER JOURYS- 
DISSHUNS NOW}; AND IF YER WARN’T, THERE AIN’T NO PRELER ROUND ‘ERE AS DARE TOUCH Mg, I SCRUNCHES 'EM, I Dogs, I 
TEARS THEIR UNIFORMS, I GNAWS THEIR BERLIN GLOVES, I BOLTS THEIR BUTTONS, AND STEALS THEIR RapBit Pies.” 

( Continued in our Next.) | Barks vaingloriously. 

















SPRING’S FIRST SHOOTS. | looks like the country, do they? Why, the sheep look like so many 


Ciaucer’s lines about spring are so pretty, are they? They may | — I don’t care for crocuses. Yellow crocuses always seem 
be, for all that I care about the matter, Spring, indeed! What's the | i. i i T hat many bad eggs spilt on the mould, I don’t like primroses. 
good of that to me? All that it means, when you are walking about | 49 ‘act, 4 hate spring altogether, DIOGENES TUBS, 
London, is that you are for everlastingly tumbling over paint pots and | -_ —— 

things, where they’re doing up the houses. Spring always means that | 

you are living in a perpetual state of snuffly colds, whitewashing, and Singh-ular. 

house upturning. Bah ! My landlady’s little boy has set a lot of [The Maharajah Dhulees Singh has written to the Sikhs to say that, ‘owing t 


mustard and cress in the yard, or whatever you call it, behind the Sutgooroo’s decree, l¢ must return to Bombay, and that when he returns he will 
house, ‘It’s so springy like,” his senseless mother says. Now, what | 24!9 worship in the pure creed of Baba Nanuk."] 





in the name of goodness is the use of it, I should like to know? There 'TWOULD seem the Maharajah Dhuleep Singh, 

is a tumble-down old London summer house in the yard, with a some- By Sutgooroo’s decree, must forthwith leave us, 

thing that is meant for clematis growing over it. The cats come into 'Tis a Sing(h)ular decree, a shocking thing, 

the summer house and kick up a squalling, and occasionally die there. So touching that it really ought to grieve us, 

The summer house looks so springy, the woman says! Hang its He will worship Baba Nanuk once ayain, 

springiness! ‘* Spring is the paradise of childhood,” I see somebody Will the dewleap, thereupon, from every flower? 

has written in a penny gush newspaper article. Is it? All that I | Will an (N)anuk-y, in consequence, then reign, 

remember about the spring paradise, when I was a child, was that we | Because of Sutgooroo’s goor-o0-some power ? 

used to be dosed with brimstone and treacle, and filthy stuff they called | The Maharajah tells this to the Sikhs, his woes to smother, 


mock spa, a But are they Sikhs of one and half-a-dozen of the other? 
We used to go about smelling like living bundles of lucifer matches, 
That was a peculiar merit. ‘* All a-growing and a-blowing.” There's a 
fellow in the street with a barrow full of flowers. ‘*If you've got such A Duel-ogue. 
a thing as an old coat, guv’nor, or a pair o’ trousers, or a lady’s petti- | ; ; 
coat,” Confound his impudence! As if I was in the habit of bartering | MADAME AstTie De@ VALSAYRE and Miss Shelby (an American lady) 
my raiment for spring shoots. This is a sign of spring, is it? recently fought a duel in Paris, At the finish (neither of the fair com. 
Well, I don’t like it. ** Spring meetings,” too. What do they mean? A batants, of course, being hurt), “‘honour” was declared satisfied. 
lot of miscreant counter-jumpers putting their hands in their masters’ tills, Miss S. apologised for having caused the quarrel by calling Madame an 
Backing horses, indeed—bah! ‘‘The cuckoo comes in April.” Does *tidiot.’’ We of Perfidious Albion may, perhaps, be inclined to scold 
the cuckoo come, The crocodile can for what I care about it. I don’t | both the dainty duellists, but there is no doubt that the French will 
regard Madame Astc¢e as a ‘‘star”—an Astee-roid, in fact—while the 


care about hearing the cuckoo’s song. A beastly, horrid, jack-in-the-box : ! , ' 
ort of row, The 1 eople are beginning to walk in the Parks because it’s Americans will surely say of their compatriotess, ‘‘ Yew bet she Shell 
i ] ! ” 


spring time. Now, what on earth is the good of that! They think it | bhonoures 
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PUDDLER ENJOYS A 


“SPRING CLEANING.” 
































aa going to have the house thorot ghly Th 
cleaned, Mr. P.” said Mrs. Puddler. 


e first intimation of the commencement of the campaign 
Puddler received on attempting to enter his study. 


He had some little trouble with the pails and 
implements used in the cleansing operations. 









































The dining-room being in course of renovation, he 
much enjoyed his dinner on the staircase. 


And affairs came to a climax when the kitchen table offered 


him the only opportunity of taking a night's rest. 


‘Ves,’ said the doctor, ‘* you have got very 
low. I'llsend you some concentrated iron and 

. . 4 bd 77 
quioine and phosphorus and oil of scorpions ! 








The Strike on the Irish Job. 
(See CARTOON.) 


BgHOLD our Premier, the people's Will, 

Steps boldly forth, his contract to fulfil ; 

Not over kindly dealt with by the fates, 
Deserted, too, by sundry of bis mates, 

He still has got the constancy to cope 

With difficulties from which many slope, 
And offers us a statesmanlike suggestion | 
Hiow, once for all, to solve the Irish question. | 


So doth some British workman now and then, 
Scorning the taunts of fellow working men 
Who, witless of the consequences, like 
To join trades’ unions and go on strike, 


Decline, in spite of all they urge, to shirk 
His own engagement to perform the work ; 
Firm, not to be diverted or annoyed 

By all the protests of the unemployed, 

So doth he take his tools and march away, 
Resolved, at least, to do the best he may, 
And, heeding not the murmurs of the mob, 
Proceeds to do his duty on the job, 


Men and Things. 


THe lot of the omnibus and cab-drivers is 
full of woe. The horses they drive are, how- 
ever, not without a /i¢. 

Artists ought to stand by right a good chance 
of being returned for a constituency, if they do 


put up, as they are quite accustomed to the 
| canvas. 

| The knowledge of the restaurant proprietor 
is at best soup-or-fish-ial. 

The tailor is a man to consult on the 
matter of vested interests, 

It would not be thought that shepherds 
were a literary class. They are, notwithstand- 
ing, since this class is above every other in 
the habit of ‘‘ taking up their pens.” 

The piano stringer is a very corrupt mortal, 
politically speaking, since no one goes in more 
than he for wire pulling, 


THe CARD-PLAYER’s MortTo,—*" Packs” 
vebiscum., 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE COURT.—If there’s one thing 
I like about Zhe Schoolmistress 
more than another it is Clayton’s 
make-up. It is side-splittingly 
funny—farcical, of course—but it 
is also the most complete disguise 
I ever saw; it is nearly impossible 
to trace the actor’s identity under 
it. 


Tue piece itself is hardly to be 
compared with its predecessor for 
cohesion and symmetry of design. 
The plot is of the slightest—in- 
deed, I don’t think there ds any 
plot. The second act is nearly all 
gratuitous extravagance (very 
cy extravagance, I allow), 
and the last act is full of nothing, 
as far as action or story go. When 
we come to dialogue, however, we 
have a very different tale to tell. 
Tue Cover.—Someruinc Ranxuwc, Seldom, even in these days of 
smart writing, has so continuous a 
stream of wit and humour dropped from the lips of dramatis persona 
with such appearance of being exactly the natural thing to say, and such 
absence of perceptible “leading up to.” The characterisation, particu- 
larly in two instances, is good too. But I doubt if even these excel- 
lences would have saved the piece had it not been for the cleverness of 
the acting—Mr. Clayton's violent sea-dog, Mrs. Wood’s sedately 
dignified schoolmis'ress, Mr. Cecil’sairily selfish ‘* man of family,” and, 
above all, Miss Norreys’ delightfully fresh and kittenish pupil-teacher. 





Tue HARMARKE?,—It is a pleasure to come across so neatly-handled 
and dramatic a play as Yim the Penman, and it is to be hoped that the 
hitherto somewhat unfortunate management of this house are about to 
reap the reward of perseverance. It is just an open question whether 
the play will suit the public taste, and it is simply as a matter of taste, 
in my opinion, that it will sink or swim. It has one fault, as I see it— 
the ‘‘love interest,” as I may call it, is rather too middle-aged. But 
the dramatic instinct displayed in its construction, and the steady and 
rogressive method with which the story is developed, is admirable and 
nteresting in itself. It is well, but not extraordinarily well, played, 
except by Mr, Brookfield in a capital rendering of a very (on the stage) 
new and original kind of detective. Lady Monckton merits a large 
measure of a for an intelligent nen of a trying part, and 
Mr. Beerbohm-Tree’s Baron Hardfelt was clever, if bordering some- 
what on the grotesque. Mr. Barrymore was as stropgly-mannered as 
usual, Mr. Dacre satisfactorily grappled with the leading ré/, Mr. 
Rodney and Miss Leyton played a couple of ‘‘young things” with spirit, 
and Miss H. Lindley gave distinction to a small part. 





Tue Gaigry (Morning ).—Miss Kate Vaughan and Mr, Lionel 
Brough have been giving us a treat. 
Following somewhat in the foot- 
steps of the late Miss Litton, they 
have been showing us what right 
good stuff there is in the old 
comedies, when adequately per- 
formed, She Stoops to Conquer, 
The Busybody, The Rivals, anda 
repetition of She Stoops have been 
given on four successive Wed- 
nesdays. Miss Vaughan’s per- 
formances, though lacking in depth 
and force, may-be, have an in- 
definable and charmingly piquant 
delicacy about them, and Mr. 
Brough is never seen to better or 
more humorous advantage than 
amid such surroundings. The 
general casts, moreover, have been 
so carefully selected that the phrase 
** where all are so excellent it were 
invidious to select anyone for 
special praise,” is the only possible 
Tue Court.—"' Weicome, Witp one. I must make one exception, 
Norrevs-rar!” however — Mr, Fuller Mellish 
} achieved something like a four de 
force in making the trying character of Faulkland in 7ke Xiva/s thoroughly 
interesting by the truth and earnestness with which he set about his task 
it shows a spirit in the young actor which cannot betoo highly commended. 











Nops AND WINKS.—ack Sheppard achieved its hundredth perform- 
ance the other night, and the occasion was celebrated by the opening 
of the tastefullest boudoir affair in the stalls corridor, by the preparation 
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Tue Gatety.—" AND Gives TO AIREY, NOTHING.” —Shakesfeare repunctuated. 


of champagne and chicken, by the presentation of photographs, by 
Miss Farren’s wearing (on loan) the biggest cut diamond on record, 
and by the introduction of new songs by Mr. Cunningham Bridgeman 
and Mr. H. C. Newton. The author's words have been eliminated 
wholesale, and the piece seems proportionally funny, and looks 
like carrying out Miss Farren’s threat to keep on running.— 
What they call ‘ta strange man” was intrcduced at the Aquarium 
one night awhile ago, at a private press séamce, and showed an 
amount of press-séamce and mesmeric power over people generally, 
that I felt happy to think I had left all my valuables at home, 
and, having always led an absolutely faultless existence, had no secrets, 
for he would have inevitably had both out of me in a twinkling of a 
bed-post, had he been so minded. Something similar was done at the 
Strand one morning, to view which we were invited with mystery. 
The operator on this occasion played it rather low down with some of 
his subjects—those he’d brought with him—causing them to indulge in 
a good deal of buffoonery. The noticeable feature in these shows is 
that the operator never affects anyone you know /—The new opera- 
bouffe at the Comedy is written (from the French) by Mr. Alfred 
Murray. Mr, Clement Scott is doing the lyrics—because Mr. Murray 
can’t do them himself, of course.—On the 27th inst., Miss Violet 
Cameron will take a benefit. Offenbach’s Za Cr2ol/e will be played, 
with Messrs. Arthur Roberts and Lionel Brough in the cast, as well as 

















Chappie.—‘' HULLO, Tortigz, WHERE ARE YOU OFF TO IN THE TALL HAT?” 
Totte.—"'To A MATINEE, OF COURSE, THIS 1S THE REGULAR MATINEE HAT— 
BOTHERS THE PEOPLE WHO SIT BEHIND ONE ABOVE A BIT.” 


Miss Cameron herself.—What with Tuesday lectures, and alternate 
operatic concerts and ballad concerts on Thursdays, the Victoria Coffee 

avern keeps along merrily.—Mr. EB, C. Stafford takes a benefit at the 
Gaiety on the 20th, with a new piece, called Veracity, by Mr. W. Parke. 


NESTOR, 
SS 


A **Pon” which is suitable to any lady.—Homes-fun. 
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A Meat Complaint, 
Mr. Biggar asked the House the other evening wh i 
a py ee beef, &c., in the Commons’ ys rage Rit ovine Agta 
this session than last. .» He concluded by announcing that he 
would move for a select committee to inquire into the whole system.) 
Ou, sad is the life of a modern M. P. 
Who is anxious to feed at the lowest expense ; 
By the blithe, burly Biggar’s complaint we may see 
That such senators’ suff ings are really intense. 
‘‘ Why this rise in the price of a — of meat?” 
Asked Biggar—and, lo, ’tis a delicate point ; 
But the Commons with laughter, it seems, chose to greet 
Bold Biggar’s remarks re a cut off the joint, ~ 


‘¢ Another injustice to Ireland,” ’tis plain, 
Is involved in these charges for animal food ; 
But Biggar the bold (may his courage ne’er wane !) 
Such dreadful extortion soon up and pooh-poohed. | 








The matter he vowed should be quickly referred 
To a special committee he’d make them appoint, 
Of such wickedness seldom or never he’d heard 
Than this rise in the price of a “* cut off the joint,” 


Sensibility’s tear will assuredly flow 

When the beef-bating Biggar’s remarks get abroad, 
And the nation will raise him a statue or so, 

For calling the Commons’ grand cook-shop a fraud. 
Why waste legislation on things of no weight, 

Such as schemes of Home Rule?—(let such matters 

‘6 aroint ’—) 

When here is a wonderful Light of the State 

Upset by the price of a *‘ cut off the joint !” 





Hear, Hear! 


(“Why not,” says a daily paper, ‘‘start a British Nationalist Party, 


to cope with the Irish Nationalists?”’] 
Lo, if this party’s aim— 
And merry little game— 
Be to assist the Union to exist ; 
Then, look you, Mr. FuN 
Will cheerfully make one, 
And add his name unto the National-(L)ist, 








Our Queen has lost a stone of adipose matter, but has 
giined a ton of popularity lately, by mixing more actively 
with her subjects. 
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SOMETHING LIKE GETTING ON 


Vicar’s Daughter,—“* Wa__, TOMMY, HOW ARE YOU ALL GETTING ON?” 


Tommy.—‘* NICELY, THANK YOU, Miss! 


O1 Got A GOMBOIL, MOTHER 


SHE'VE GOT THE RHRUMATICS, AND FATHER ’& VE GOT A MONTH IN 
JaiL!” 














A GRIM GHOST. 


nellite party ask, says, ‘‘ Our Statesmen are exquisite talkers . . . 
menaces, afraid of sounds, trembling before the shadow of a shillelagh.”’) 


roo, 


And 
thrue !”’ 


trust, 


tations. 
read, 


dread, 
In a 


be 








afraid 


[The Telegraph, referring to the talk as to Mr. Gladstone conceding all the Par- 
shrinking from 


**OcH, hone, bur- 


wirras- 


And all Irish ex- 
clamations 
That convey mis- 


Likewise disgust, 
And doleful lamen- 


For haven't we 
With despair and 


certain 
mighty daily, 

How Mister G, 

Seems in terror to 


At the shadow of a 
shillelagh ? 


Can our Grand 


Old Man 
Have conceived 
a plan 
That borders on 
Separation, 
Through _ being 





Of the ghostly shade 
Of the Stick of the Irish nation? 
No it cannot be 
That Mister G,, 
Who once made our hearts dance gaily, 
Has turned so queer, 
And all through fear 
Of the shadow of a shillelagh ! 


Oh, if this be true, 
What can Liberals do 
But vote ’gainst the chief they've followed ? 
For by few in our land 
(Which united must stand) 
Will such a proposal be swallowed. 
Will he seem thus weak, 
Through the Parnellite clique ? 
(Queer fish who are rather “ scaly ”)— 
Will the Grand Old Chief 
Bring himself to grief 
Through the shadow of a shillelogh 





Cave Caine-’em. 


Mr. SEXTON, attacking Mr. Caine for daring to differ from Mr, 
Gladstone on the Irish Question, recently said :—‘*‘ If I were a sentry 
on the border of the camp, I would run Mr. Caine through the body 
with my bayonet.” This is a case of ‘‘ Arma, virumque Caine-o” with 
a vengeance. Such rabid remarks would seem to savour of Caine-ine 
madness, 


AN old maid suggests a panacea for all our present evils. It consist 
in the discharge of our army and navy, and a heavy tax on all children 
who squint, have bandy legs, or are subject to croup and fits, 
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ARTISTS AND THEIR VOCABULARY. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To tHe EpiTor or *‘ Fon,” 


Sir,—You want to know why I didn’t send a tip for the Cily and 
Suburban?Alim! Youre a nice Editor, I mus? say. Edi‘ors should 











know everything ; it’s part of their business, and if you don’t know 
yours, you needn't expect me to teach you, you know. The fact is, I 


ing and maiming, and tearing of human beings in it—I should think 











was busy, and hadn't time to write, and had such a good thing for it, | 
that I preferred speculating privately, to letting all the world share my | 
knowledge, and I was reading a book I wanted to finish, That book | 
was “‘SalammbO."" Somebody sent it to me. By the way, have you | 
read it? I’ve no doubt your classic education has been neglected, so | 
that you couldn't appreciate it to the extent I do; but it makes Carthage | 
as real as Regent Street. There is a good deal of mangling and crush- | 





the merry tipster of those times must have regretted it when he gave the 
wrong horse—but the power displayed in the telling is something mar- 
vellous—there is something so appalling in the reality with which the 
ghastly horrors of the Moloch sacrifices, for instance, are described, that 
the old man has dreaded his nocturnal couch ever since. As the lady 
in Engaged remarks, ‘‘It is indeed a lurid tale.” There are other 
qualities for admiration, however: the character drawing is done with a 
sure touch; Hamilcar, Matho, Spendius, Narr Hovar, are all strong 
and striking individualities ; and Salammbé herself, the lovely Phoenician 
who fondles the cheery Python, and beards the swarthy savage in his 
tent, is a creation full of imagination and poetry. There! how do you 
like that? Don’t you think you’d better take me off the horses, and 
put me on the books? Anyway you get that ‘‘Salammbé,” and read 
it. (Don’t ask me to lend you my copy, because I’m not going to do 


| it.) There’s nothing worth tipping about this week; that’s why I tell 
| you all about this novel. Next week you'll find me in the old form. 


Yours, &e., TROPHONIUS, 








(Scot)land-ed, 


{The Ipswich Tories have gone all the way to Scotland for new candidates. ] 


’GAINST Liberal candidates the Ipswich Tories 
Show such a candid-hate that now they go 
To Scotland for upholders of their glories, 
And choose Lord Elcho, Dalrymple and Co, 
But if these Tories win a Scotch M.P., 
They wi!! not therefore be from blame Scot-free ! 





Pas si Bait! 


A BIL has been introduced in the Newfoundland Legislature pro- 
hibiting the exporting of bait. It is to be hoped that the international 
concord will suffer no a-bait-ment thereby. 





A Con. FoR Goop TeMPLARS.—When may people be said to wallow 
in beer ?— When they lay in a barrel. 
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The Bxclusive One, 


Tuey say I hold myself in an 
Exalted estimation 
That’s not endorsed by maid or man 
In Britain’s population. 
They say on harmless little jokes 
I put a false construction, 
They say I never speak to folks 
Without an introduction. 
They say that sneers around I fling, 
** A regular ’aughty, stuck-up thing !” 


But do they think I'll change because 
They choose to be abusive? 
No! Froma child I always was 





Decidedly exclusive. 
I **cut” my teeth, you’ll understand, 
My forehead ‘‘ low,” I’d dub, 
My looks were studied insults, and 
My nose a dreadful snub. 
And I gnawed my indiarubber ring, 
‘* A regular ’aughty, stuck-up thing |” 


At school exclusiveness, again, 
Marred education’s blessons, 
I shunned acquaintance with the cane, 
And wouldn’t know my lessons ; 
I cut my desk, and when I met 
With punishment and storms, 
I was a slave to etiquette, 
And mostly stood on forms, 
And there you’d see me posturing, 
‘© A regular ’aughty, stuck-up thing !’ 


I never stint the haughty air 
My ancestors bequeath me, 
And even when I take a chair 
I show it’s quite beneath me. 
I am a ** stuck-up thing,” no doubt, 
And all young men shall see 
I'll send them to the right-about, 
They shan’t *‘ stick up” to me. 
Nor to their dumpy level bring 
This ‘* regular ’aughty, stuck-up thing !” 
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VERBECK ECLIPSED,—My old friend Jones saw an eminent 
prestidigitateur change a rabbit into a pigeon the other night, 
ace he immediately went home and turned his horse into a 

eld, 





A LIFER. 


Flippant Young Sub.—‘*' MARRIED, Major?” 
Major.—‘*MaRRigD! I SHOULD THINK sO,” 
F. Y, S.—‘‘ AND HOW MANY YEARS HAVE YOU CONE?” 








The Wit and ,Wisdom of Octavius Ebenezer Potts 
Hsquire, 
HIZ FILOSOFY,—PLANE WORDS, 
Az yew go intew the feelds and leeve man and his assosiashuns, yew 


distress, 

The truly conscientious, the truly filosofikal, and the true cyniks are 
alone happy. 

The humerist withowt meens iz a prinse amung humerists, 

Go abroad, see and reflekt. Whitchever wai yew turn yew will find 
fresh objekts tew work for, and fresh insentives to endevur. 

My holiday is the day I am wurking, and my wurking days air the 
days when I am spending. 

The better the match the shorter the odds, 

The more prolonged the battel the sweeter the trewse. 

Giv me an orenge with a thin rind, an egg with a thin shell, anda 
man or woman with a thin skull. 

My idea ov asking favurs iz that yew will always be able to find a man 
tew give yew ten shillings if yew give him a soverrein in return. 

If yew ask a favur yew kondemn yewr friendship tew walk the slack 
wire, and risk his nek. 
_ When yew kum tew reflekt what the wurld wood be withowt woman, 
it 18 surprizing that Adam did not make away with himself before Eve 
waz sent him, 

Az a skeleton kan be built up from an ankle bone, so kan the karakter 
of a man be estimated from a single look. 

Thare air few things more harmonious in nature than a sukksessful 
man. He whoo rizes above his peers by the lijitimate exercise of his 


abilitie, and justifies the circumstance ov his survival. 





will find it hard to beleeve that there iz such a thing az poverty and | 





human fakulties elevates hiz fellows at the same time. He proves hiz | 


Why shood we seek welth? As we make welth we must obtain ser- 
vants, and servants are the bane of modern existance. 

If I kan judge from what I see rownd me, it iz the generel impression 
that the week shood be komposed ov one day’s labour and six cays’ rest. 

Everybody haz an ekwal rite tew express hiz opinion, but not an 
ekwal rite tew be listened to. 

Thare iz abowt az mutch wizdom in jumping intew a river if yew air 
unable tew swim az in embarking on an enterprize yew air unable tew 


karry owt, 





Not too Brace-ing, 
(A FABLE.) 


‘¢ THE marriage market's very dull,” quoth Hymen, in a rage, 

‘* And very few young couples can I nowadays engage ; 

But, lo! to make the business worse in life’s too hurried race, 
There comes the mad inventor of the famed Tohpaca Brace ! 

So bachelors who hitherto sams buttons had to roam, 

And were forced to choose a likely wife and start a little home, 
Now find they need no buttons, and se single they'll remain, 
Which proceeding threatens to upset my solitary reign.” ’ 
‘‘Go to!” cried Fon, ‘‘ these bachelors, who ere they tried this brace, 
Were wont to sew their buttons on, with quite a rueful face, 
Now, being free from trouble, will more freely wed, you bet.” 

“ Right you are!” said Mr, Hymen; and again he spread his net. 





A THIRSTY Scot deducts that the Scotch drinking-Sabbath lasts 
from 11 p.m. on Saturday, till 8 a.m, on Monday; and he opines that 
at 9 by the clock any seasoned Sandy ought to be in a fit state to drive 
a bargain, and expatiate on the peculiarity of some people having a 
preference for whisky over pure unadulterated water in the morning. 
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THE VESTRYMAN.—-THE HOUSEHOLDER’S CRIME. 


[/n the matter of the Marylebons Vestry Dust Scandal 
person removing the dust ,rom his own house, because the d: 


the magistrate said that it should be publicly known that the Vestry had the tower to prosecute any 
ust was the broperty of the Vestry) 


, 


, v 


er {4 ep = ’ = 2 — ’ ; : . 
n, praying that his dust might be removed. In the course of seven years it had filled up the 


That Householder had often sobbed at the feet of the Haughty — ‘ | : 
backyard and nine neighbouring ones. “It's my dust,” the Vestryman had very logically said ; ‘‘ and if / don’t want it removed, why should you?” 
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And it ha; pened, in an evil hour, that the Householder recognised a bone button, which he had missed, on that dust-alp. Blind to consequences, he went out to 


obtain it. It was the Outraged Vestryman’s opportunity : in an instant the Incautious Householder was writhing in his grip. 
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“I am extremely sorry,” said the Judge ; ‘‘ but I have no alternative. The security and sacredness of property must be maintained.” 
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FLOWERS OF SPEECH; OR, THE IRISH MAGNA “CHATTER” PLANT.—“ ALL 
A-BLOWING AND A-GROWING.” 

















“THE FLOWERS THAT BLOOM IN THE SPRING, TRA LA.” 
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A GREAT ADVANTAGE. 


We happened to have dropped in at an eating-house for a snack when 
we first saw the party who was for so long a time a mystery and a start- 
ling problem to us. 

He was in a darkish corner, so that we could not distinctly see what 
was in his plate; but our attention was attracted to it by its obvious 
hardness, as demonstrated by the rattle it made in the plate whenever 
he touched it. It was evidently as hard as the plate, and the sound of 
his teeth scrunching through it was exactly similar to the sound made by 
the rock-crushing machine at a metal-mine. 

Our curiosity could stand it no longer; we called the waiter and in- 
quired, ** What is that gentleman lunching off?” 

** Portion o’ salmy o’ flints, with tenpenny nails o’ natural, an’ steel- 
filin’ sauce, sir,” replied the waiter. 

We fancied there must be some mistake; but it did not seem good 
form to appear surprised ; so we just nodded in a satisfied way, and 
pretended to forget it. But we didn’t forget it; we were not satisfied ; 
the matter seemed to us so strange and unusual that we were drawn to 
it; and when at length our curiosity had got the better of our natural 
and dignified reserve, we burst out again at the waiter with, “* Wha/ 
did you say that gentleman was lunching off?” 

‘* Salmy o’ flints, with teppenny nails o’ natural, and steel-filin’ sauce, 
sir; with a brass-button and granite-chip omelette to follow, sir,” re- 
plied the waiter. 

We sat silently and meditatively for half-an-hour ; then we felt we 


lunch must be a little indigestible, isn’t it?” 
** For the likes o’ you and me, sir—beggin’ your pardon, sir, and no 


for to calc'late about shat gent, sir, like you'd go for to calc’late about 
other folks as is ord’nary folks, sir ; becos he’s a gent as has a ADVAN- 
TAGE, sir, and consequently don’t foller the ord’nary rule, When he first 
came to this ‘ouse, sir, and ask for the bill o’ fare, and run his heye 
down it, he shook 'is ’ed, and ses he, ‘ These ’ere things is all too soit 
an’ tender for me,’ he ses; ‘I’ve been used to somethink with a bite in 
it.’ * Well, sir,’ says I, ‘why don’t you try our roast lamb an’ green 
peas, or our ducklin’ an’ 'sparagus; I never yet ‘eared any of our cus- 
tomers say as either o’ them was too tender—quite the contrairy ; and 
as to there bein’ a bite in ’em, w’y,’ I ses, ‘ there’s lots of our customers 
as has tried to make one, but couldn't make no impression.’ So I 
fetches the gent that portion o’ ducklin’ as such a lot of other customers 
had tried at; and if you'll believe it, sir, he mastercates it up and 
swallers it in about a minute; and then he ses, ‘ Waiter,’ he ses, ‘ this 
ere soft stuff is on’y fit for babies and invleeds ; ain’t you got no stewed 
brickbats?’ Well, sir, we ‘adn’t up to that time made a practice of 
keepin’ that description of food, becos, you see, there wasn’t no demand 
for it; but, bein’ unwillin’ to lose a customer, I goes to the cook ; and 
the cook sends out to a new house that was bein’ built close by, and in 
ten minutes I served up them stewed brickbats to the gent. Well, sir, 
he e’t ’em up in a twinklin’, and then he calls for a mayonnaise o’ bell- 
knobs and some conserve of glass mosaic to follow ; and we gets ’em, 
And that gent he went away satisfied, and he come agen; and he was 





so pleased with the way the cook sent up some chips o’ Portland stone 
—devilled to a turn they was—that he’s bin a regular customer ever 
since, One day I ventured to remark to him, ‘ Beg pardon, sir, but 
don’t you ever find them viands set a bit ’eavy on your chest?’ And 
he ses, ses he, ‘Not a hap'’orth, Thomas; but you see, Thomas, I’ve 
got a advantage, / have—it’s my bringin’ up, that’s where it is. I’m 


did, Thomas ; and the only thing as I find at all difficult of digestion is 
diamonds, but I can't afford to eat them, so it don’t much matter, 
Thomas.’” 

We really felt an extreme interest in the stranger, his tastes seemed 
to differ so materially from those of the ordinary diner in the matter of 
food, We took the opportunity of putting out our foot suddenly and 





must speak once more, so we said to the waiter, ‘‘ That gentleman's | 


offence—I should say as it would be most indigestible ; but it don’t do | 


inured to it, you see—that’s where it lies. I began from my cradle, / | 


| the shorter into drummers.’” Please to fancy several eminent ©.C.’s 





tripping him up as he passed our table on his way out, and thus, by 
means of an apology, striking up an acquaintance. 

Still, we hesitated to approach the subject in which all our interest 
was centred—the subject of his selection in diet—too abruptly ; so we 
talked of the weather for some minutes before remarking, ‘‘ Your teeth 
and gastric juices must be of remarkable str » sir,” 

66 They are, sir,” he replied modestly. ‘*I do not wish to boast, but 
I will admit without hesitation that my digestion is extremely good.” 
And, as he said, he was—evidently in pure absence of mind—masti- 
cating a portion of a glass salt-cellar. ‘I assure you, sir,” he con- 
tinued, *‘that I often find the excellence of my digestion a positive 
drawback. For instance, I often abstractedly consume articles of hard- 
ware the loss of which I greatly regret; only this morning, while in a 
deep study, I ate a most valuable watch left me by my grandfather—an 
heirloom, Why should I conceal the fact? My digestive powers, sir, 
are due to early practice. I was born, sir, in Totnes Workhouse. On 
the day of my birth they gave me a meal of steak and onions, I’m 
inured to it, sir! Good day.” 

Our eye at that moment fell on a passage in the daily paper at our 
side; the passage ran thus:—‘*' At Zotmes Workhouse lately the medical 
officer strongly condemned the system there of giving infants solid food. 
The matron said that, unless the orders of the Local Government Board 
were to the contrary, she was compelled, evn if a child were born to- 
morrow, to allow it three ounces of bread a day. The medical cfficer 
sta‘ed that solid food given to infants became * bul/ets,’” 
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HOTCH POTCH. 
A MEMBER of the Birmingham Town Council thinks that it is exceed- 
ingly difficult to define foggy weather. He feels unable himself to 
measure a fog longitudinally, latitudinally, and circumferentially. Yet 


he is one of those clear-headed civic authorities who has never acci- 
dentally spooned turtle into his ear instead of his mouth, 








THE Viennese are struck with astonishment at a mild pedestrian feat 
performed by a young Italian attache. ‘‘ This marvellous athlete,” they 
say, “factually walked six whole miles in eighty-three minutes for a 
trifling wager.” No Viennnese would ever think of hurrying himself 
even to escape a writ-server, a mad bull, a jealous wife, or a funny man. 


A CALIFORNIAN millionaire, who went mash on a girl, promised her 
marriage, and then repented plighting his troth, has been mulcted in 
£15,000 for not knowing his mind. He now ambles about moaning 
that he only kissed her fifteen times during his courtship, and that each 
time he imprinted a chaste salute on her lips, she either boxed his ears, 
pulled his nose, or scratched his face. Man is a discontented mortal. 


“* PLEASE, sir, it warn’t me as done it,” is the invariable wail of the 
milk-vendor charged with adulterating milk. The milk of human kind- 
ness in dairymen must be thoroughly sour ; they surely have just cause to 
hate their species, though they are perpetually being ‘‘ pulled ” for, and 
convicted of milk adulteration, It is always some mysterious strangers 
who chalk and “‘ simpsonize ” the lacteal fluid, 


A GERMAN attributes a great deal of the present distress throughout 
Europe to the existence of lawyers. He feels sure that the world would 
benefit were their profession knocked on the head, but at the same time 
he would not have them assassinated, ‘‘ It would be a pity to hang 
them,” he says; ‘‘ it would be better to adopt the idea of Frederick the 
Great of Prussia, who, when his famous code of laws rendered these 
limbs of the law unnecessary, remarked : ‘We must do something for 
the poor wretches, We will turn the taller fellows into grenadiers, and 


as drummers in our militia, 
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Tuis representeth, if you please, | At one end pulls a party prone 


A tug of war between M.P.s ; To let the Irish rule alone ; 
A tug of war of import great, This group(as Home Rule schemes 
Unto this little British State. now show), 





THE POLITICAL TUG OF WAR, 





Would bow before Parnell and Co, 


The other end is somewhat mixed, | Before these lines in print appear, 
Bat all its energies are fixed; | The climax will be drawing near ; 
’Tis pulling with one strong desire | And those will win this tug intense, 
To keep the Union entire, Who show the soundest common 

| sense | 











KNICKNACKS, 
THE ‘‘crimping system ”’ is being judiciously shown up by the Amal- 
gamated British Seamen’s Protection Society. Though some of our own 
mariners may be loose fish, it is bald-faced mad- 
ness on the part of certain crotchet-clegged 
shipowners to assist in scoring native seamen out 
of existence. We submit that the practice of 
‘* crimping,” whether applied to either flesh or 
fish, is abominable. And let us further state 
that, in our opinion, English native oysters and 
English native sailors will never be surpassed, 
Any English captain who contemplates shipping 
a crew of Portuguese Jews had better, before 
doing so, communicate with William Patterson Lind, Esq., Hon. Gen, 
Secretary, Amalgamated British Seamen’s Society, Trafalgar Hotel, 
Leman Street, E, 











THE rag-tag and bob-tail of Paris are showing their ‘‘ patriotism” by 
hooting the Chinese Ambassador whenever they get the chance. They 
make delicate allusions to the Celestials’ propensity for eating bow- 
wows, and they hint that his Excellency cheaply buys up the remains 
of canine animals M, Pasteur has experimented on. They also salute 
the almond-eyed diplomatist with electioneering eggs at forty fer franc. 
Beyond placing his thumb to the end of his nose, and extending his 
fingers, his Excellency seldom deigns to take notice of his persecutors. 


THE Rev, Dr, Dallinger, F.R.S., fancies he has found the smallest 
thing in the world. It is a dismid, and the doctor picked him out of a 
drop of Lancashire water, About a million of such little gentlemen go 
to the inch. A troublesome youth believes he has found a still smaller 
thing. It is a six of brandy procured at the du//et of a London theatre. 





He has placed it in the tiniest vial procurable, and exhibits it on his 
bedroom mantelshelf to dipsomaniacs, He is a bad boy,'and loves 
torturing his nervous fellow-creatures. 





_ Very few men take a positive enjoyment in playing the part of a | 
juryman at an inquest. Most loathe it. The simple old-fashioned way 
of evading this unpleasant duty was—bribing the coroner’s officer, The 
modern method is—discovering a ‘‘ conscientious ” and atheistic objec- 
tion to taking the oath. This trick is usually most successful, After 
listening to an explosion of scornful indignation from the coroner, and 
undergoing terror from the ferocious scowls of his Bumbles, the “‘ con- 
scientious ’ objector is ruled out of court, and retires contentedly after 
bestowing a bland smile all round. 








A Paris boatbuilder has refused to sell a boat to a German rowing- 
club, om the plea that the order is a mere subterfuge on the part of some 
wily Teutons to obtain straight tips in the art of boatbuilding. The 
Paris boatbuilder is not troubled with mauvaise honte. About the same 
era that Germans are able to eat peas without putting them into their 
mouths with knives, and Englishmen find out how to make coffee, — 
Frenchmen will learn how to build good racing-boats. 


3ECAUSE the Emperor of China’s pa has been amusing himself in his | 
back garden with a toy locomotive, sanguine engineers believe that the | 
Emperor contemplates allowing the introduction of railways into his | 
empire, The office of director on a Chinese railway would be a ticklish | 








post to occupy. The dawn of the morn after an accident would not 
bring forth a pleasant time to the occupant of such a situation. A taste 
of the bamboo, followed by decapitation, would be the mildest punish- 
ment any responsible director could expect after a railway calamity. 
The probability is, he would be slowly sawn in two, or quietly parboiled 
in lead. 

Mrs. HELen BLAKE recently left legacies of £2,000 to the O'Connor 
Don and Mr. Dillwyn, although she had not been personally acquainted 
with either of the gentlemen, Still she had observed their manly forms 
in the Senate; she had heard them declaim; she had watched them 
nibble their toothpicks, rub their heads, and wipe their Apollo-like 
brows. She has stimulated things in the House. The burning glances 
that certain politicians now throw up towards the Ladies’ Gallery fairly 
scorch and frizzle up the tender daughters of Eve, who sit behind the 
‘‘orill.” If anyone zs to reward M.P.s pecuniarily for attending the 
House to air their crazes, and pump out their platitudes, surely it should 
be their fair admirers, and not the nation at large. The proposal that 
each member shall be paid an annual stipend of 4300—the money to 
come out of the Local Rates—is absurd. Let it, in preference, bea rule 
of the House, that any orator who wishes to do so, may send his hat 
round the Ladies’ Gallery at the close of each of his speeches, 














Ir I employ a horse-slayer to murder my broken-legged horse, and do 
not pay him at the time, why is he (the H, S,) like a certain kind of 
love poem ?—Because he is a knacker on tick, of course ! 





COMMERCIAL,—The best trade to which to apprentice a young 
worm,—Turner. 
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“THE HAT TRICK,” 
SceNg IN THE House or COMMONS, APRIL 8TH, SIX A.M. 
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THE DEMON DORG.—No. 3. 


The Demon Dore.—** HOORAY } 


Wr’kKE A-GITTIN’ HON CAPITAL, SIR IIEDMIND, YOU WON'T BE LONG BRFORE YOU COME: A 


croprer,. TIA! HA! ReVENGR IS SWERT, PLEAS REMEMBRR IT WAS THROUGH YOU MY BIG BROTHER CRIB WAS EX&CUTED3 LOT 
iit. LLL NOT EB TOO ’AKD ON YER WHEN YOU'RE ON THRE GROUND, "COS YOU WAS THE CAUSE OF MY SNARLIN’ MOTHER-IN-LAW 
VIXEN A PASSIN’ INTO THE LeTHAL CHAMEER, YOU DONE ME A GOOD TURN THAT TIME, YOU OLD H&bDGEHOG, you!” 


| Bas p . i Lis j tedly, 











A BEASON SERMON, 

Now, I wonder what the use of relatives is. Most sensible people 
hate 'em. Ido, The best definition of ’em I know is—people who 
want favours from you without any idea of returning ‘em. I was having 
my breakfast last week—my **slip’’ and bit of steak—when there was 
1 thundering knock at the door. How I hate people who give loud 
knocks at the door! I hate all your beastly assertiveness, Who was 
it? Why, my sister and her nieces. Who wants sisters, I should like 
to know? I don't, They're always wanting you to get their ofispring 
into blue-coat schools and civil service clerkships. Why should you be 
bliged to like a sister, I should like to know. Upon my life, I don’t 
ee the point at all. When we were children at home, she always drove 
me crazy by playing scales and Czerny’s exercises. I always bad to go 
out with her to juvenile parties, when her things were always coming 
undone, and she used to peg away so at the cakes and things as to make 
me ashamed of myself. Then when she grew up. Bab! she was for 
everlasting flirting about witha lot of cadsthat I hated. Then she mar- 
ried that Trunnier, a commander inthe navy. Well, my sister comes in, 

‘Oh, John, dear, how well you are looking, I've brought the dear 
girls with me to see the sights now the season’s on,” The ‘‘season,” 
indeed ! Nothing makes me so mad as to hear people cackling about the 
season, to whom it don’t matter a rap whether it's the season or not. 
I ain’t a West-End tradesman, I ain't a swell, so what on earth can the 
season have to do with me. I tell this to my sister who has sat down 
on the sofa; ‘*Well, John,” she says, ‘‘if I am not anything wonderful, 
I have, at least, to be thankful that I ama gentlewoman.” Gentle- 
woman, indeed, you could be a charwoman for what I care. The girls 
are seated on chairs grinning at each other like Cheshire cats. I know 
they're thinking to themselves ‘‘he’s obliged to take us out, the mean 
old thing ; won't we enjoy ourselves, though.” A capital idea strikes 
me: I will take them out, and they shall have such an outing of sight- 
ecing and feeding that they'll be glad enough to get back again to 


thse That's a capital notion, I say, ‘‘You don’t often come up 





to London, Maria, with the dear children (I hate ’em, and always did 
ever since I gave ‘em silver mugs and things at the christenings), so I 
shall take you to see the sights.” The girls clap their hands and say, 
** Dear uncle, how lovely !’’ We go to see the pictures in Bond Street 
first. Maria says the Van Beer's things are ‘‘ too bad.”’ What an owl the 
woman is! We go and see other pictures and flatten our noses against 
the glass shop fronts. Girls always like pastry, so I took ’em to the 
confectioner's, ‘‘ We won't havea heavy lunch,” I say, *‘ because we’il 
dine at the Holborn in the evening, and then go and see /aust,” 


The girls squeak out, ‘* Lovely, uncle dear!” again. I hate ’em. 
We go into Thomson’s tart shop. I get chocolate and cream cubes for 
‘em. I say it’s cold, and a little tasso of warm liqueur would do them 
good, Ha! ha! I give ‘em green Chartreuse. They take it like 
lambs with the chocolate. I hope the dinner on the top of it will make 
them feel pretty awful. In the afternoon we go to South Kensington. 
This time chocolate and tarts. The girls wag their heads over the 
pictures, but they know nothing about ’em. I hate this half-and-half 
art education of the present day; as if all the world wanted to be 
showing-masters, or picture-chalking on the pavements. We get back 
to Holborn. Soglad. Of course they want champagne. When did 
you ever know girls that didn’t? Of course they will eat salmon; you 
can't expect ‘em to know better than that. Such a mixing up you never 
saw in your life. Maria says to the girls, ** Your uncle’s hospitality is 
truly noble.’’ They go and see Faust, After the Walpurgis scere 
Maria says, ‘‘ John, we shall have to take poor darling Emma away, the 
frightful tragedy is too much for her.” My niece, darling Emma, is a 
lovely yellow green, They think it’s all Irving and Ellen Terry. Bab! 
I know better. It's tarts, and chocolate, and salmon, and Roederer. 

They go off to their hotel in Craven Street. Thank gocdness, that 
girl at least won’t want to do any ‘‘ seasoning’ for a long time to come. 
She'll be so ill she won’t be able to move from her bed to-day. Dear 
me, I’m quite enjoying my breakfast. How crisp the kidney is. 

DIoGENES TOB! 
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THE DEMON DORG.—No, 4, 

Lhe Demon Dorg.—*' MAY I NEVER EAT A BIT OF CAT'S-MRAT AGIN IF THE OWDASHUS RUFFIAN HAIN’T HESCAPED, 
AGGRAWATES ME MORE THAN ANYTHINK, IT WORN’T SIR HEDMIND ’ENDERSON ARTER ALL, BUT ON’¥Y A NASTY FORRINER. I 
KNOW HE WOR A FURRINER, ’COS OF THIS ’ERE ’AT ’EE DROPPED, 
NEVER MIND, ’ERE GOES FOR A STARN CHASE ANYHOW, 


AND SMELLS OF LIMBURG CHEESE, 





BoT worr 


CURUS THING FUORRINERS ’ATS IS ALWUS DIRTY HINSIDR, 
I MAY KB&TCH ‘IM, AND IF I po——” 
[Barks disappointedly. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FRIDAY, April 2nd.—‘* Moving” spectacle in Lords. Sidmouth 
moves for returns of moneys advanced for harbours of refuge, Ilarrowby 
for papers 7¢ State-directed colonisation, and Redesdale to print memo- 
randum as to payment of interest out of capital ; after which noble lords 
move themselves homewards, 

Commons,—Children’s night. T. Blake righteously indignant at 
purchase by children of packets of chocolate and other iniquity con- 
taining coins; to save the ‘‘childer,” appeals to Childers. House no 
sooner recovered from awful imaginative picture of juvenile gamblers 
pawning their boots to purchase prize packets, than Conybeare again 
startles us with more horrors of modern Babylon. Children under 
thirteen are habitually sent to get ‘‘father’s” or ‘‘ mother’s” dinner or 
supper beer. FIouse, however, by this time hardened to iniquities of its 
rising generation, and refuses to interfere with working men and 
women who, unable to keep servants or cellars of beer, think fit to avail 
themselves of the little helps that it is the happiness of their children to 
render, 

Monday.—Lord Ribblesdale pleads for Zebehr Pasha, now a prisoner 
at Gibraltar, Gib, too bad for him. Lord Dundonald (one of the 
of Abu Klea) thinks Gibbet too good for the notorious slave- 
rader, 

_ Commons.—House resolves itself into vestry meeting, and discusses 
important parochial matters. 

Tuesday, —Lords dispose of Lunacy Amendment Bill, and then feel 
themselves in proper frame of mind to deal with Marriages Bill— 
upgallant creatures! Halsbury declares that afternoon wedding an in- 
‘ingement of the Canon Law, but surely marriage has more to do with 
infantry than artillery, 

_Commons.—Gladstonian panegyric on Forster—the brave man of 
peace—the pioneer of learning—the strong champion of the weak. The 


] . . 
— of the Opposition endorses the noble tribute to his noble 
ntagonist, 








- Battle still in the balance—question still unsolved whether Grand (1d 





\nd Britain weeps the spirit flown, 
Phat sought her greatness, not his ow 

Wednesday.—Arnold Morley moves new writ for Ipswich. Motion | 
carried in spite of contention of many hon. mems, that corrupt-prac- 
tising county town of Suffolk should be politically Suffolk-ated, 

Thursday—Lords,—Crush for seats—not in the pit, but the gallery, 
ofthe Commons. First night of the piece de résistance of the eminent 
author, W. E. G. 

Commons.—A scene? A tableau! Inside House a mighty crowd, | 
outside a mightier, a million times, waits with bated breath, while | 
Gladstone draws the veil and discloses the last effort of bis art, Even | 
Big Ben stops with excitement. At last Gladstone discloses his parlia 
mentary hand, and, with his trump card, Home Kule, opens a game 
for stakes larger than ever played before—even by him. Trevelyan 
stabs his Cwesar, but it is that Rome may stand that he would see 
Ceesar fall, But the Premier’s suit is followed by his partner, and 
Nationalist party makes a bold bid for the odd trick by playing—the 
uncrowned king. 

Friday.—Chamberlain on his defence. 





Dangerous, at bay, Jory. 





Soarer will mount like Gabriel, or fall like Lucifer, 











AMERICAN brides are carrying baskets, filled with tiny apples, to | 
church, on their wedding days, They consider the basket to be an im- 
provement on the conventional bouquet. After the wedding ceremony | 
the brides and bridesmaids distribute the apples among the male guests. 





A JOURNALISTIC NOVELTY. 
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rest the evening in the wildest gaict And und up with a good stiff glass of gingerette (which gave him 
hot coppers next morning). Wasn't in bed till ten that night: 











Of a summer of howl and of whine; 
And that’s what we mean when we say that a 
thing 
Is ticklish as flowers of speech in the spring. 


These flowers of speech in the spring, 
Tra la, 


He had, as he said afterwards, a jolly ¢ Spent the 
Sim ke. 
“The Flowers that Bloom in the Spring, Tra 
(SEE CARTOON), 
The flowers of speech in the spring, 
Tra la, 
Are sometimes undoubtedly fine ; 
As they flow from the lips in a string, 
Tra la, 
We think of the chance that they bring, 
Tra la, 


Ilave something to do with the case, 
Yet now and then carry a sting, 
Tra la, 
That’s possibly able to wring, 
Tra la, 


l'rom some folk a very wry face ; 


And that’s what they mean when they say, or 


they sing, 


‘Oh, bother these flowers of speech in the 


netinen § 


spring } 


Kut tlowers of speech in the spring, 
Tra la, 
Despite objuryations will bloom, 
And words will for certain take wing, 
Tra la, 


And flutter us, whether they bring, 
Tra la, 
A summer of sunshine or gloom ; 
And that’s what we mean when we Say, or we 
sing, 
*‘Look out for the flowers of speech in the 
spring |” 


Liszt! oh, Liszt! 
THE (Queen invited Liszt to her abode, 
In which a proper courtesy she showed, 
Hsut music-lovers say (and it is true) 
It was the Liszt Her Majesty could do! 


THE proper food for this time of year.— 
Lent-ils, 








‘THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD.""— Vide Press 


“ror JAMES’ 


FOR 


Gives a mirror-like 
surface to the grate, and 
for cleanliness and econ- 
omy excels all others." — 
Wide Lady's Pictorial. 


BLACK LEAD 








BR. JAMES & GONE, Sele Makers, PLYMOUTH. 











See that you get it! 
As bad makes are of ten sold 











Cadbury's 
ere Cocoa 


BUARANTEED PURE ANO SOLUBLE. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


HE Comepy.—The Opera Boutfte, 
Falka, wasn’t much of a success in 
London, though, for its pretty 
music, it might well have been, 
It wasn’t, however, and retired 
early (comparatively speaking), 
and I'd pretty well forgotten all 
about it. Mons. Auguste Van 
Biene, and Mr. Horace Lingard 
hadn't though, and it seems they 
have had a company “going 
round ”’ with it for some time, and 
quietly scoring performances till, 
having reached the 999th, they 
arranged to celebrate the next at 
this theatre on the morning of 
the Sth inst. 


Ir that performance was a 
specimen of how *‘ London suc- 
cesses” are presented to country 
audiences, they must have a 
pretty lively opinion of our taste! 
It was, indeed, a faded show—a 
pale reflection of the original. Everything—dresses, singing, acting — 
seemed to have been to the wash, and to have lost much colour in the 
process Miss Guilia Warwick's educated singing and good voice stood 
out with all the force of singularity, and she acted with spirit; but, 
though Mr, Kelleher is often funny in a small part, his hard monotony 
grows wearisome in a lengthened effort; and, though Mr. H. Sims 
K\eeves appeared to better advantage than he has done before, he was 
pretty weak, and the rest were painfully deficient. Mr. Sidney Har- 
court’s wooden acting and expressionless countenance became quite 
exasperating at last, and when Miss Mina Rowley vocally apostrophised 
‘‘her own, her beautiful, her worce,” she conveyed the impression of 
being rather easily satisfied! Miss Kowley acted with an intelligent 
brightness, however, which was rather pleasing. Mr. Walter Wright 
distinguished himself by a crude ‘‘make up,” and Miss Vere Carew 
played her original part. 








THE VAUDEVILLE,—We scarcely know our old friend Tom Jones as 
the hero of Mr. Buchanan's new play, Sophia. The (very necessary) 
process of whitewashing that gentleman has been carried out so 
thoroughly, that no hint even of the real relationship between him and 
Mr. Allworthy is breathed ; the latter gentleman’s final dismissal of his 
nephew without a penny, and installing of Tom in his place as his heir, 
thus seems a rather strong measure. This is a very small matter, 
though, considering what a capital play has been turned out. So 
pleasant and virile a piece has not been seen for some time ; it is as 
though we'd suddenly come across some long-forgotton comedy of the 
School for Scandal period, and the flavour is most grateful. 


Ti is a little hard on Blifil that he should be credited with Tom’s pecca- 
dilloes in addition to his own (it destroys the originality of the character 
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as Fielding conceived it, though it, perhaps, renders it more efiective for 
the stage); and I think three acts should have sufficed for the story. 
The whole thing was too long on the first performance, but that, no 
doubt, has been altered. Eavesdropping goes on rather extensively 
during the first act, and the construction gets a little bit scattered at the 
finish. Blifil’s final speech is a jarring absurdity. In spite of these 
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(and other) things, it is an exceptionally good piece, and looks like 
the success I heartily wish it to be 
and Mr, Thorne heartily deserves, 





It would not be easy to find an 
actor better suited to the character 
of Tom Jones than Mr, C. Glenny, 
and Miss Kate Rorke’s Sophia is 
gracious and charming to the finger- 
tips; was there ever a more prettily 
played scene than hers with Tom in 
the third act? Mr. Royce Carleton 
(a clever young actor who has done 
some useful work, but now gets his 
first ‘*chance”), appeared in the 
part of Blifil, which he played with 
a careful moderation and finish. Mr. 
Fred, Thorne’s voice wasa trifle too 
resonant, or his Squire Western was 
characteristic enough, though there 
isn’t very much of it left. Miss 
Western has been altered into one 
of Miss Larkin's stereotyped parts, 
and the lady does her best with it. 
Miss Helen Forsyth, as Molly Sea- —— Oil an I 
grim (very much modernised), plays samceté weer Ace 6am f00ts Wt 
prettily, and grapples bravely witha 7 TO HER IN!” 
dialect which, however, has a bit 
the best of her ; Miss Rose Leclercq is scarcely suited as Lady Bellaston, 
and Miss Lottie Venne was never better suited than with Honour, the 
waiting maid. Mr. Thorne, too, has a part in which his powers of 
homely pathos have scope, as well as his sense of humour. In other 
words, this is a thundering good play, capitally acted all round, 
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Nops AND WINKs,—Next Wednesday, the 25th, Mr. H. Bracy takes 
a benefit at the Gaiety in the afternoon. The second act of Za Mascotte 
will be the proce 72 resistance with Misses Violet Cameron, Lottie Venne, 
and Phyllis Broughton, and Messrs. H. Bracy, T, P. Haynes, L. Brough, 
and HH. Bolini, in the cast. Misses E, Farren, Kate Vaughan, Marie 
Tempest, and Alice Atherton, and Messrs. Arthur Roberts, Hayden 
Coffin, Willie Edouin, Fred Leslie, James Fernandez, and M, Marius, 
will also oblige. —Saturday will be a merry day: 7Ae Pickpocket at the 
Globe, re-opening of the Lyceum, Drury Lane, and the Princess’s, and 
appearance of Sarah Bernhardt at the Royalty.x—The production of 
Ciifo is postponed till May, probably the 1st.—An original ‘‘ operatic 
extravaganza,” called ()ucen Mal, and written by Messrs, A, Murray 
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and W. Younge, with music by Mr. Stanislaus, is to be the next thing 
at the Empire.— 7%e Ways of the liiched is to be the Grand attraction 
for Easter.— Zhe Cenmci, under the auspices of the Shelley Society, will 
be played at the Grand on the 7th prox., Miss Alma Murray playing 
the part of Beatrice. By-the-way, Mr. H, A. Freeman, the attentive 
acting-manager, takes a benefit here on the sth, NESTOR. 








Men and Things. 

A RAILWAY train at times can be compared to a sheet of note paper, 
that is to say, when it is s/ationary, 

There is not much required to be a good billiard player, he must have 
a good eye and cool hand, and understand the cue, the cushion, ‘‘ side’’— 
and the rest, [Ep.] 

Kleptomaniacs should be dealt lightly with; if they do annex other 
people's property, they do it in a fit of astraction. 
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PREPARING FOR THE EASTER HOLIDAYS. 























Grosser-Green gets ready the baked potatoes in case it is very cold 
and wet. 


Jemima Ann prepares the ‘‘ crush- 
ing” crinolette in case it’s fine. 


Stail-keeper Joe renovates his 
property, 
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Camera John gets out a few extra 


Aad Brown his property. 
plates. 





Coster Masher 'Arry a few 


€ 


xtra buttons. 


While Andantino Da Capo repairs and repaints his 
valetudinarian ice-barrow. 








HOTCH POTCH. 


TREE young men of Whitby celebrated a local wedding by getting 
‘* half seas over,” stealing a gallon jar of Scotch whisky, retiring at mid- 
night to a bathing-machine, and “‘ splicing the main brace ” by the sad sea 
waves till they were more than ‘‘three sheets in the wind.” An in- 
spector of police noticing an unwonted aroma of spirits mixed with fresh 
ozone during the dead hours, scented the celebrationists out. That 
gallon of whisky made a deep hole in a ten-pound note, 

SOCIALISTS who make themselves objectionable in Austria are not 
treated with much consideration for their health when in prison, One 
stormy agitator, now confined inthe Fortress of Pilsen, resides in a 
cell only six feet long, and so narrow that he is unable to sneeze without 
bumping his head. His food consists of black bread, and his drink of 
impure water. While suffering from congestion of the lungs, he de- 
manded to see a doctor. A man of physic was accordingly sent for; he 
thumped the prisoner’s chest violently, rasped bis back with a curry- 
comb, and certified he was merely afflicted with chilblains. This 
socialist’s gaolers are not allowed to speak to him, but rats and cock- 
roaches liven him up a bit sometimes, by trying to divide his food with 
him on Republican principles, 








Dr, GRUSULBACH, a Swede, asserts that he has made a discovery by 
which he can freeze people into insensibility for a year, and turn them 
out ina perfectly healthy condition at the end of that period ; but he 
doesn’t guarantee that he can ice them into a wealthy or wise state. 
Otherwise he might solve the Irish difficulty immediately. 


A CHARMING widow of a pensioned gunner in the Royal Horse 
Artillery—the relict of three army pensioners successively—has been 
sentenced to six months’ imprisonment for fraudulently drawing pay 
under the pretence that the deceased ex-gunner was still keeping watch 
over her career. The Court remarked that her long association with the 
army had converted her into an ‘old soldier.” She retired from the 
dock weeping at the insinuation of age. 





Turk Rev, Donald M’Callum, who tried to incite the crofters to 
violence, has been censured by the Presbytery for his naughty language. 
After receiving his castigation in a dutiful manner, the peccant minister 


promised to be a good boy in future, and abstain from stirring up class 
latred 





A THOROUGHLY original-minded experimentalist has been lost to the 
world, He sank into his long sleep in Knutsford Gaol. His residence 
in that cleanly and airy abode was caused by a fatal mistake. The 
O. M. E. had ploughed the main as a mariner, and on one occasion 
was ordered to rouse a sailor from his slumbers. He punched and 
pinched the sleeping “‘ salt ;” he peppered him with a rope’s end, and 
squirted tobacco juice under his eyelids; but he failed to rouse 
the heavy sleeper from the arms of Morpheus. Suddenly the fierce 
desire to try a daring experiment burned in his brain, He fondly 
believed that he had *‘struck ile,” and might soon make a fortune by 
patenting an invention, which would throw alarum clocks into the 
shade; so, drawing a sheath-knife, he plunged it into the sleeper’s 
brawny chest, remarking, ‘* That will awake him.” Ilis remedy for a 
too long suspension of the intellectual functions had a negative effect, 
Consigned to prison, melancholia killed him, 


A SABLE elocutionist, named *‘ Nero,’’ ‘‘ fiddled” a Scotch audience 
out of a portion of the entertainment advertised. He did not escape 
without a pelting. It is reported that, just as the dusky orator was 
assuring the canny Scots that he was not so black as he was painted, an 
ancient and somewhat highly-flavoured egg drifted into his mouth. 
‘* Dat clear ’um voice nice for to-morrow,” he remarked philosophically 


as he ambled on, 


Ning people have been in the habit of sleeping in a den nine feet 
square in the Forest of Dean, Things are not quite so bad as this in 
the forest round Dean Street, Soho, even in the most ‘‘furrin” habita- 


tions, 


Tue piper to the’ Duke of Sutherland, who blew the bagpipes to that 
nobleman’s delight during some forty years, died recently. He could 
produce the most extraordinary sounds on the awe-inspiring yet mirth- 
provoking instrument. He once impressed the Shah of Persia so deeply 
by a performance that the potentate conceived the idea that he was 
Great Britain’s grandest musician, and almost more than human, there- 
fore he conferred on him the Order of the ** Sun and the Lion,” as being 
typical of extreme warmth and terrific sound. 








DENTAL.—When you have a carious wisdom-tooth, can you conscien- 
tiously call it a wise acher? 








PT: ee heal | ceoeaeieiall lacie 

















ig 
1 

if 
+ y 
f 
| 7 
yy 
rt s 








Peon Ss AOR hae 


ROR rt he SO 


a 


aidilikesee 
Pavers, - 


2% eeenaaircmmm 
Remit mae ‘ atthe te %, ogy 


es a 





saree 


tS 


a ee I eed 








176 


HUN. 


APRIL 21, 1886. 








KNICKNACKS. 


A coupLefof poichers were charged at 
assaulted a gamekeeper. The poor fellow was knoc 
kicked about the head to such an extent 
that his life was despaired of for some 
days, and partial paralysis of the brain 


of ruffians guilty, but the sentence on the 
first, who had been twice convicted of 
brutal assaults, was nine months’ imprison- 
ment only; while the second escaped with 
six. Yet we seldom take up a newspaper 
without reading of some poor vagrant being 
charged with trivial offences, such as 
stealing a bundle of wood, or sleeping 
out in the open air. Miserable bipeds 
of this sort frequently receive the most 
tidiculously cruel sentences from the chief tomfool who happens to be 
sitting on the bench at the time, The sentences are continually reversed ; 
hut no magisterial tomfool is ever kicked out of the position‘he is unfit 
t occupy. 





Tuk battered roadstones of Soho Square should be pulled up, and 
the road properly relaid. The Vestry of St. Anne’s will be surely held 
accountable for the deaths of any children who happen to drown in the 
deep ponds that collect in this pickle-scented place, 


STONEWALL JACKSON'S war-horse, astride which he met his death on 
a bright May morn in '63, has expired at the Confederate Soldiers’ 
Ifome in Richmond, U.S.A. The respectable old charger had attained the 
age of thirty years. Ilis remains have been respected. No dog will dine 
off his softer solids. No masher will wear his bones as buttons, No 
epicure will consume his horny substances in the shape of champagne- 
jelly, Aegutescat in pace, 


Mr. NEWTON, the magistrate, has come to the conclusion that if a 
respectable citizen sees a constable doing gross wrong in the streets he 
has no right to interfere, even by passing a remark on his scandalous 
conduct, Yet the constable is allowed to command the assistance of 
any citizen at any moment—in the (Jueen’s name; and the citizen is 
liable to be severely punished should he neglect to give aid. Mr, 
Newton, in his intense love for the police, loses his head sometimes. A 
more civil and courageous body of men than our police does not exist ; 
but like every other class, it contains an average percentage of 
unscrupulous bullying sneaks, 


M. ZOLA opines that ‘‘the great eruption of the proletarian volcano 
will take place in some new country like the United States.” One 
thing is very certain, the American authorities are preparing for the 
first organized armed revolt of *‘labour’’(?) against capital. The militia 
are being taught the tactics of street fighting ; while armed and drilled 
shopkeepers and their salesmen express their confidence in being very 
fit to give the thievish scum a very warm reception when the red-hot 
volcano bursts out, 


COLONEL SLADEN believes that dacoity in Burmah might be put 
down by giving employment to the dacoits; a liberal expenditure being 
necessary. Does he suggest by this, giving employment to these 
robbers by bribing them to exterminate each other? It is one of the 
only rational occupations they are fit for. 


THE following quaint advertisement appears in a contemporary :— 
**TINSMITHS and CASEMAKRRS WANTED to keep away from Aberdeen 
during the present dispute.’’ The advertisement reads almost like one 


got up onthe **don't put his head underthe pump” principle. It may 
have emanated from some wealthy employer. 
A FKOGAL and humble Yankee shoemaker has shutiled off. He made 


his cheap wares out of old carriage-tops and cast-away leather trunks. 
He accumulated a small fortune of 30,000 dollars, while his customers 
accumulated enormous corns. His life is held up as a good example to 
the coming geacration who don’t know what corns mean yet. 


THE other morning a matron called on another respectable married 
woman and asked for the loan of a petticoat to raise some money on, 
promising to get it ‘‘out’’ in the afternoon. The garment was lent, the 
money raised, both matrons got strongly alcoholized on the proceeds, 
and the petticoat was sof got ‘‘out,” whereupon a storm arose. Next 
morning in Court the matrons presented the appearance of scarecrows, 
while their faces looked as if they had beer carefully raked by a stalwart 
gardener. The magistrate ordered them to pay /1 apiece for the 
privilege of having reduced each other to such a state, and remarked, 
** Petticoats and drink are the root of all evil.’ 








ensued, The jury found this precious pair | 


— with having | 
ed down and | 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, April 12th.—Lord Harris declines to give up his *bacca; 
and asks what steps Government are taking to cultivate it in the 
United Kingdom. Ill weeds grow apace; why shouldn’t a good one? 
But Sudeley for Government, and Ravensworth for Agricultural Society, 
decline to take the Kentish captain’s bird’s-eye view of the subject, and 
he is compelled to put his disappointment into his pipe and smoke it. 
From tobacco to lighting a natural transition, and Lords form Select 
Committee on Electric Lighting Act. 

Commons.,—No place like home. FUuN means to say, like House, 
during Home Rule Debate. ‘‘ Distinguished ” Gallery becomes quite a 
Royal Box, and peers and celebrities still crush for seats in the ** gods” 
to watch Mr, Gladstone playing Faust to Mr. Parnell’s Mephistopheles, 
Walpurgis scene postponed till to-morrow night. The Grand Young 
Manupto-night. Roughontheoldone, Parties seem re-arranged—used 
to be about a dozen, now there are onlytwo, Loyalists under Hartington, 


| Chamberlain, Hicks Beach, and Churchill, and—the others under Glad- 











stone and Parnell. Looks as if, in trying to sever the Rose, Thistle, and 
Shamrock, somebody’s going to prick his fingers, 

Tuesday.—Lord Oranmore cum Browne wants a return of Irish 
Coercion Acts, but only in a statistical sense, 

Commons,—The brethren of Joseph revile him, particularly that scion 
of an ancient stock, Mark Antony Harcourt, who calls House to look at 
the rent the envious ‘‘Cagca caucus” made, Then Goschen and Hicks 
Beach pulverise the lifeless Home Rule Scheme, Ultimately House 
consents to have the Bill brought in, much as toreadors and matadors 
consent to the bull being brought into the arena, 





Wednesday.—Bradlaugh introduces Compulsory Cultivation Bill. 
Goes in for crops, following in rear of Cabinet, who are on their way to 
**croppers.’’ Having drawn House on subject, withdraws Bill. General 
exodus of Members, who anticipate that position of parties will be de- 
fined ‘‘after the opera’s over,” 

Thursday.—Browne, #/us Oranmore, presses for return as persistently 


as Harris did for tobacco, Sudeley says this is a ‘* plant’ too; and 
motion withdrawn, 

Commons,—The Budget of ‘‘ Historicus”’ not very different to that of 
any other ‘‘cuss.” Harcourt finds this rather a dry job, though based 
in some respects on what he calls ‘alcohol and other comforts of life.” 
But not much fun in figures, Income tax remains at the hated eight- 
pence, and tax removed from cottage brewers. Sir W. \. has evidently 
profited by the awful example of Childers, who led last Government to 
its erave by following up the poor man’s Zeer. 

Friday.—Lord Miltown indignant because Naas County Gaol closed. 
Most inhospitable. Why not change his title to Mil-bank ? 

Commons.— 7empus fugit. May's going. Gladstone, for House, 
bids an affectionate farewell to the distinguished Clerk of Parliament, 
and even the Chair regrets its parting from the Table. Premier gives 
notice of another chop at the Constitution, regardless of the stake. 
Home Rulers’ chorus, ‘‘ Woodman, don’t spare that tree.” 


b 








Quod Erat-tic. 


WHO says the lower class—that worship bung, 

Is not acquainted with the Latin tongue? 

At all events, the man who bears a hod, 

Knows what we mean when we allude to ‘* quod!” 





Why is devilled kidney like a firm of celebrated chemists ?—Because 
tis savoury, and more, (Savoury and Moore.) 
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The Doubtful Egg. 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


Ou, just look at John Bull, 

His egg-cup full 
With shell Hibernian-laid ! 

Don’t he rather appear 

To think it queer, 
And feel a little afraid ? | 








Perhaps the yolk’s sound enough 

And wholesome stuff, 
Had he the courage to try ; 

Still there comes in the ‘‘ if,” 

When at each sniff | 
He doubts and fancies it’s high, | 


But it’s better to taste 
Than spurn in haste, 

As ’tisn’t easy to tell | 
Quite for certain if food | 
Be truly good | 

By judging only by smell : | 


Though an egg when gone bad 
Has always had 

An unsweet scent, I suppose ; 
Yet a good egg, I wot, 
Is sometimes not 

Exactly nice to the nose, 





Please Note, 


[Mr. John A. Heraud, a veteran poet, aged about ninety 
six, has written a poem called ‘‘ Sibyl Among the Tombs ”’ 
It is to be sold at the price of one shilling per copy, in 
aid of the well-known poet and his afflicted daughter 
(once a popular actress). 


A POOR reward hath John A. Heraud won 
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For all his seventy years of mental labour ! 
In years agone good work was by him done, 
Yet zow some ask, ‘‘ Who 7s this poet, neigh- 
bour?” 
At Sadler’s Wells, in grand old Phelps’s days, 
Poor Heraud’s tragedies gained approbation, 
Ile now hath nought to live on but his lays ; 
Then buy his *‘ Sibyl,” ’twill deserve your praise— 
His poems never called for Sibyllation, 


Tommy.—‘*'I SAY, JOHNNIE, YOU'VE LET ME INTO A NICER Mgss, 
THAT WHEN MISS CRAMBOY WAS CROSS WITH YOU, YOU ALWAYS CALLE!) HER AN 

| OLD CAT, AND I OUGHT TO DO THE SAME, 
| THIS MORNING, AND SHR’S STOPPED MY HALF-HOLIDAy.” 
Fohnnute.—** DID SHE? 
THAT ACCOUNTS FOR IT, 


AN IMPORTANT QUALIFICATION, 
YOU SAID 


WRLL, I CALLED HER AN OLD Cat 


BoT DID YOU LET HER HEAR YOU? YES? QOH, WELL, 


I NEVER DO,” 








EASTER JOYFUL! 


EASTER! Now I should like to know why I should care whether it’s 
holiday time or not. What on earth can it matter to me? My landlady 
came in and says, ‘How many hot cross buns shall I order for you? 
The wretched lunatic might just as well ask how many raspberry tarts 
I meant to munch, as if, at my time of life, I was going to ruin my 
digestion by bolting the cooked sweepings of bakers’ shops. Bah! 
Jones calls in and says, ‘‘ What are you going to do with yourself on 
Easter Monday?” I say, **Stay at home, of course,” He says, ‘' No, 
come out and see the people enjoy themselves !” 

Jones is a man who's always bragging about how he loves his fellow 
creatures, He owes me fifty pounds, That sort of fellow, generally, 
does owe somebody fifty pounds, that he never has the remotest in- 
tention of paying. Last year he came and lugged me out on Easter 
Monday ; he burst into the room, saying, ‘‘ Now, old man, let us be off 
to Happy Hampstead.” We got out into the street. A drunken man 
Was sitting on the pavement holding a lamp-post, and singing, ‘‘ Charlie, 
the West-End Masher.” A coster-monger had just smashed his wife’s 
face with his cap. Jones says, ‘‘ Perhaps a little excess on the part of 
the illiterate is not to be wondered at. Poor creatures, they have not 
many opportunities for enjoyment.” 

I thought it an uncommonly good thing that they hadn’t. Who wants 
them to enjoy themselves? I don’t. It’s all gin and bad beer. We 
got to Happy Hampstead, as he called it. The man nearly fell off the 
hansom. When I told the wretch he was intoxicated he said, ‘‘ Them 
buns always plays the very dooce with me.” Jones laughed at this like 
an idiotic chimpanzee. When we got on the top of the Heath by Jack 
Straw’s Castle, he said, ‘‘ There is nothing gives me so much enjoyment 
as the enjoyment of my fellow creatures.” 

Someone threw an orange at somebody else, only it missed and struck 
me in the face, 
gently, and don’t mix up the halphabet, if you have had a oner—no 
swearing holiday time.” We walked about and looked at the idiots 

gambolling on the grass. A sort of Sunday-school-teacher-looking 














‘‘Tt’s Easter time,” said a constable, ‘‘take things | 


young man came up and said, ** Will you go in the ring, sir?” ‘* Con- 
found your insolence,” I answered. Then a girl called out, ‘‘ We can 
do without you, old ugliness.’”’ I don’t see why the Board of Works 
should be allowed for a moment to let the people play the fool as they 
do. Why can’t they get an act to enclose the Heath so that only people 


like one’s self can go there? What do I care about holiday-makers? 
Bah ! Diocenes Tues, 








Wit. 

Some people are born witty, some achieve wit, some have wit thrust 
upon them. But to few is it given to be, really, ready, ‘Arry himself 
was born witty. He is always so ready, in fact, as he says, he isa “‘ reg’lar 
ripper at rippartee.” 

’Enery said to him one day during a passage of arms— 


** You're a fool !”’ 

Any one but ’Arry would have been posed, and posed (we mean 
‘*paused”) for a reply. But he, the ready-witted rascal, without a 
moment’s hesitation or preparation scintillated his brilliant repartee, 
** You’re another !” : ae 

Ah! truly is it said, ‘‘ Wit comes not with study, it is innate,” 

Jerrold, Sydney Smith, Theodore Hook, and other celebrated re- 
partee-ers, are not init with ’Arry. They may at once send to the ticket- 


office and book the backest of back seats. 





Lorp Leicu, the Lord Lieutenant of Warwickshire, has made 
another reduction in the rents of his tenantry, amounting in all to 30 
per cent. off the original rent. The day after this reduction was made, 
some dastard shot at Lord Leigh’s daughter, which seemed a poor 


return for his Leigh-niency. 





Ir a Cingalese fought a man, what article of stationery would he pro- 
bably give him ?— Ceylon whacks ! 
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The streets 


THE VESTRYMAN.-— HE HAS AN INSPIRATION. 


had been left to Nature for a few months, for the Vestryman had been hybernating. At length the Ratepayer—(that unreasonable party who is always 


expecting something for his money)—being unable to move outside his door, stirred him up in the usual manner. 
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It is always inconsiderate to wake a person too suddenly. At first the Vestry- And then—then a great idea struck him suddenly. He had to do something 
man sat dazed, and murmunng—'‘' Acad Cleansing and paving rate? to the roads—it was freezing hard—he seized his hat and went forth. 
Impassable?”’ 
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| out the parish water-carts, and did something to the roads. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


AN OBJECT FCR THE DEEPEST RESPECT. 


EARLY British Cuier. Fighting and getting myself up with wode 
are very nice occupations, but there is that within me which whispers 
that I am here to fulfila greater purpose. It is my great mission to 
form the nucleus of the grand and awe-inspiring Law which shall be the 
mainspring of British freedom many centuries hence. It is a solemn 
responsibility, and I must do my very best; I will therefore summon all 
my wise old men around me, and think it well out. 

WILLIAM THe COoNQueROR. What you say is quite right. I also 
will assist in this great task. Let us do our very best to make the Law 
of England an example to the universe, the delight of the law-abiding, 
and the terror of the evil-doer, in the far-distant future—eh? 

KING JOHN's BARONS, A most worthy idea! Let us also lend our 
aid. « « « There, we fancy tha‘ will develop in course of time 
into a set of laws to be universally respected and upheld, 

ALL THE OTHER GREAT, AND WISE, AND D&VOTED PE&RSONS 
THROUGH ALL THE CENTURIES, Come on, we must not be behind 
when the English Law hasto be made, * « & There !—look at 
that—there’sa LAW for you! If ‘hat doesn’t keep the empire together, 
we should like to know what will. We think we can leave it to take 
care of itself now; it is strong enough for anything. Let the law-abiding 
take comfort and feel secure now, and the evil-doer tremb'e ! 

(ZAcy retire lo their graves, and leave the Law of England to take care | 

fatself ) 

THe Law or ENGLAND. Oh, dear !—oh, dear! I do wish they 
hadn't left me alone; they don’t know how dreadfully timid I am, 
They always were cleceived in me, all along. You might not think it, 
to judge by my imposing and filibustering look; but I’m the biggest 
coward in existence when anybody dares to beard me. You've only got 
to defy me, and my knees immediately begin to tremble till I can hardly 
stand ; only, luckily for me, it isn't everybody who knows this. Most 
people are overawed by my imposing aspect, and give in to me on the | 
spot. Hullo!—here comes the Law-Abider whom I am supposed to 
protect. He! he!—oh, dear!—to think of me protecting anybody ! 
However, I must put on my pompous look and my swagger to impress 
the Law-Abider who—just fancy !—who resfec/s me! Imagine any- 
body respecting me! Hol! ho! Ahem?—haw! How de do?—how 
de do? Do you observe my majesty ? 

Law-Autper, Oh, yes, sir, if you please, sir; you are, indeed, grand 
and awe-inspiring ; and, if you please, I have come to beg you to help 
me against a Socialist who threatens to become dangerous, I ve just 
had my windows smashed and my property looted. 

THe L. or E, (aside), Oh, dear! I hope it isn’t a 2/2 Socialist— 
one who can hit me back! If it’s a little boy I don’t mind. (A/oud ) 
Good !—lead on! /’//soon see—ah ! this is the Socialist you speak of, 
eh? (Setzes a very sma// boy.) 

LAw-As, Oh, dear, no; I allude to that grown man who is making 
inflammatory speeches—that defiant person—— 





Tue L oF FE, (aside), Oh, dear, I'm afraid to tackle Aim! (Aloud.) 
I—a—really don’t catch sight of any full-grown—— 

Law-As. Eh? I mean that man on the platform, who is just shout- 
ing, ‘‘ If the death of the ten million capitalists would secure our ends, 
I would cut their throats with my own hand.” 

Tue L. or E. Oh, you must mistake what he says—I'm sure you do. 
The gentleman doesn’t mean anything seditious or inflammatory, I’m 
sure. (Aside.) I’m getting so frightened! What sha// I do? 

Law-As. Nothing seditious or inflammatory? Well, but listen to 
him yourself, 

Tue L.orE. Eh? Oh!—ah !—the fact is I'ma little deaf. « 








I’m sure it must be this small boy you mean, I'll run Aim in likea 
shot, and punish him severely, as an example to—to—other small boys, 





Law-As. But I don’s¢ mean him; I mean that man. Notice the 


violence of his gestures ! 
Tue L. or E. Eh? Ah !—the fact is I’m rather short-sighted just now, 

and—— 

Law-As, Well, I shall look to you to make an example of him, I 


leave him in your hands. —— 
Tue L. or E. Ob, dear, what shal] I do? I feel quite sick with 
fright. »* « «* Oh, if you please, Mr. Determined Socialist, don’t 


hit me! You're not guilty, and you leave the court without a stain on 
your character; and you may do any blessed thing you please. Ob, 
dear !—what a shock it has given me! 
The Law must be upheld ! 


I'm going to faint! Suppor 


m:! 





A Epring Symphony. 
Tu long-delayed Spring is upon us at last, 
At least, ‘tis arriving in bits, as it were ; 
The dull, dreary winter is now—nearly—pas*, 
And Nature now wears a more picturesque air. 
The birds and the buds now begin to appear, 
To offer Dame Nature their kindest regards ; 
And we poets wake up with a jubilant cheer, 
For the Spring is the season for buds, birds, and bards, 


The bards, like the birds, stand in need of the sun, 
To cause them to reach to a flowery height ; 
For how can the winter, with skies drear and dun, 
Fill either a bul or a bard with delight ? 
And we bards, like the birds, ’gin to chirrup with glee, 
Or ‘‘moon” like the cattle when chewing their cuds ; 
And therefore I sing in a jubilant key, 
The Spring is the season for bards, birds, and buds ! 


And the birds, like the bards, serve to gladden the heart 
Of poor Man as he wanders this wicked world through ; 
And buds, like the bards, make the earth appear smart 
When ’twould otherwise seem much too sombre in hue, 
And the bards, like the birds, would fain build themselves nests 
Wherein they might sing (not in notes, but in words), 
Giving off sundry notions that lie on their chests, 
In the season that’s fitting for buds, bards, and birds. 


The bards, like the buds, too, are given to bloom 
When Encouragement’s sunshine is on them bestowed— 
Yea, then, like the birds, bards would sing away gloom 
By means of the ballad and sonnet and ode. 
Then hey! for the Springtime, the season of mirth, 
When Nature her winter-apparel discards ; 
No doubt other seasons are not without worth, 
But the Spring is the season for buds, birds, and bards ! 





Easter Eggs. 


IN the days when we were young—a long time ago, eggs were only 
eggs, but now they are otherwise, for the ingenious inventors and 
providers of Easter gifts have turned eggs into all sorts of things, and 
all sorts of things into eggs—Nor’-easter and Sou’-wester winds, which 
are bad eggs, only excepted. Amongst the most pleasing egg-samples 
of such productions will be found those from Mr, W. H, Cremer, jun., 
and Messrs. G, Sparagnapane and Co. 
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Randolph’s Rage, 


(‘The temperament of Lord R. Churchill” (says a daily), “is such 
that it takes all the patience and all the strong obligations of party, &e., 
to have him endured even by his own side. He is getting constantly s 


into rows." : 
Alack, alas ! and can it be, 


That bold South Paddington’s M.P,— 

Our little Randy, brisk and brave, 

Doth in a naughty way behave? 

Can he, who erst was Woodstock’s joy, [ 

Still fret and fume like some small boy? 

Is’t true that there’s such discontent 

In Lord R. Churchill's temperament ? 
Doth fire in-pent,—Seek daily vent 

In Randy’s raging temperament? 


’Tis said e’en those of his own side 
Find all their strongest patience tried, 
And that his dictatorial ways Soe 
His closest pals full oft amaze. — 
His spirit to no ruling bows,— 

He’s always getting into rows 

With members who would fain resent 
The rash Randolphian temperament, 





fi T 

















Yea, they dissent—To a large extent 
From Randolph’s torrid temperament. 


O, woe is us! we sadly fear 
His lofty lordship’s liver's queer ; 
If so, then be it understood, 
The British Nation gladly would 
Subscribe at once for draughts and pills 
To soothe his little lordship’s ills ; 
Or pay a doctor to invent 
Some plaister for his temperament. 

Tis evident—The House is bent a 
On soothing Randy’s temperament, 


It takes the Tories all their time 
To calm this genius sublime, 
For, with a fury most abrupt, 
Like some volcano he’ll erupt, 
And then pour out in floods immense 
The lava of his eloquence, 
Asunder M.P.s joys are rent 
By Lord R. Churchill’s temperament. 
May he relent,—And soon repent | 
Of such an awful temperament. | 
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MISUNDERSTOOD. 


Miss Mahlstic?.—*DO you PAINT, DEAR?” 
Miss Ninon ve Bloom.—** Ou, NO, MY COLOUR’S ALL MY OWN,” 








NEW LEAVES. 


In Longman's this month, we naturally seek the development of 
Mr, Besant’s story as of greatest interest.—While we acknowledge the 
great merits of Nellie Erichson’s ‘‘ North Country Fishing Town,” and 
the illustrations, by H. Railton, to ‘‘The London Charterhouse,” in 
The English Illustrated, we prefer Mr. Hugh Thomson’s ‘‘ A Country 
Sunday.” — After almost exhausting admiration on “‘Italy from a 
Tricycle,” which, we see with regret, is brought to a termination in 7%e 
Century, attention may be given to the ‘Creole Slave Songs” and 
‘* Life on the Alabama.”—If we fail to do justice to many deserving 
matters in S¢, Vicolas’s, we may mention our increasing admiration for 
“Little Lord Fauntleroy.”—Some time may be devoted to devouring 
the satisfying contents of /Yousehold Words.—There is abundant enter- 
tainment in No. 29 of Parodies, and The Letsure Hour, The Sunday at 
flome, The Boys’ Own Paper, and The Girls’ Own Paper are, as they 
always are, full of good words and good works.— Zhe Manchester 
(uarterly is particularly noticeable for the article on Thomas 
Kowlandson and his works, of which eight good specimens are 
given, 

_The 8th volume of George Routledge and Sons’ Pocket Library is 
Goldsmith’s delightful ** Vicar of Wakefield,” and of their World Library 
we have received ‘‘ Goldsmith’s Plays and Poems,” ‘‘ Baron Trenck,” the 
ever charming ** White’s Natural History of Selborne,” ‘Captain Cook,” 
being his third and last voyage, and ‘‘ Longfellow’s Popular Poems.”— 
Of Messrs, Ward and Lock’s Popular Library, Emerson’s ‘‘ Represen- 
tative Men,” &c,, Macaulay’s ‘* Lord Clive, Warren Hastings,” «c., 
Plutarch’s ** Lives of Alexander, Cccsar, and Pompey,” and ‘‘ Some 
Thoughts on Education,” by Locke, have reached us. 

_ ‘Lines and Lays for Wedding Days,” by Mary Lesingham Dicken- 
Shortt (Eyre and Spottiswoode), The Lines and Lays in this pleasing 
little book, selected with taste and talent, are appropriate to the wed- 
ding days which, by the way, are every day in the year, arranged like 
a birthday book, and there is not a single day comes ‘‘Shortt.”—‘* A 
Frith (Ge Readers will be indebted to Mr. 


rge Koutledge and Sons), 








Guide to Graphology; or, the Mysteries of Handwriting,” by Henry | 


Frith for this good, careful, and instructive guide to a highly intere ting 
subject of study.—‘‘ Brought to Repentance,” by Frederick Aubrey 
(London Literary Society). Because of the better parts of this book, 
perhaps its sins may be forgiven.—‘‘ Our Young Ladies,” by Lillie 
Harris (Walter Scott), The authoress speaks freely of young ladies’ 
shortcomings, but as she speaks sensibly, it is all for their own good,— 
‘« Essays of an Idler,” by Herbert IH. Adams (Edward Curtice), These 
essays of an Idler, if read industriously, may be productive of profit, 








Wanted. 


put that there is always a “‘ universal want for a Great 


n evening paper point 
To this curious ** ad.” 
To reply we are glad, 
And the nation, we think, our reply will admire, 
If a Great Man you need 
This vast Empire to lead, 
You can now be supplied, if *‘ within”’ you'll enquire, 
Of all the Great Men 
That are now in our ken, 
Just one we'd propose—but a marvellous one ! 
He’s at one-fifty-three 
Up in Fleet Street, E.C., 
He is T112 Greatest Man, and his name’s Mr, Fon ! 





A Tweed Suit. 


(Mr. Trevelyan has expressed a strong opinion against the Tweed Acts. 


IN a state of rebellion 
Is Mr. Trevelyan 

(G. Otto Trevelyan, the Scotch M.P.), 
’Gainst the Tweed Act, and therefore 
He doesn’t much care for 

This Tweed-le-dum or this Tweed-le-dee ! 
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A Tale to “Tell.” 




















chair, would fain 

In his grand palatial hall ; 

When a rising Heron, with humble air, 

Upon him chanced to call. 

‘* A specimen of my works,” he said, 

‘* To your lordship I'd fain present.” 

And Lord Adjutant graciously bent his head 
In token of mild content. 


[The E£vfo states thata M. Tell has been giving an 
account to Paris audiences of his wonderful experiences 
in London. } 
BENEATH an immaculate “‘ dickey ” 

A heart with wild wonderment beat ; 
With patents that moved light and quick, he 

Fled fast from Lud’s smoke, dust, and heat. 
A Paris! his dear des [taliens, 

His ca/¢s, bis ballets, his ozs ; | 
* Dame! London, 1707 amt, 72a rien, 

° $9 
Lut barbarous customs four 701, 


He told how the Temple of Spurgeon 
Was gay as bis darling .)/adz//:, 

There dancers their wild career urge on 
In polka, and waltz, and quadnille. 

At Sunday schools white-necktied a7 ons 
The songs of the music hall sing ; 

While bishops will join with the parson 
At playing at ** kiss-in-the-ring.”’ 


In Leicester Square often will Gladstone 
And Churchill with fisticuffs fight, 

And mobs by our gendarme were bade stone 
The swells at their clubs yesternight. 

Our generals all wear the blue ribbon, 
With Irving our (Queen loves to dine ; 

The<e facts, too, the great Gallic Gib! 

. } } ‘ 











resent unto that grandee ? 
They were probably framed in that pilfering vein 
Which such bipeds love to see. 
For birds of a feather, like ‘Ase, are prone 
To steal what they want, ready-made; 
But they're not the on/y authors alone 
Who follow the stealing trade ! 
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lowed a quantity of liniment to ‘‘ frighten hi 
wife,” and the lover who s/ivht/y stabbed him | 
self with a fork to ‘‘alarm his sweetheart, 
have not been spanked as hard as they ough 
to have been by their female relatives for their | 
inpleasant way of creating haze-gazes, They 
were received with kisses instead of with red 
hot pokers, after their tiresome conduct, 
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Poltwattle’s Easter Monday. 


Parusers of the Poltwattle Papers will have discovered with the 
naked eye, long ese this, that Peter of that Ilk is not asportsman. Are 
aot his adventures at the Boat Race public property? Is not the world 
familiar with bis misadventures on the Derby Ivay? If not, it shall be 
nade so-—in a week or two. 

When P. P. was a youth, it was customary amongst his companions 
to spend the holidays engaged in that exciting diversion known to its 
levotees as the *‘ Waltonian,” or “‘gentle art.’ Izaak Walton—the 
‘king fisher,” as I may say—has much to answer for. 

Poltwattle was worried by his mates into going down to Maidenhead, 
[le knew he could never impale a worm, so he stole some dough from 
his mother’s pie-making, having heard that was a good bait, 

On Easter Sunday he proceeded with sundry friends to the sweetly- 
prettily situated town named above; and after enjoying in a quiet way 
the natural beauties of the place, the next morning, about 9.30a.m, 
he wandered, implements in hand, to the river to catch some fish for 
Tuesday's breakfast. 

As previously suggested, Peter was sof an experienced angler, which 
may account for much that befel that usually astute individual. 

Hie sought a secluded spot, stuck a wad of dough on the hook, 
dropped it into the water, and waited. Up to then he had not been 
aware the profession of angler included that of waiter. But it did, 
Having heard much of ‘fishing in troubled waters,” he thought per- 
haps that was the correct thing to do; so he threw a lot of sand in and 
troubled those waters, and we are bound to admit those waters returned 
the compliment, and troubled him before he had done with ‘em. 
Another angler, who happened to pass about then, sniggered audibly 
and remarked, ‘* You're a pretty fisherman!” 

Poltwattle said, ‘I'm fishing for perch, not compliments.” 

Some people ‘‘ cast their lines in pleasant places.” Poltwattle felt he 
was mof one of those, Ile had been sitting some hours in a pool, 


At 6 25 pm., about nine hours after he started, ‘‘ Hila! what's that? 
Actually the float is agitated. It is wabbling! Now it is bobbing up 
and down! Now it has disappeared!” As W. H. Payne used to say 
at Covent Garden in Gu//iver 

hen 5 ee the float | niler, 
’ ve got a bite, mir not 


Poor Poltwattle He broke out into a cold sweat. 





mentally ejaculated, ‘‘there’s an unfortunate fish on that beastly hook ! 
What shall I io? I ought to pull it out—land it, I mean.” 

And he did. He turned round with his back to the water just as the 
perch swung at the end of the rod or pole—([here is an opportunity for 
some joke about land measurement, rod, pole, or perch, and Peter's 
back, which was an acher ; only we haven't time to work it out |—and it 
swung rourd and hit him in the face. Ugh—r—r—r! Have you ever 
had a dab in that plaice with a cold wet fish? Some people might like 
that sort of thing ; Poltwattle didn’t, and stepped back to avoid it, and 
found himself in a mud-hole, up to his arm-pits. The suit he had on 
was new that day. The only person who did well over this was the 
tailor who had to clean those clothes. Then the fish /e// off the hook’ 
Peter assures us that, if it hadn't, it would have been there to this day 
for him. fe couldn’t have touched it! Then it leaped back into its 
native element, and Poltwattle was fishless, It was quite as well that he, 
figuratively, ‘had other fish to fry,” or he would have had to go without 
breakfast the next morning. 

HTe got back to ‘* The Jolly Anglers” tired to death. What a fool of 
a sign foraninn! Peter cloesn’t believe there ever was a /o//y angler in 
the flesh, or should he say—the fish? 

This was the fishiest transaction with which he has ever been co 
nected. 

He has since been known amongst his intimates as Poltwattle, the 
Patient Piscatorialist. 

Hie never enjoyed himself in the same way on any holiday he can 
remember, 
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Any More? 


The Duke of Edinburgh, in addition to being already a K.G , a K.17 i K.P 
GG he I., al G.C.M.G., has been created a K.C.P.! 


It would appear that Edinburgh’s Duke, 
Hath prospered well, and needeth no rebuke, 
Although he’s bound in alphabetic fetters. 
He’s K.G,, K.T., K.P., and K.C.P., 
G.C,S.I,—also G.C.M.G.— 
And therefore it is evident that he, 

If not ‘oo learned—is a Man of Letters! 


PY A TRADESMAN,—The Plague of London—Co- 
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WHAT GRANDMOTHERLY GOVERNMENT MAY EFFECT. 


Polite Picture-Showman of the Future.—‘'Gi¥ ME PARDON VER MOOCH, YOUNG LaTigs! 
Two GRANDT MASTERPIECE OV RAPHAEL, MIT VON ALZO BY RUBENS, 


JA I} 


YOU NOT SHOW YOUR BATIZEMALS Z®ETERFIKATES AS YOU ARE OVARE THE YRAF 


VAT AGES ARE YOU? VE HAFs ‘ERE 
BuT VE CANNOT PERMITZ YOO TO Z@E VORKs OF ZUCH A 
OF TWR8NTY-ONEsS,.” 




















TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpI!IToR or * Fon,” 


S!i,—In spite of obstacles constantly thrown in my way by degraded 
urelings, Iam indefatigable in my search after knowledge in the in- 
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‘erests of the noble sportsmen, your readers and mine; and let me he 

ordered off,” and ‘‘ reprimanded,” and what not, as often as I may, 
still you will find me coming up to the scratch, or even the knock down 
viow—and finding out all I can. The Two Thousand isn’t altogether 
"pe for speculation, but I have some good things, and you might do 
Worse than follow, for the present, my preliminary 


Tip FOR 1HE Two THOUSAND GUINBAs, 
WHILE the balmy breezes blow—breezes blow 
As you know, 

And the sun is getting stronger every day, 
Till we vote a scarf oppressive, 
And an overcoat excessive, 
And a tiger-skin extremely in the way. 
While the matters, as I state—as I state, 
'Ventuate, 
We may canter through the horses in the list 
And present an indication 
For attentive cogitation ; 
And below we are presenting of it—hist ! 
Let us look at Saraband—Saraband— 
Understand 
Is an animal that ought to go and win ; 
Though my praise I'd not be stinting 
On the chances of old Minting, 
For to wilfully neglect it were a sin, 


Then there’s Ormonde to the fore—to the fore, 
And what’s more, 
There’s Gay Hermit may have something for to say, 
Not to mention in the least (oh !) 
The invincible Mephisto, 
Who, like enough, intends to win the day. 


Perhaps this is all the tip you'll get from me about this race—perhaps 
it isn’t. Time—a week of it—alone will show. It’s a good tip any 
way, and fully able to stand alone, which isa great thing after six 
tumblers, —Yours, «<c., TROPHONIOS. 
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SOME BOTANICAL NOTES. 
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The Wit and Wisdom of Octavius Ebenezer Potts, 


Esquire, 
HIS FILOSOFY,—ACORNS, 

Iv iz az well tew think twice before yew speek, and three times be- 
fore yew kommit tew paper, 

My frend, yew are no good foura 
past, record the prezent, or predikt the fewture. 

I am reminded that there are more earth-cumberers than enuff about 
It haz been suggested that thay shood be shot. Ina small island like 
this, each idle wun takes up the room and eats the food that should 
belong tew a useful member of the kommunity. 

The eye feeds the brane, and the brane feeds the pen. 

Thare iz no akkownting four tastes. Personally, I shood prefer tew 
be a marter than a hero. I think I shood make a better pose. 

Any dowtful bizness bekums respektable when conducted! on a large 
skale—a thief bekums a finansier, a pornbroker a banker, a murderer a 
general, and a tripe-seller a landowner, 

It iz very pleasurable tew wark abowt the streets and think—if yew 
kannot afford tew indulge in any other amewsment, 


urnelist if yew kannot rekall the 


READY SHORTLY. 


aan WO 2 LG, 


By CHARLES G. LELAND (Hans Breitmanp). 


ONE SHILLING. WILL BE SOLD EVERYWHERE 


Lia ULV Bice OF Dsl P'h, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun., Author of « Love Clouds, &c. 


ONE PENN} EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


“TACK awp JIM,” 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY 


OFFICES—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.¢ 








sTongaies | 


—Lance, 


‘Invaluable im facial Neuralgia. Has 
effective im all those cases in which we 
ve prescribed ht.” —Madtsecald ress. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
A DISSERTATION ON Music HALLS, 


TT is not to be denied that music 

’ halls are a great social fact. They 

supply ‘fa want” unquestionably. 

The want they supply is that of 

** wit’ (or what passes for it) in the 

majority of their frequenters. The 

title of a “‘comic”’ song aptly intro- 

duced in the course of conversation 

stamps the user as an irresistibly 

humorous dog for the rest of the 

evening, and to reply to an obser- 

vation with a significant ‘‘ Not 

|| much!” ** Later on!” or a *' Tell 

us another !”’ is regarded as a scin- 

tillating intellectual effort, worthy 

to rank with the highest mental 

achievements, Don’t let anybody 

go about thinking I object to music 

halls, however, because I don’t, 

I object to the entertainment being 

called intellectual, or even intelli- 

gent; but it is a very good excuse 

tor getting a pipe and glass com- 

fortably, aod even affords an unin- 

tentional sort of amusement, 

besides fostering a pleasant feeling of mental superiority and—yes—I 
‘tke music halls, 





Tuer i" LING }RRANYI Boy. 


THRY are a great social fact, Their tunes permeate society, Organs 
(piano and other) tinkle and grind them in your ears all day long; your 
errand boy (there he is in the initial !) double-shuffles them on your 
doorstep; your housemaid hums them as she wields the cheery broom 
and holy-stones the domestic hearth ; your innocent children pipe them 
shrilly up and down the house—hang it! you, yourself, whistle them 
ever and anon, 

I HAVE been to a Music Hall recently, after a lapse of some time, and 
reminded myself of many things. The authorities had not taken 
advantage of my absence to alter anything much. I renewed my 
acquaintance with the serio-comic lady. She obliged me with ‘‘ The 
Feiler who winked in the Passage,’’ coming on the stage with a rush, 
a nod and a smile, and started off at once with— 


** As I was coming down the stairs 
On Friday afternoon,” 


and so on (no doubt you know the song). At the end of the verse she 
strolled across the stage with her right hand stretched out, then turned 
round and strolled back again with her left extended, while she warbled 
the chorus which, I think, runs something like this : 
** He said I was sweeter than raspberry jam, 
And more appetising than sassige ; 
I said I was sure he was telling a cram, 
The feller who winked in the passage,”’ 


My friends, the ‘* charming duettists”’ were§also to the fore. They sang 





na ch . zTry * . . : ' 3° 
each other (without either once glancing in the other's directicu, b) 


sy) . mner mao h ern } +¢ lag like ‘ - 
way), accompanying themselves with a slow, strolling step-dance, 











and one, in male evening dress, removed her hat at the end of each 
verse, while her companion spread her fan before her face. They were 
the Sisters Primrose, and sang that pretty thing of theirs, which runs— 


‘* The evening fell—across the corn, 
When first I saw my darling little Mabel ; 
I loved her then—I love her now, 
And mean to do as long as I am able, 
The day is fad—ing fast, sweet love, 
Oh ! don't you hear the singing of the kettles ? 
Oh! let us seek—the moonlit grove, 
And take a little stroll among the nettles.” 


Then they finished up with a capital dance. The dancing is always 
good in music halls, though it appears to be more a female than a malc 
accomplishment, Then there was the patriotic lady who sings, ‘** You 
shan’t flick the flag on the hem!” the lady who plays the banjo, and 
the audacious young woman in the straw hat, small crossover shawl and 
purple merino gown, who threatens to ‘‘ bash” somebody's 


*§ Bloomin’ boko 
9) 


If he doesn’t stash his say ! 


a clever bit of observation and ‘‘ character,” but rather gruesome as a 
piece of humour, ee. 

THe male songs, though their singers are more numerous, show rather 
less variety ; they seem constructed on a general principle of ‘‘ when in 
doubt (or short of ideas) play Glad- 
stone "—in an _  uncomplimentary ee 
form, of course. They are great | acvs 
** Constitutionalists,’”’ these votaries SO Jum 
of wine and song. Iiear one of 
their soul-stirring ditties :— 
** We'll make the welkin ring, my 

boys, 

To prove the Tories right, 
Their triumphs we will sing, my boys, 

With all our blessed might ; 
We've got a big majority— 

We're out; but what of that ? 
We'll shout ‘f Hurrah!” and jump 

upon 
The Grand Old Geeser’s hat !” 


Bot, though ‘‘ comic” songs 


are the bulk of the entertainment, 
there are many other and better 
things to be found. There is 
always a first-rate orchestra, gene- 
rally a well- arranged and well- 
danced ballet, a clever conjurer, and A Danewceon oe sas “EC 

a performer or two on the slack rUTI 

or tight wire. Sometimes you get 

a *‘nigger” thrown in, or an eccentric musical troupe. Altogether, 
if you want an unexacting entertainment, can bear the inane parts 
of the show, and are in a condition to hear with equanimity—even 
with amusement—your favourite statesman alluded to as a ‘‘ Grand old 
fossil” (and indeed there is something ludicrous in the earnest bitterness 





of the singer, and the vociferous joy with which his hits are received by | 


the audience, from the penniless cadet of a noble house to the erudite 
politician depicted in the margin), you might find many a worse place 
than a music hall, yeah 

TALKING of music halls, the Pavilion is now about the most hand 
some and comfortable ball in London—cosier than the Alhambra, airier 
than the Royal, The comics are there (at the time of writing) in full 
force—Macdermott, Fawn, Redfern, Munroe, and Lloyd, the friend of 
our youth, that skilful mimic Medley also. Then, among the ladies, 
we have Misses Cora Cardigan (a clever instrumentalist), Nellie Farrell, 
Eugenie Edwards (who dances with Vaughan-like grace) and Pattie 
Heywood, ‘a plump and pleasing person.” Lieut. Cole, with his 
comical figures and most amusing entertainments, the shapely and 
beauteous Sisters Gisella and Elvira on the slack and loose wire, 
Wainratta, a wire-walker of humour as well as equilibrious skill 
(*‘equilibrious” is good !), and last, but far from least, the inimitable 
conjuror, Cinquevalli, ees 

Drory LANE.—Mr, Harris revived the successful play of Auman 
Natur: here on Saturday, playing the part of the hero himself in place 
of Mr. Neville. The sterling qualities of the piece, as an acting, are 
as obvious as ever, and seem as much to the taste of the audience as 
heretofore. Mr. Harris was greeted with cheers on his reappearance 
pon the boards after a long interval, NESTOR. 
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THE EASTER REVIEW. 












































I’'air women and brave men. 


Neptune and Mars. 


Going in for a little “‘ training.’ 











WHY VOLUNTEERS? 


So I have had a nice time of it, have I? I went down to Southsea 
to get a breeze: and what did I get? Why, the whole place filled with 
Volunteers and such like rifi-raff! What’s the good of Volunteers, I 
should like to know, unless to block up the railways, and make you 
lose trains, and all that sort of thing! I remember, when all the 
nonsense began about the Orsini affair; how the French colonels were 
going to bring over the Zouaves to teach us to know our places. What 
a fuss was made about ‘* Defence, not defiance,” and ‘Come, if you 
dare,” and all that sort of foolery. Don’t I remember, too, the review 
in Ifyde Park and old Colin Campbell turning up, looking like a little 
Skye terrier, Everybody there in the Volunteer way was mad on wearing 
cocks’ feathers and sword bayonets, I hope there’s a little more sense 
about nowadays; but I don’t suppose there is, I have a nephew who 
is simply mad on Volunteering. He went in for regular training for his 
commission, He came to me and said, ‘* Help mea bit, uncle ; I’m 
going to have a month at Wellington Barracks and the Tower.” 

I said, ‘*I would help you a bit, if you had a month at Holloway.” 
Ualy I gave him a cheque, just to get rid of him. He turned up 
about a month afterwards in full fig. He'd got a white helmet on like 
a bad toadstool, and a sword a good many sizes too large for him. 

“How do you think I look, uncle?” he said, I said, ‘‘ You look 
an infernal jackass!’ This didn’t please him, so he went away, which 
Was just what I wanted. I hate all this Volunteering, I do. The riot 
in town on Saturday afternoons is quite bad enough, without having a 
lot of fiipg and drumming dinned into your ears, The Volunteer 
Movement indeed! I wish it would move cft altogether, Of course, that 
Jones must come and put /is spoke in. 

‘If our country is to be defended, that is the best means of defence,” 
he says. Jones is one of those beggars who has always a word ready, 
vut nothing else. Anyhow, I wish the volunteers had not gone down 
. Portsmouth. Southsea is a place I’m rather partial to. I like to look 
at the sol liers drilling on the common, and think of how a good many 


F thine « ae ‘i ‘ 
* ‘hese might help to put down the House of Commons, and the work- 





ing classes, and all the rest of the nonsense. I can't say I like to be 
woke up with the firing, but even that’s better than the grinding of street 
organs, They say the sailors now at |’ortsmouth have grown all so many 
Wilfrid Lawsons. That they always go to the Ilome and never take 
anything else but cccoa. The cocoa must be very strong then, for I saw 
several lying on their backs, blinking at the sun. I suppose they are 
a bit more sober, though, than they used to be, Theyneed be. I saw 
a regiment go off toIndia, A pack of women were squeakiry about al! 
over the shop. As if before their eyes were diy, they wouldn't be looking 
after other fellows. ‘* Your Molly would never be false,” she dc clared, 
She can declare it as often as she likes. Jack and Tommy Atkins must 
le next door to imbeciles to believe her. 

The dockyard at Portsmouth is not what it used to be when I was 2 
boy. There’s a cut-and-dried look of respectability about it tbat | 
loathe the sight of. Many’s the dance I’ve had at the Port Admiral in 
the old days. Bah! your modern naval man is half a college coach an‘ 
half a Sunday School teacher, They drank in the old days, did they? 
Well, so much the better. It gave them plenty of pluck. Nelson used to 
drink a good whack in his time, I like Portsmouth for the sake of the 
old times. But crammed full of volunteers, bah! Everything, too, is 
different in Portsmouth to what it used to be. Admirals don’t play at 
snowball on the //ard, It isn’t a bit like it used to be in Captain 
Marryat’s time. The Peacock and the /ountain are done for. It is 
awful to see a nice cheerful old place become a sort of psalm singing, 
semi-detached villa camp for snobs, Jones, of course, must put his 
spoke in again and drawl out something about its being an age of pro- 
gress. lang progress, I say. Give me my old comforts and my old 


haunts, There goes another volunteer band, Confound it! 
DIOGENES TORRES, 








HIAs it ever occurred to you that there are more ways than one of 
doing things? lor instance, there is such a thing as running up a flight 
of stairs. Then youcanrun upaseam, And I—well—I used to be 
able to run upa bill, But I can’t now. I am known, 
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KNICKNACKS, 


Tue venerable potato has some reason to be proud that his cen- 


tenary in France is to be celebrated at Montdidier, and no reasonable 
onion should be 


jealous of his 
popularity in the 
land of the Gaul. 
The French 
were late among 
civilized nations 
in knowing the 
potato inti- 
mately, but they 
appreciated him 
at last. We 
loved him two 
hundred years 
before the 
French began 
to coquet with 
him; yet, when 
they once fairly 
acknowledged 
his merits, they 
treated him with 
delicate consi- 
deration. We 
had merely con- 
tented ourselves 
with cooking 
him in his 
jacket, or ruthlessly slicing his skin off before boiling him. As every 
schoolboy knows, Sir Walter Raleigh has the credit of trotting out the 
estimable cork-skinned root in this country; but, as every schoolboy 
does nof know, it was reserved for Parmentier, the head gardener of 
Louis XVI., to bring the esculent before the notice of the renowned 
French chefs of his period. They dressed him to a purpose, and showed 
the world how dainty he is when served with cutlets as a purée, how tooth- 
some when he appears at table ma/tre d hotel, and how appetising sauéé, 
Then they discovered how ticklesome to the palate he is in cheese puffs, 
in potato pies, where the egg and the onion play second fiddle to him ; 
and in a salad essentially his own, but where his friend the onion again 
vastly assists him. The only way the French have misused the vener- 
able potato is by extracting brandy out of him. In his disgust at being 
ill-treated in this manner, he yields a rank, fiery spirit, which is 
abominable and highly injurious. One of the most ridiculous fallacies, 
anent the tuber, that still finds credit, is that the Irish cook him better 
than any other race. On the contrary, they usually boil him to squash 
outside, being careful, bedad! that he should retain his native hardness 
in the centre, 








Dk, Rouson Roose thinks that seven o'clock is quite late enough for 
dinner, A number of hungry unemployed medical men opine that it is 
far too late, but they entirely agree with him when he says that all 
doctors would make luncheon a fixed meal if they could. A hard work- 
ing young medico asserts, if ever he dines at eight he invariably dreams 
that he has a splendid carriage and pair, yet he always wakes up in the 
morning to find that the second animal was a nightmare, and the solitary 
beast he possesses sadly out of repair about the knees, 


BISMARCK, the wily man of Blood and Iron, who has such a morbid 
objection to being sketched by artists, has been fairly caught at last. 
Herr Von Werner, an eminent artist, slipped in the German Reichstag 
among the deputies, and hit the Prince’s expression off just when he 
was gesticulating like an irate old butcher who has called on a debtor 
and sees no possibility of getting his account settled. The gentle limner 
had to beat a hasty retreat, for Bismarck suddenly observed what he was 
up to, and made for him, ink-pot and ebony-ruler in hand, threatening 
at the same time to convert him into sausage- meat, 


A SENSITIVE young actor objects to the stamping of hob-nailed 
shoes, whacking of sticks, and shrieking of cat-calls in theatres; but he 
approves of tears and rippling laughter. This young man’s delicate 
nerves require bracing, and we feel certain a counter-irritant would cure 
him. He should take rooms for a month in the house of a mild widow 
who is the mother of tive hearty boys, He would then go nightly to 
his noisy theatre with a sense of infinite relief. When we say ‘‘ hearty” 
boys, we mean lads in the habit of firing pistols, letting off crackers, 
heaving coal-scuttles and chairs about, throwing boots and china 
through the windows, sprinkling clothes with assafotida, playing on 
ree eept howling like Red Indians and baking gunpowder in the 
Kitchen oven, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF *‘ Fon,” 


S1r,—The old man has been **had” once more! It is his misfor- 
tune to be guilelessly innocent by nature and easily taken in, particularly 
by members of the opposite sex. They seem to know this by intuition 
(or perhaps by intercommunication), and frequently bear down upon 
me. Very soon I shall grow wary and cease to believe a word they 
say ; though I dare say they will be even with me even then, and speak 
the truth! But ‘‘to my tale.” As you may remember, sir, last Monday 
week was what is humorously called ‘‘ Primrose Day ’’—a day when 
those keen politicians, the butcher-boy, the nursemaid, the babe, the 
itinerant vendor of whelks, and the masher rally round their party as one 
man, and ‘ paint the town” yellow— 

‘' The sickly hue of envious jealousy.” 

Well, sir, I am, I hope, a staunch Liberal; I believe every word 
Mr. Gladstone, or Mr. Chamberlain, or Lord Hartington says, even 
when opposed to each other; I call Lord Randolph, ‘‘ Kandy-Pandy ;” 
I would give Parnell all he asks, and I avoid paying my income-tax 
whenever I can. It was only natural that such a strong party-man 
should be ‘‘marked down” by the other side, At any rate, on 
‘* Saffron Monday,” a young lady, trimmed more or less all over with 
the ‘‘ pale stars ” which were ‘‘nothing more” to the gentleman whose 
name I forget, called upon me and offered me a bunch to wear “‘ for 
her sake!” Needless to say I spurned the insidious offer, She then 
asked me if I could stand tamely by and watch ‘‘the disintegration 
of the nation.” I asked her what that meant. She said she didn’t 
know, but would run back and ask them at the ‘‘ Ilabitation.” Mean 
time couldn't I wear the flowers? Once moreI said, ‘‘ No!” Then 
she whispered something of which I caught the words ‘‘ Habitation in 
the evening,” ‘‘ free drinks,’’—I asked her to take a seat. 

. * a . * a 

Sir, I wore those beastly vegetables all the blessed day, I wore them 
ostentatiously, amid scorching satire and ribald ridicule, and as evening 
closed around, I vended my way to the address my temptress had given 








me. You guess the rest. There zvas no “‘ Habitation,” there were n 
‘free drinks,”—in point of fact, I was ‘*had”’ once more. You may make 
what use you please of this story, and draw whatever moral you think 
fit, You may say ‘‘ how like a mean Conservative to bribe by insidiou 
promises never to be kept,” or you may say ‘‘ how likea sneaking Liberal 
to be bought, and sold, and taken in,’ all / say is, I’ve no tip for you 
this week, but you may rely on that given in my last, and I am, 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 








We Will-owe it Much. 
[The willow is being cultivated in large quantities in America, for med 
purposes. } 
For medicinal plans now America grows 
The willow, the willow, the willow; 
For various virtues ‘tis said to disclose, 
This willow, this willow, this willow, 
Be pleased at the tidings we all of us should ; 
But will the decoction obtained from this wood, 
3e sure when we're seedy to do us all good ? 
Say, ‘* It will-oh, it will-oh, it will-oh !” 





Mr. GLADSTONR’S song in reference to the Secessionists :—‘*‘ We're 
going to do without ’em,”’ 
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A Protest from Flora, 


[A piece of verse circulated in the interests of the P, L. and its flower 
suppliers says, 
‘*In every floweret lies concealed 
The image of Lord Beaconsfield.”’] 


DEAR Mr. Fon,—Of wits the best— 
I crave permission to protest 

Against a certain bit of verse 

Which good Conservatives rehearse. 
This bit of verse mayhap hath claims 
For high and mighty Primrose Dames : 
‘*Tn every floweret lies concealed 

The image of Lord Beaconsfield !”’ 


No prejudice of any kind 

DoI possess, please bear in mind, 
Against the late lamented Peer, 

Nor did I the Lord B. revere, 

But I, as goddess of the Flowers, 
Familiar with their gentle powers, 
Deny that in each flower’s concealed 
‘* The image of Lord Beaconsfield ! ”’ 


To Primrose Day I don’t object 

If Tories like to be bedecked 

With primrose-posies on that day, 
Against it I have nought to say. 

This custom by large crowds obeyed, 
Assists to swell the flower trade, 

Still, in that flower there’s not concealed 
‘‘ The image of Lord Beaconsfield |” 


Concerning all my plants sublime, 
There seems no reason in that rhyme, 
’T would be received with artful grin 
By that same Grand Old Benjamin, 
Pray do the cowslip, lily, rose, 

The violet, and such disclose 

That somewhere in them lies concealed 
‘‘ The image of Lord Beaconsfield ? ” 


Dost think that Nature, my great chief 
Imprints on petal, calyx, leaf, 

On bud, cr blossom, stalk or seed, 
The brand of politics, indeed ? 

Not she !—the flowers she gives to me 
From heated politics are free ; 

No party-creed’s in them concealed, 
Especially that of Beaconsfield ! 





IT is Wizest tew assume that the happening is for the best ; 
man 1z overwhelmed with responsibility, and yet seeks to take 
upon himself the responsibility of the future. —O. E. Ports. 
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CUTTING OUT THE DAY, 
ELEVEN A.M, 


Aunt Matilda —*‘ AH, MY DEAR GIRLS, I THOUGHT YOU'D BRE SUR- 
PRISED TO SRE MR! YOU SEE, THERE WAS AN EXCURSION FROM MAN- 
GOLD-CUM-WORZEL TO-DAY. SO I THOUGHT I’D JUST RUN UP AND GRT 
YOU TO TAKE ME TO A FEW PLACES—THE TOWER, MADAME Tossaub's, 
THE ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS, THR NATIONAL GALLERY, THE SOUTH KkN- 
SINGTON MUSEUM, THK ALBERT MEMORIAL, THE WHITECHAPRL ART 
GALLERY, THE BETHNAL GREEN MUSEUM, AND THE New LAw Courts, 
AND GET BACK IN NICE TIME TO HAV A BIT OF DINNER, AND CATCH 
MY TRAIN AT SEVEN OCLOCK; FOR I SOPPOSE WE SHOULDN’T HAVER 
TIME TO GET A LOOK AT THE CRYSTAL PALACE,” 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

















ail, 


Monpay, April 20,—Brixton Baggally considers that because Mr. 


‘ Arrah, now, the craythur doesn * like ye, Mister Parnell, 
: ver get a dhrop out of it, let alone fifty million, Sure she says she Li tos 


as clerk to St, Pancras Vestry, he ought not to 





represent St. Pancras in Parliament. But, surely, Commons growing so 
very Vestry-like in tone, parochial probation ought to be an advantage ; 
| and as regards Mr. Gibb’s appointment before he stood for the borough, 
ny | he decided to, in darkey parlance, ‘Gibb it up.” So much for East 
| St. Pancras. Later on, the Member for the North Division of that 
parish drew attention to the desolate condition of the tract of land west 
of the Law Courts. Why, argues this limb of the law, with a soul 
yearning for the beautiful, cannot those members of the profession who 
wait till Rawlinson reaches 11.30's be able to gaze upon a stretch of 
swards as verdant as themselves and on the flowers that bloom in the 
spring, tra-la; or, when tired of listening to the railings of contending 
litigants within, contemplate from those second-tioor windows the 
ornamental railings without? Crofters Bill passes through committee. 

House adjourns, and the Parliamentary Brood disperses itself over the 
country to cackle over the Irish Easter Egg, 











The Wit and Wisdom of Octavius Ebenezer Potts, 
Esquire, 
HIZ FILOSOFY,—ACORNS, 
Lire and hope are co-existent. When we loze hope we loze life, 


and vice veri, 
That man who possesses what he kannot appreciate has no moral 


right to it. 
That man who can best use up his odd moments iz the best master in 


the art of ekonomy. 
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THE VESTRYMAN.—HOW 
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**T'll tell yer ‘ow I dealt with the worritin’ Ratepayer, Billy,” said the 


‘ } 


HE TURNED THE TABLES ON ’'EM. 




















Vestry- ‘Well, the roads was a bit muddy that winter but wot got my monkey hup 
I 


man to his heir; ‘‘and let it be a wrinkle to you wen you're a vestryman, as of was, the Ratepayer began to fidget about it.” 


irse you will be, to save them rotten tenements I shall leave yer fr 
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“‘And wuss; till that Ratepayer feller—the henemy, my boy, of hevery public 
sperrited Vestryman with ‘i, own intrests at ‘eart—he comes a-knocking at my fan- 
light in a huff.” 
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| the March winds ‘ad turned that six foot 
t a gang for to sweep it. An’ wot’s more, I summonsed the Ratepayer for the dust as 
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THE CUSTOMER'S CRIME, 
{In a recent case by a customer against a bootmaker for assault, plaintiff stated that 
defendant had broken bis word as to repairing the boots at a certain time ; that, when 
Sealy plaintiff did get his boots, he said, “ You have kept me waiting for my 
and | will keep you waiting for your money; apd that defendant's assistants 
then attacked him to get the boots back. The mmgistrate, Sir Andrew Lusk, said it 
was “a rubbishing case, all about an old pair ot boots,” and that “ plaintiff was wrong 
in trying to leave the shop without paying !") 
PIpPLeR was once a bosom friend of ours; so the pain it must inflict 
upon us to tell this story may be imagined. We do not hesitate to say 
that we never should have believed Pippler capable of it had we not been 
assured of his fearful flagitiousness by another friend of ours—a magis- 
trate. Poor fellow !—he was dreadfully shocked and upset at telling us, 
for be was also a bosom friend of Pippler’s; indeed, most of Pippler’s 
bosom friends were magistrates. It was a long time before this i 
trate could bring himself to tell us about it at all; and, as it was, he 
to be supported and fanned by his clerk, whom he always carried about 
with him, under his arm, for reference. 

Why, if any one a few months back had whispered to us that Pippler 
could possibly be anything else than a good, upright, virtuous, law- 
abiding man incapable of crime, we would have flung it in his teeth— 
we would have made him eat his words—we would have spurned him 
from us. 

But it happened, and in this way. 

Pippler had a wooden leg, an heisloom which had been left to him by 
a rich relative, who had also left P. the whole of his property, with the 
strict condition that P. should wear this wooden leg continually upon 
pain of heavy penalties. Every clear day he passed without wearing it 
one thousand pounds were to be deducted by the trustees from the legacy, 
and given to a charity. 

It was a very handsome wooden leg too, made of a selection of the 
rarest and most costly woods, and stichly inlaid with gold, silver, ivory, 
and precious stones; and there were also heavy penalties attached to 
any damage which might occur to the leg while in P.’s possession ; the 
loss in its value due to any injury, however slight, having to be valued 
by a valuer, the sum to be deducted from the legacy being five hundred 
times that named in the valuation, 

So, of course, Pippler was very careful of his leg; but one day he 
found that the glue had started in a critical place, the defect threatening 
to jeopardise the whole structure, Therefore P. relucantly decided to 
take it to be repaired. 

‘* How long will the repair take?” he asked of the repairer. ‘‘I must 
entreat you not to keep me a moment longer than necessary, as I lose a 
thousand pounds a day until I get it back,” 

**Oh, you shall have it in half-an-hour,” replied the tradesman. 

** Without fail?” said P, ** Without fail; I promise you most solemnly,” 
said the repairer. So P. left the leg, and when he had turned the corner, 
the repairer put the leg away in a lumber-room, and set to work on 
another job. 

Pippler sat up all that night waiting for it to come ; but it didn’t. So, 
next morning, P. went round to the repairer’s and said: ‘‘ You told me 
half-an-hour, and now you have cost me a thousand pounds,” 





**T am so sorry,” said the repairer. ‘It's all that wicked workman 
of mine. 3 But you shal! have it this afternoon without fail—on my solemn 
promise, 
And when P. had turned the corner agaio, the repairer put a few more 
articles on top of that leg in the lumber-room, and set about another job. 
Well, this went on regularly for a fortnight,—P. having by that time 
lost fourteen thousand pounds ; and then P. went down on his knees to 
the repairer, and sobbing, begged him to give back the leg repaired or 
unrepaired ; but the tradesman regretted extremely, but he had had to 
send it to Birmingham to be done with a particular kind of glue, but it 
would be back that day week without fail, and upon his solemn word. 
But at the end of twenty weeks it had not come back, and Pippler had 
forfeited the whole of his fortune; still, the leg was of value; so P. 








begged to have it, but the repairer was very sorry that it was still at 
Birmingham. Then P. threatened to go and get a summons, and the 
repairer went up to the lumber-room and brought it down. 

It was quite a wreck, owing to damp and rats; most of it was in 
shreds ; and nearly all the precious stones had dropped out ; and Pippler 
gazed, dry-eyed, upon it; and now comes the sad—the disgraceful—the 
Alagitious part of the story :— 

“* The repairs come to seven pounds nine and threepence,” said the 
r , ‘our terms are always cash on delivery.” 

And then Pippler—why not relate it? Have we not cut him for ever 
—did that base thing. He actually got indignant, nay, worse ; he said 
to the irer, ** You have kept me waiting for my leg, and ruined me ; 
and shall wait until to-morrow for your money.” 

atrocity of the words absolutely incited nausea. What wonder 
that the outraged shopkeeper sprang upon him, and smashed his hat, 
and broke his arms and legs, and jumped upon him, and finally handed 
him over to the avenging law! The atrocity of Pippler has, we fear, left 
a lasting stigma upon the whole circle of his acquaintances. The very 
idea of a customer attempting—actually attempting to h:Ip himself in 
any way is too—really too—oh dear ! 




















HOTCH POTCH, 


A GERMAN military critic scoffs at the way the French troopers ride. 
In his eyes a charge of Gallic cavalry has the appearance of a donkey 
race. By-the-way, during the Franco-Prussian war, hundreds and 
hundreds of Germany’s finest warriors were scattered like chaff, and bit 
the dust under the fierce charges of the French Cuirassiers. The German 
critic, however, has deeply wounded the vanity of the French by his 
ridiculous remark, and the Gallic journals have poured forth a torrent 
of abuse on his “‘ beer-fuddled” head. Yet one French newspaper is 
weak enough to say, ‘‘If we cannot kick the spies out of our country, 
at least, let them only see the good side of what they spy. An army 
ought to be like a coquette, skilled in letting her beauties be guessed, 

more skilled in hiding her imperfections.” Napoleon I. preferred 
exercising skill in getting rid of imperfections, instead of hiding them. 
Napoleon III, went on precisely the opposite tack. The Republic 
should not follow Ais example. 


A MINISTER has recently relieved himself of a quantity of pent-up 
religious fanaticism by burling thunderbolts of denunciation at shop- 
keepers who leave their windows without shutters on Sundays. He 
opines that gratuitous exhibitions of cod-liver oil and packets of senna 
must not be allowed to shock the eyes of children on the Sabbath; 
neither should boys be enticed to gaze, with mingled awe and pleasure, 
on penny canes and marbles. The eyes of men must not be attracted 
to the right or to the left by shows of pipes and printed invitations to 
y+ egpnen- pant snuff. Girls should not be decoyed into peeping at 
dolls; and women must not have their thoughts distracted, and their 
minds unhinged, by being able to obtain glimpses of bonnets, and 
ney of fashionable beauties. Another saintly party has also 

dded forth as a toucher-up of things generally, and after enumerating 
various wickednesses that the human is continually guilty of, he states 
that the habit of taking short walks on the Sabbath is calculated to bring 
down a heavier punishment than corns. 


Tue German governor who was on board the German gunboat 
Cyclop when she bombarded Money Bimbia promptly began his work 


of civilising the natives on landing after the town was destroyed. Like 
a Christian officer and an educated gentleman, he immediately published 
a reward offering twenty gold pieces to anyone who would bring him 
the dead body of the king. Then the niggers, anxious to be civilised 
straight off, clustered round him and shouted, ‘* Dat am so far as shoot- 
fire white mans goes, eh? Bones ob king am worth tree dimes dat to 
show in your own lands. White man’s too tamme trickee, Sixty gold 


pieces, or no tead king.” 
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A TERRIBLE TRAGEDY ON THE DRIBBLE, 
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It was believed that there was a fish in the River Having made their wills and taken leave of their At last the music of Sprigs’ snores charmed the 
Dribble, because Sprigs declared he had seen it basking families, the adventur. rs started for and arrived at the fresh-water shark from his hole under the root of 
one day near the root of a tree. So Sprigs, McMilt scene of action. Hour after hour ssed away t th the Sl viy h ‘wal r tae 
™ figs gioeet foe senile mean aie . ee . ss a ; pa a way, ye 1e le tree is, owly he swam round the fishermen, 
Babble anc Jobbins swore a terrible swear they would fresh-water shark did not put inan appearance. McMile thoroughly fascinated by the melody Sudcenly 
cat h him or die. Sprigs said there was danger, as the took ounces of snuff, Babble and Jobbins decided the the mus:c becawe too much for his feelings, so, 
fish was a fresh-water shark, Home Rule question and Greek difficulty; but Sprigs seizing Sprigs’ bait, he leapt towards him in the 

slept placidly and snored musically. air. Four widows wept at the inquest. 








orn Mrs. Gladstone's Haster Song. 


PicK&D UP IN PALACE YARD ON THE EV&NING OF 
APRIL 16H, 1556, 


Come heme to our Ha'rden, Will, 
For the Magpie [louse has flown, 

Come home to our Ha'rden, Will, 
I am here in the Brougham alone ; 

And Peel has hung up his Speaker’s wig, 
And the Charwoman covered the Throne. 


All night the reporters heard, 
Liberal—Tory—Rad ; 

And the wind of debate was stirr'd, 
Till the language got rather bad ! 

But at last the House rose up like a bird, 
And fluttered away like mad ! 


I said to Willy, ‘‘ There is but one 
With whom I have heart to be gay ; 

When will the Tories leave you alone 
To come to the woods and play?” 

Now half to their club cigars are gone, 

| And half to the humble clay ; 

| Low on the wood and loud on the stone, 

The last cab rattles away. 


| He has floated a splendid scheme 
For the passionate Irish State ; 
Home Rule has been long his dream 
(He won't get it while /’m his mate !) 
Some cry with hysterical scream, 
Twill the Empire disintegrate, 
The foolish rush with unsafe high steam, 




















PICKING UP THE PICKET. 
While wise ones whisper ‘* We wait.” 
Captain.—‘‘ LOOK HERE, WHEN YOU TwO MEN WERE TOLD ' 
OFF AS AN ADVANCE GUARD I DIDN’T RX°ECT YOU'D DISGRACE He is coming, my own, my dear— 
MY COMPANY BY STOPPING AT POBLIC-HOUSES ON THE MARCH He is coming, my Grand Old Man! 
DOWN ; BUT THE COLONEL TELLS ME HE HEARS YOU DID sO,” I know his step, like the supper beer, 
Private Boozer.—‘* WHY, WR NEVER LOOKED INSIDE A POBLIC- Or the baked potato can! 
I would surely wake if I heard it near, 


HOUSER, CAPrain,” 
Captain. —‘* Wuy, THE BARMAID AT ‘THE JOLLY WAGGONERS’ Were I dead as the dead Queen Anne, 


SAID YOU HAD Two PINTs OF Beer BACH.” _ 
Private Boozer.—‘* THAT SHOWS WHAT A LIAR SHB IS, CaApP- 

TAIN. IT was Strout,” IT seems to have been decided by men of superior information that 

eéieicin d ssh delightful name A//red, which signifies “all peace,” should be spelt 

} r Aelfred in books of cult; but in frivolous literature it may be spelt in 

_ From the knowledge of the fakt that the fiting man gets one shil- | the vulgar form, without outraging the feelings of learned folk ver 


ling and a penny a day, soldiery iz robbed ov most ov its romanse.— | much, or causing them to weep, When on a desperate ink-slingi 
O. E, Ports, frivol, we generally spell it alfred. 
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THE GREAT DEVOORER! 


Mr. Porker was a well conducted quadruped. He stuck to the 
shop, and the shop, as it always does under these circumstances, stuck 
tohim, He did not sand the sugar to such an extent as to take the 
enamel off the teeth of his best customers. His sago was not all made 
from potato starch, There was not more Fuller’s earth in his cocoa 
than the average amount administere] to the credulous housekeeping 
Britoness. So Mr, Porker waxed fat, and at length kicked against the 
confinement of the shop. 

‘*I shall retire from business,” he said, ‘‘I shall have a nice villa 
out Thames Valley way. I’ll have a conservatory, a gold fish pond, a 
statue or two, a rockery, and a summer-house to blow my bacca’ in—in 
fact, I'll live like an independent man should live,” 

Now, Mr. Porker, let it be known, had made a small! mint of money 
in the grocery line, so he could pretty well afford to do what he pleased. 
He wasn’t selfish, though, cither. In fact, he gave all his numerous 
progeny a helping hand, and they were all getting along very well in 
small businesses of their own. 

**T’m quite happy,” he said ; ‘‘ I've had my go at the shop, and helped 
the young ‘uns, now I mean to enjoy myself for the rest of my life.” 


So Mr. Porker devoted himself to rural pleasures. He grew cauliflowers 
for his own table, that cost him only about eighteenpence each, which, 
of course, was a great saving from buying them at the greengrocer's, 

Peir weight in 


He had fowls, and got his own eggs for a little less than t 
silver, considering 
the outlay on runs, 
coops, &c. He 
was a happy con- 
tented man, 

jut he had a 
neighbour, one 
Mr, Fox, Mr, 
Fox was a very 
cunning person. 
He had had his 
name in the pa- 
pers often enough. 
He had had his 
name on a good 
deal of paper in 
the way of accept- 
ances that were 
not always met. 

‘What I want 
as my special le- 
ver,” he used to 
say, ‘‘is capital ; 
only a fairish 
amount of capital, 
and I would be- 
come a Vander- 
bilt.” 

Then as he 
hadn’t got much 
capital himself, he 
was always amus- 
ing himself by ad- 
dressing those who 
had, One day he 
was sitting with Mr, Porker, in Mr. Porker’s summer-house, smoking 
Mr. Porker’s cigars, and drinking Mr. Porker’s port. ‘You have 
grown so fond of the country,” he said to his host, ** that I should think 
you could do with a deer park and a pinery.”’ 

Mr. Porker grunted and shook his head. 
are a cut above my means,” he said, 

** But I shouldn't think they need be,” answered Mr. Fox. 

** If you think I’m such an ass as to go dabbling in ‘ Americans’ and 
what not, you're much mistaken,” and Mr, Porker grunted, and filled 
himself another glass of the best particular old crusted. 

**T don’t mean any fooling of that sort. What I mean is this, You 
kaow your business, and know it better than buyers even at Civil Service 
Stores and such like. Now you find out a neighbourhood where there 
are a lot of small businesses. You go and open a very big store there, 
and put a slashing lot of capital in it. With a heavy pile of the ‘ready’ 
you can always buy in the cheapest market, and you can of course under- 
ee S the small fry.” Mr. Porker looked Mr, Fox thoughtfully in 
the face, 

“There's something in what you say,” he said, ‘‘I should like to be 
a man of big fortune instead of moderate.” 

For some time Mr, Porker thought the matter over. At the end of a 
fortnight he came to the conclusion that he would go in for the Big 
Store venture. Soon he opened a big grocery and provision place, 
bigger than ever before had been seen in the East-end, He was an 


** Deer parks and pineries 














uncommon smart man, too, was Mr. Porker. He knew that the seller 
will always rush first to the man with the largest ready capital, and he 
knew how to take advantage of him accordingly. There was not a shop 
withina half-mile radius that he could not undersell by fifteen per cent. 
No one else had a chance to stand against him. 

‘You will live,” said Mr, Fox, ** to have the park and that pinery after 
all,” 

And what is more, Mr, Porker and everyone else who understood such 
matters began to think so too, Mr. Porker, however, was still very 
homely and quiet in his habits, One day he said to Mr, Fox, “Like 
likes like. I feel rather off my feed to-day; I wish you would go and 
buy me a nice leg of pork, and you shall dine with me for your trouble.” 

So Mr. Fox sallied forth on his errand, and in due time returned with 
a very nice little leg indeed. 

‘*It is a very nice leg,” said Mr. Porker; ‘‘ but, dear me, Mr, Fox, 
this mother’s mark of a sage leaf and a slice of onion tells me that it must 
have belonged to my poor nephew, Francis Bacon.” 

“ Very likely it did,” said Mr. Fox, composedly, ‘‘When you opened 
your big store, his small business soon went to smash, so his creditors 
cut him up and sent him to the butcher’s.” 

‘* Well, well, well,” answered Mr. Porker, *‘he was always a soft, 
tender creature ; let’s have him with some nice baked potatoes and a dry 
parsnip or two.” ; 

About a week after this Mr. Porker said he would like a nice leg if 
salted, as it was 
very good cold for 
breakfast, with 
some Nepaul pep- 
per and dry toast. 
So Mr. Fox went 
and bought the leg 
of salted likewise. 

** Here,” cried 
Mr. Porker ; ®* six 
toes on this trot- 
ter! Why, this 
must be my cousin 
Joe.” 

** Ves,” said Mr. 
Fox, ‘the was 
another you've 
cracked up by un- 
derselling. His 
creditors cut him 
up too, and he was 
soon in the mar- 
ket.” w 

‘Poor joe!” 
said Mr. Porker; 
but for all that he 
thoroughly enjoy- 
ed Joe at dinner, 
and picked the 
bones with the 
keenest enjoy- 
ment. 

About a fort- 
night after he said 
he would like an- 
other leg for baking. Mr, Fox brought in a really splendid leg. 

Mr. Porker looked at it for a moment. 

** Bless my soul and body,” he said, ‘‘do you see the apple sauce 
mark ; this leg must come from my son Tom. Did he fail too, and 
was he cut by his creditors from my opening the store here?” 

** He did just so,” answered Mr. Fox. 

** Deary, deary me,” said Mr, Porker, ** well, I always brought up 
Tom very well, so he'll make very good eating. Business zs business 
nowadays, and we can’t afford to be sorry for anybody. While I shed 
a father’s tear, perhaps you'll kindly go out and buy the sage and 
onions,” 

So as time went on, Mr, Porker devoured the whole of his family, 
and waxed still fatter and flourished still more. 

Wherein lies one of the great questions of the dim mystic—what's- 
his-name ?—future. 

Mr. Porker—Big Capital Success ! 

Mr, Small Porker—Small Capital Ruin, 








Not a Leg-itimate Joke. 


Some people never seem to know how to put a thing. For 
instance, the day Jenks had his leg amputated at the knee, it was 
most inconsiderate of old Parkes to ask him how he got over the 
hoppyration ! 
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“MORE HONOURED IN THE BREACH THAN IN 
THE OBSERVANCE.” 
‘*WHAT’S ALL THAT NOTICE ABOUT, THEN?” 


*©OH, THAT'S NOTHING, DON’T MIND THAT, 
BODY DOES,” 


(4 child was bitten severely a few days back by one of the mumerous 
army of unmuzzled dogs at large.) 


I pon’T. No- 





The Latest Language. 


(The language of sealing-wax has taken the place of the language of flowers: Red 
wax is used for business purposes, blue wax is significant of love, and five tints of 
various blueness are necessary, so that each stage of the tender passion may have its 
corresponding coloured wax, &c., &c.] 


PEOPLE used to go in for the Language of Flowers, 
Especially people with love affairs ; 
And the flowers developed poetic powers, 
Full often consoling to love-sick pairs. 
But now we have changed all that, and lately 
Your earnest wooer his cranium racks, 
To move his own true sweetheart greatly, 
By adopting the Language of Sealing-Wax ! 


No more need forget-me-not, rose, and lily, 
And other flowerets of amorous fame, 

Plead Strephon’s passion, —’tis now deemed silly, 
Assistance from simple flowers to claim. 

Those plants which, of yore, the friends of lovers, 
Folks now regard with affection lax ; 

For a sighing swain great relief discovers, 
In writing the language of sealing- wax. 


Please note that great care you must show respecting 
The hue of the wax when you’d love declare ; 
And mind you are never led into selecting 
Red wax—that’s used but for some business affair. 
Blue wax is the wax for a lover’s billets, 
And with various tints you your mind must tax ; 
Away with pansies, roses, and daffadowndillies, 
They’re not so expressive as sealing-wax, 


Five shades of blue you require for showing 
The state of your love towards the girl of your heart. 
Say, azure, to show your affection’s growing ; 
And cobalt, when love causes many a smart ; 
A Royal blue, when your passion increases ; 
An ultramarine, when love’s anguish racks ; 
An indigo-tint, when your heart’s in pieces— 
All this is Love’s language of sealing-wax. 


And if you would ofter congratulation 
To fellow-spooners, who've booked a date 
For Hymen to cause them an altar-ation, 
Then your wax must be pink, I beg to state. 
And when, after worry your life’s made pleasant, 
By her naming the day, after sundry snacks ; 
If you wish to invite certain friends to be present, 
You must send them the whitest of sealing-wax. 





Men and Things. 


It is all very fine to underrate the power of criticism, but how could 
actresses get on without puffs ? 

Powder and paint will always be in vogue as long as actresses Aave 
got the face to use such things, 

A steep hill to a bicyclist is like an ive pantomime to a 
theatrical manager—it takes a lot of trouble to get uf. 

It is not an uncommon practice for the profession to take a trip to 
America because they are fartial to a long run. 

It is not a very serious thing for two actresses or actors to fall out 
when playing at a theatre ; the very next evening they make up before 
they g° on the stage. 

Bull-dogs are an accepted type of courage, but we have known the 
lowly and despised kitten come uf /o the scratch, 

People have been known to exist for years without speaking—this /s 
not saying much. 

Travellers nowadays have the advantage over the travellers of bygone 
ages, The traveller on the ocean has his rvo// every morning. 

The saying, give him rope enough, originated with Napoleon, He 
wanted rope enough, but did not get it—Eu-rofe, 





Hpigram. 
‘* Mr. Parnell has a novel on the stocks.”"—Dasly Paper.) 


IT is, forsooth, a change he wants, 
This man of plot and mystery ; 
And so he takes and writes romance, 

Instead of making history. 




















MILD EGOTISM. 
“‘SogRY YOU GOT TURNED OUT OF THE ACADEMY, OLD 
n,” 
Yes, BEASTLY SHAME, WASN'T IT? BoT OF COURSE YOU 


KNOW THE REASON,” 

‘6 WeLL—er—I suPpPOse—” 

“ToO GOOD FOR THEM—YES, THAT'S IT. FACT 18, THEY 
HAVE SUCH A LOT OF DOFFERS AMONGST THEIR OWN MEMBERS, 
THEY DON’T WANT ANYBODY TO SEND A REALLY FIRST-RATE 
PICTURE, IT SHOWS THEM UP $0.” 
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THE EASTER MANCZEUVRES.—FULL AND AUTHENTIC ACCOUNT BY OUR “SPECIAL.” 
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The Post Office Corps naturally guarded the The Inns of Court e¢e.ramined the foe as soon as And the Artists drew the enemy in grand style. 
; communications. there was the slightest evidence of their presence. 
7 
' — Now | want fo see } 
; _ a ' oe - THAT ALL DONE 
TOGETHER ! 
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The number of A¢/?¢ in the London Scottish was large, but Officers were conspicuously successful ia the handling Of course the linesmen engaged were most 
they seemed pretty jolly over it. of their men. regular in their evolutions. 
Cheap William When the great Mr, Gladstone has fixed on the Good News. 
. figure, [According to the fashion 5 cri j 
: ‘ ; According to the fashion papers crinolettes and 
[See Cart OON, ] Ife makes it his task bustles are to be abolished forthwith J 
Tis stated—nor are wea secret betrayiog— . To finally ask, ee Ou, glorious news to those whom female-dress 
That the Land Purchase Bill Some lookers-on haply may wish it were bigger, Hath lately caused to use their laughter- 
Is a bitterish pill _And many may wish it were less ; muscles, 
To a number of men ; and it goes without saying | While possible buyers sniff, pooh-pooh, and | A+ Fashion’s fiat joy they will express : 
That people will rather think twice | snigger, Henceforth there'll be no crinolettes or 
| Before they will calmly decide upon paying And pull a long face bustles ! 
(When not very rich) With a very poor grace ; 
For an article, which nan But the vendor pursues them with wonderful | No more with camel-humps will ladies spoil 
No certain assurance of profit’s displaying, vigour Their graceful carriage as they onward 
A pretty stiff price, That means a success. rustle, 
But prices when they raise a frown, A cheapish knife won't do, I wot, Tis better so; the world, with all its toil, 
Are sometimes apt, like coons, to come down, | To cut the Irish Gordian Knot, Already is much over-worn with bustle. 
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WAITERS AT THE COLONIAL AND INDIAN EXHIBITION. 
(WAITING FOR THE Queen, MAY 4TH, 1336,) 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


HE Giose.—Whether the Pickpocket 
will prove another Private Secretary, 
being matter within the region of 

rophecy, and, therefore, quite 
eyond the scope of dramatic 
criticism—or of the dramatic critic, 
at any rate—concerns me not to 
enquire. It has one starting point 
in common with its predecessor, 
however—it is a very ordinary play, 
compact of worn devices for the 
raising of a laugh. The laugh 
comes, it is true, but that is main 
attributable to the acting —whi 
briogs me to the point, 


Yi Oor old friend, the jealous and 
Vy / passionate husband, is played with 
Wight sd a determined reality that carries all 
Ze... before it by Mr, Henley (who must 

2G SAt> Dot be confused with Mr. Penley, 
ghee by-the-way, any more thanthe latter, 

Sue Caton 2s ee who plays a waiter called Andrew, 

STON—A GOOD DEAL ‘‘? THE Vang,” #8 to be confused with Mr. Andrews, 

who plays a seaside doctor called 
Shaw—why not sea-Shaw?). That extreme suspicion and artfulness 
which usually lands its possessor triumphantly on the wrong tack is 
admirably — by Mr. Henley, he twitches all over with sus- 
picion, and his very hair and moustache are erect and alert. It is, 
perhaps, in consequence of his covering the former with a dark wig, and 
shaving off the latter (whereby he inadequately disguises himself), that 
he goes so lamentably wrong afterwards, Like the rest of a strong cast, 
Mr. Henley suffers from the “‘ talkiness ” of the dialogue, and lapses into 
unnecessary noisiness ; but on the whole it is a very complete study, 





ll 


Mr, Pen.ey’s waiter is another very complete bit of acting, artisti- 
cally worthy to compare with his Robert Spalding, though its possi- 
bilities are by no means so great, There is a sort of deferential dignity 
and superiority in the manner with which he submits to, and apparently 

as ‘all in the day’s work,” the eccentricities going on around 
him, which is as ludicrous as it is characteristic. His feelings are occa- 
sionally outraged beyond endurance, and at such times he takes a facial 
revenge which is lovely and side-splitting to see; but at all times the 
ready subsidence of his disturbed feelings, his glib manner, and the 
disciplined calm with which he proceeds to his next duty, are all striking 
points in a quaint and ticklesome whole, 





_ Tue rest of the acting, though good, has nothing very startling about 
it, Mr. Hill appears as an invalid—wun ma/lade imaginaire—and talks 
about being slim and fairylike, and generally alludes to his ponderosity, 
as usual; but he has no other chance of raising a laugh, and this is 
rather a poor one, Mr, Hawtrey is fairly equal to the requirement of 
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Tus Gross —GCrumbleton—"' I'm ill, 1 tell you: I'm a shattered tevalid.* 
, Andrews—“ Hill, Sir? Cert'n'y, Sir ; always //ill, Sir, in every piece I've see you 
in lately, Sir.” j 

the light comedy “* title part,” though a good deal more might be made 
of it; and Mr. Andrews performed the smal! part of the Doctor with a 
good sense of character. The ladies’ parts are of less importance, but 
Miss Cissy Grahame made the gushing young wife acceptable both by 
reason of her attractive appearance and her ability ; Mrs. Leigh Murray 
successfully portrayed the character of an old maid, and Miss Vane 








Featherston played very nicely, and wore some nice dresses as Freda 
Grumbleton, The scenery is sufficiently good (the last act an elaborate 
set), and I think some alterations or redecorations have taken place ; 
but really it is so long since I was in the house that I almost forget what 
it was like, hb ES 

Tue GrANp.—Mr. Charles Wilmot, the manager of this theatre, 
and Mr. A, J. Charleson, have, in Hard Hearts, concocted a drama of 
the regular blood and thunder order—blood we have, de fac/o, and if 
not thunder, at least—astorm at sea, Though compounded of elements, 
the stalest of the stale, time-honoured, hackneyed and familiar, the 
two pieces apparently most in the authors’ minds were Charles Reade’s 
The Scuttled Ship and The Silver King. Given this absolute want of 
originality (which even Mr. H. A, Jones would admit, I imagine) the 
matter is put together with good stage-craft, albeit it is all much too 
garrulous. 





A WICKED old shipowner, of unreliable and troubled conversation, 
and a doubtful knowledge of his children’s names, has two sons, one 
whose ingenuous boating clothes and extreme springiness of gait prove 
him to be all that is good and virtuous ; and another whose scowling 
brows, aggressive pipe, and crushed wide-awake, are evidence of the 
deep depravity within. This shipowner discloses a plan to his wicked 
offspring, Jasper, whereby an elderly gentleman is to be murdered, and 
suspicion cast upon the springy-footed but innocent Mark. And it is 
no doubt, in consequence of the hesitating and confused nature of the 
old gentleman’s conversation already 
hinted at, that, in the event, he 
himself is murdered by mistake — 
and the wicked offspriog aforesaid. 


THERE is, besides this incident, 
a wicked merchant sea-captain in the 
piece, a lively servant maid, a comic 
clerk, an heiress, a parrot, and a 
storm at sea. The elements in this 
latter were a trifle refractory on the 
first night, and the ship refused to 
sink for ever so long, and could, 
indeed, only be persuaded to com- 
promise the matter in the end, and 
do so side-ways. However, the hero 
and a lady whom he had rescued 
were at length left satisfactorily 
struggling in the sea (somebody said 
there was a raft, but I didn’t see it) 
amid the pleasing concatenation of 
a violent storm and a shining moon. 





THE Granv.—Cross AND BrRuTAL. 


A coop strong company, many 
of whom didn’t know their parts, 
have been engaged for the production. Messrs, Walter Bentley, C. H. 
Stephenson, W. T. Abingdon, W. Hargreaves, and A, Wheatman gave 
a very satisfactory account of the parts entrusted to them, and Miss 
Annie Wilson would perhaps have made more impression upon Mr. 
Brinkworth and the rest of us if we could have heard one or two of her 
remarks, Miss Florence Cowell plays an ill-used wife with a full know- 
ledge of the requirements of the strong drama, and not without a natural 
touch or two to show her capable of better things. Mr. Julian Cross 
gives a very full and finished rendering of the wicked sea-captain of 
scuttling tendencies, though there was something extremely comical in 
his leap into the air before Mr. Bentley’s knock-down blow. Miss Blanche 
Garnier merits a word for a sprightly performance of a waiting-maid. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Miss Helen Barry will appear at the Royalty 
on the §th prox., I believe, in Led Astray. Everybody knows what a sweet 
almond, I mean, Armande she makes.—Mr. W. H. Kennedy, the 
buffo-mesmerist, is putting people to bed, or, at any rate, to sleep, at 
the Holborn, for a few weeks.—The Novelty will close anon.—Mr. 
J]. A. Cave makes his appearance at his theatre in his play with the com- 
+ ay — title of Zife’s Battle, or holes and corners of London Life,— 

r. Freeman takes his ‘* ben.” at the Grand to-morrow, let me remind 
you. Mr. Charles Wilmot and ‘‘a host of attractions.”—Easter High 
Jinks at ‘‘ The Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern” have interrupted the 
regular programme, but to-day (Tuesday) the science lectures re-com- 
mence, and on Thursday the ballad concerts resume their weekly sway. — 
‘A new Polish Mazurka,” in which Miss Kate Vaughan “‘ figures,” has 
been added, among other things, to the attractions of Round the World at 
the Empire.—North Woolwich Gardens are in full swing again, and 
“happy days” are come-at-able for those who yearn for them.—Miss 
Cowen gives dramatic recitals at the Steinway Hall on three Tuesdays 


—in the evening on the 4th and 18th, and in the afternoon of the rth, 
NESTOR. 
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THE MADDENER.—AN INCIDENT OF THE THEATRE AND CONCERT ROOM. 
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You go in time, and settle down to enjoy yourselr. The Maddener—(for whose crimes, strange to say, there has never been capital 
punishment) —enters in the midst of the performance, and takes off his coat. 
From that moment he seems to grow bigger and louder every instant. 


) 


Zig 
—— 


And then, in the middle of the thrilling last act, he (being by this time of 
gigantic size) begins to put on the largest and flappiest overcoat in the universe ; 
and then you break down permanently. 


Then he digs his knees into your back, permanently injuring the spine. 



































































































200 FUN. 






May 5, 1886, 














Quisby and Barkins at the Royal Institute of 
Painters in Water-Colours. 


Mr. Eo1Tor,—According to your mandate, I visited the Institute on 
Easter Monday. It being a bank holiday, that confounded nuisance, 
Barkins, was 
on the trot, 
waylaid me at 
the door, and 
made a futile 
attempt to 
evade paying 
his entrance 
money by in- 
sisting that the 
editorial ticket 
admits two, 
A wily, bronz- 
ed, and be-me- 
dalled attend- 
ant was too 
much of an old soldier to allow him to glide through the turnstile 
without planking down a shilling. 

In an ill-temper be passed in, after passing a coin more or less bad. 
I ventured to soothe his palpable irritation by remarking, ‘‘ The pro- 
gress of art is really very marvellous.” 

“Bah!” retorted Barkins, ‘‘art is an epidemic like measles; and, 
sad to say, at this time of year it is of the most virulent type. People, 
sir, with glib tongues and little knowledge of colours palm themselves 
off as crit——” 

“This ‘Sweet Summer Time’ of Kilburne’s is a very pleasant pic- 
ture,” I interrupted nervously. 

**Ugh!” growled Barkins; ‘it’s a picnic, and I hate picnics, espe- 
cially when a cornet-player is a component part. See how that brass- 
bound blowist is torturing the company. Look at the pretty girl who is 
saying ‘ Blow him,’ or something still more naughty under her breath. 
[ tell you what, sir, cornet-players at picnics are more objectionable 
than earwigs.” 

*** The Pilot,’ by John Scott, is a charming work of idealisation,” I 
hinted. ‘Ah! pretty little girl being shown the way home by a sort of 
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crow ; far better if she’d"taken ahansom. The idea of her trusting toa 
bird of prey. Look here, Quisby, you ain’ta practical man. Out of senti- 
ment you'd go and eat all those fearfully blue ‘Surrey Cabbages,’ grown 
hy E. F. J. Clarke, if you could, and die of cholera. There’s a real 
picture for over there, John Absolon’s ‘ Lady Teazle.’” 

** Very fine,” I admitted; ‘*Solomon Hart in all his glory never 
painted anything to equal it.” 

‘* Here's something that fetches me,’’ laughed Barkins, ambling to- 
wards ‘** What'sup?” by T. W. Couldery. ‘' Lot of dirty little scamps 
looking over the Thames Embankment in hopes of seeing a body dragged 
out of the water. Observe that red-headed murderer inembryo. Watch 
his gloating expression, though he is but a year old. The dog in the 
right corner is the only decent member of the community assembled 
there,” and he grinned a ghastly grin. 

‘*H. Caffieri's work, ‘In a Foreign Element,’ is a bold realisation of 
nature,” I whispered. 
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** Sniffs of the sea,” returned Barkins; ‘‘ but there’s a black lobster 
in it; I only care for lobsters after they have been boiled to a nice bright 
















red. But here’s a funny smudge—‘ H.R.H. the Prince of Wales Elk- 
shooting in Sweden.’ While the noble sportsmen gather round, and 
face any danger they may be in with the 
cool indifference of blue blood, the ple- 
beian seated in the punt below shows in 
bis face his fear of a sudden and violent 
death. He would deem it no honour to 
die by the hand of a prince.” 

‘* Come, come,” I remonstrate; * you 
are too facetious, Let us wend our steps | 
towards the Central Gallery.” 

‘** Landing Sardines at Low Water,’ by 
R. W. Macbeth, seems to be a very power- 
ful distemper picture worked on linen.” j 

** What the dickens do I care whether [| 
it’s worked on linen or on asphalte,” 
mumbled Barkins. ‘‘ The two fisher-girls 
look to me as if they were bringing home 
the linen; as for being sardines—it’s a 
fraud. Bet you ten to one, if they are fish 
at all, they are sprats, The last tin o1 
‘sardines’ I had, sprinkled with tomatoes, 
too, were u 

** Oh, do dry up, Barkins,” I interposed, 
**Come along, and beam through your spectacles at E, J. Gregory's 
* Hoyden.’ ’ 

‘‘If I knew a hoyden, catch me let her testing my Wardour Street 
furniture like that,” jerked in Barkins, ‘‘ Strikes me the hoyden must 
be the artist’s wife.” 

‘* How do you like Staniland’s ‘Grubs and Butterflies?’” I asked, 
nervously ; for I felt I was in Barkins’ power. 

‘*It shows both grotesque and dramatic power,” he answered, with a 
chuckle. ‘* A selfish old savant doubtless is examining the animalculz 
on the wing of a butterfly, and keeping two young fools from their grub, 
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I can see from their expression it is time for luncheon. Their witals is 
a-gnawing for their wittles.’’ 

After this extraordinary criticism I knew all was lost, Mr. Editor, and 
allowed him to ramble as he liked, without ever attempting to pull the 
check-string. He decided that the subdued party reading C, Green's 
‘Interesting Volume” was not reading a French novel. He opined 
that Sir J. D, Linton would have done better had he painted ‘* The 

















Knight” from a ** chucked” Criterion masher, as more sticking-plaister 
and bumps would then have adorned his face. He insinuated that the 
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THE CRICKET SEASON HAS COMMENCED! 








a 2 
a 


Pi 23> = 


-_ 








=! 





a 





° J i 


‘R = 


- 
al 5 


+ 
* 
- 


~~ 


eS 


AN 
c cea \ 


——< ce 





Hearing that ‘* white ducks” are in demand, Farmer 
rurmuts is in hopes of doing good_business, 


Softy was told off to secure the pitch. (Then they pitched 
into him for doing so !) 
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Tosspot explained that he was soon “ out,’ 
because 4/s da¢ was “‘ sprung.” 
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“ No good my going in for it this 


“* Colts” vw, “Players.” (Interesting Match in Sporting and Theatrical 
Circles. ) 


Cook’s very glad as how the season's oa 
again. Them Cricketers is so cheerful! 





Scie Se. 


season. 


I'm ‘ stumped’ already.” 








Noah’s Ark young soldier, in E, A. Abbey’s pastoral, ‘*‘ The March 
Past,” could never have had any difficulty in getting his trousers on. 
He insisted that Sir James Linton’s ‘* Romeo and Juliet” were suffering 
from a complication of dyspepsia and jaundice, and both needed an 
apothecary’s blue pill, He also insinuated that R. was the class of 
young man that might be expected to go to roost with his clothes on later 
in the evening. He asserted, on entering the East Gallery, that ‘‘In 
a Cornish Village,” by Walter Langley, was one of the finest pictures 
inthe show. He declared, on looking at C N. Hemy’s “‘ Whifiling for 
Pollack,” that he knew personally what ‘‘ whiffling for Pollack” meant. 
After this remark I had some doubts as to his sanity. My doubts 
were removed when he sat down in front of C. H. Steer’s ‘* Mr. Quilp,” 
and, grovelling on the ground, shouted, *‘ Fight for it, you dogs.” 
Barkins hurled biting sarcasms at the bronzed be-medalled attendant 
who removed him into the public thoroughfare of Piccadilly. It’s dis- 
gusting! Can’t we get a lunacy order, or something, Mr, Editor? 
Yours painfully, QuIsBY, 





High Class Novelists. 


(‘‘ The best families are turning out a lot of fiction just now. There is in the Press 
a tale by a Countess, and in preparation a fiction by an Earl.”—Country Gentleman. | 


WITH a view to secure a pure Literature 
We have made an arrangement expensive 
With people of rank, who have cash in the bank, 
To write fiction both strange and extensive, 
These families high will daily supply— 
All couched in the grandest of diction— 
Tales of love and of crime—so please be in time 
For our latest Best Families’ Fiction ! 











Lo! you untitled’churls, we've Dukes, Viscounts and Earls, 
Before whom Society grovels ; 

And day after day they keep scribbling away 
At ‘‘thrillers” and three volume novels, 

And we've glorious Dames, of ancestral claims, 
Such as Duchesses, famed for depiction 

Of heroes sublime—so please be in time 
For our latest Best Families’ Fiction ! 

How can folks of no birth think out anything worth 
The novel-peruser’s attention ? 

Mere power of brain the B,P. should disdain 
As unworthy of comment or mention, 

For tales highly spiced, both high and low-priced, 
Raok writes without any restriction. 

Yes, plots Zolaesque with language grotesque 
Is our new Titled Novelist’s Fiction. 


Then buy only, ye mass, from the lofty high class, 
Avoid authors who work for their living, 

For how do ‘hey know what are tales comme t/s faut ? 
Their works should be viewed with misgiving. 

Gather round, gather round all our authors renowned, 
Who show art which brooks mo contradiction. 

Here are Rank’s works sublime—be in time, be in time 
For our latest Best Families’ Fiction ! 





Tue quarrel between the newly-wed couple was working up into a 
regular row, when he said, ‘‘ When you begin to talk nonsense, I he 
my tongue!” But it was too bad of her to say, ‘‘If I were guided by th 
same rule—with regard to you—/ should never speak atall!” Then the 


battle began again. 
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THE HEADSTRONG ROME. RUL 


OUR UNOFFICIAL ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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THE OPENING SCENE. 
RE-APPEARANCE OF HER MAJESTY IN THE POPULAR PART OF “THE MOTHE 
OF HER PEOPLE.” 


Grand Chorus of India and the Colonies.—**WE ARE A MERRY FAMILY, V.R., V.R., V.R.” 
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A NEW USB FOR CHURCHES. 
(See Eeports ) 


THR party whose shocking neglect 


of decorous Sabbath observances 
that village, and this may have 


that spirit of 
that spirit o 


piety for which 
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lage was, We may say, famous. 
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He arrived there on a Saturday evening, and put up at aninn. Even 
that time there was an cbvious preparation tor the coming Sabbath 


everybody. The visitor felt quite awed by the 
The waiter spoke in a hushed and 


| } } = “a, ‘ ? r s* > 
ocCasionally intoning his remarks about the lamb cutlets 
r 


the demeanour of 
es! 


mw” 
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‘ered, 


and the dry sherry. The landlord spoke as if giving out a text: the 
chambermaicd's eyes were always turned up towards the ceiling. What 
was more, there were crowds cf visitors staying at the inn, and at the 
ther inns, whose piety was evidently a ep as that of the inhabitants 
lt was considered bad form to speak above a solemn whisper, or upon 
friv u Aor y * 
But— possitly ause he was not of an ebservant habit, possibly 
ecause he was among the unregenerate—the visitor (whom we are con 
rained to speak of as the ‘‘ Outcast’) failed to adapt himself to the 
Universa ifit, abd was Aily IF J§ enougn to be € merry, ana 
he back of the Aamt/y Hera/d and the railway time tables, an 
n t t th jrrent yer of S* FON. 
l ev y shoc) s waiter, who fidgetted fora ti 4 
his napkin, ractedly broke three glasses ; while the eyes of al 
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@ir, said the waiter, more shocked than er, our duty 
church is not to hear the service, nor to get profit from it. We go to 
aad the pious waiter turne his eyes reverently 


m exchanged iar 
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tare at Mr, Gladstone. 7 %as's what we go to church here for: to 
mle over one another's heads, and elbow, and squeeze, and fight, 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 
THE young proprietress of a Viennese ca// tried to pirouette off 
this planet the other Gey beeen the Prefect of Police refused to grant 


her a dancing licence. Hard- 
hearted people say she was sufferi 

from the jumps when she attemp 

her life. She now has a waltz with 
a prison chaplain regularly twice a 
day, and a good-natured gaoler 
whistles the music for them on 
his keys, 


AN expert declares that the 
number of cheap cigars sold in this 
country is inconsiderable, because 
they have a double tax to pay. 
Hitherto we had fancied the reason 
was because Englishmen prefer 
smoking tobacco to dried cabbage- 
leaf and medicated brown paper. 

‘*“ The hardiest British Grenadier 
would scarcely attack a second 
reguiation-cigar es supplied to the Prussian Guards, 








Tue cabmen of Paris have risen em masse, and declared themselves 
Socialists. It is uncertain how they propose to earn their livings when 
all men are equal, In the glorious days of equality there can neither be 
drivers nor driven; therefore the cabman’s occupation would cease to 
have a raison d ére, 


AN energetic sweep, who had slaked his thirst witha gallon or two of 
ale, climbed on the rcof of a house to investigate something wrong with 
the top of a chimney he had been employed to sweep. With profes- 
sional ardour he poked a long broom down, and rummaged things about 
satisfactorily. Then, overjoyed at his success, and in the fulness and 
benevolence of his heart, he began gratuitously prodding his broom down 
all the chimneys in his immediate neighbourhood with great vigour. In 
a very short time various families seated at their teas, enjoying their 
winkles and watercresses, were simply enveloped in soot. Soon a black 
and angry crowd collected in the street-—a begrimed mass that thirsted 
for the gore of the ramoneur, But he would not be coaxed to descend 
from the roof, and receive marked attentions from the crowd below. 
For more than an hour he waved his broom right gallantly, vaunted bis 
capability of sweeping all the chimneys in the land, and defied all 
attempts to capture him, At last, after the greatest difficulty, some 
constables managed to secure and lodge him in acool cell, Even then 
he tried to sweep the barred window with his head, 


A MEEK-EYED woman attended a police court lately, and asked for a 
separation order, as her husband had threatened her life. ‘* Why did 
he doso?” inquired the magistrate. ‘‘ He is exceedingly partial to 
parsnips, your worship,” replied the meek-eyed one; ‘and being put 
about and flustered through the spring clean, I forgot to get him some 
for his dinner. He always uses fime language when he doesn’t get 
parsvips,” ‘* Fine words do not butter parsnips,” mused the beak. 
Well, my good woman,” he continued, ‘your husband had some 
reasonable cause for bis irritation, I once knew a man who called his 
wife a cannibal, and chased her out of the house, carving-knife in hand, 
because she boiled a goose instead of roasting it. Go home! On your 
way buy parsnips, lay them as a peace-offering at your husband's feet, 
ask his pardon, and seek to regain his affection—not through his heart, 
but through his stomach,” 





A LARGE but sickly-looking shark, evidently suffering from dyspepsia, 
was recently captured in Watson’s Bay, Australia. The shark under- 
went careful surgical treatment, and the cause of his distress was found 
to be a pair of tweed trousers with a penny in one of the pockets. The 
monster had digested the proprietor of this property very comfortably ; 
but the tweed bags proved too tough, and the bronze coin too hard for 
his gastric juices. Fathers of growing boys are anxiously inquiring 
whether the name of the tailor who made those tenacious trousers is 
forthcoming. 


A WORTHY orator, who will become as bald asa door nob through 
fretting at the wickedness of his kind, says that a certain Sunday traffic 
has become a serious matter; viz., the traffic in milk. He fears it isa 
very difficult matter to deal with in a draconic manner, because of the 
invalids and infants who sometimes require milk on the day of rest. 
The good man is evidently debating in his own mind whether such 
invalids and infants ought or ought not to be exterminated. This saint! 
= also sees, with deep grief, young men and women connected wi 

is own ram oe mre walking away on the Sabbath day to the country ; 
and he fears that such iniquitous youths and maidens will ultimately 
visit a land where they never shovel snow or eat ice-cream, 











Innocence! Irresponsibility! and Vast Resource! 
A SURPRISING STORY FOR A LITTLE BRITISH POBLIC. 


WE will divide our little story into three parts; for it deals with three 
qualities so intensely developed that it would be impossible to treat of 
more than a single one of them ata!time. The whole is simply designed 
to demonstrate the extraordinary state of — to which a given 
quality can at times attain in the human subject. : 

Our first part is an almost incredible exemplification of INNOCENCE, 
There was once a little business gentleman in London who was so 
wildly INNOCENT that he said to himself, ‘‘ I wish to send a sum of four 
thousand pounds to Berlin. I will put it in a registered envelope, and 
I will entrust it to the care of the good and careful Postmaster-General 
to take to Berlin for me. He is such an able and responsible official 
that I shall have no fear as to the safety of my money ; for the worthy 
P.-G, takes such great care and such intricate precautions that no thief, 
however astute, could have a chance of stealing my money from 4im.” 
And that little business gentleman was so INNOCENT that he did it, and 
went comfortably to sleep. 

And the next bit isabout IRRESPONSIBILITY. There was once a little 
Postmaster-General who was so IRRESPONSIBLE that he took the 
registered envelope containing the four thousand pounds, whistling a 
careless comic song all the while, and said all right, and flipped the 
envelope into a luggage van, and just shut the door and fastened it with 
a pin—yes, an ordinary little pin, such as you get a paper of at the 
linendraper’s instead of a farthing (a coin which they always refuse to 
pay, but insist upon receiving), and whistled the train away to Dover, 
‘‘ There,” he said to himself, ‘‘ no thief can get at /a/.” Yes, he was 
so IRRESPONSIBLE as that ! 

And the third bit treats of VAsT Resource. There was a little thief 
who was possessed of such VAST Resource that he actually conceived 
a plan of getting at that four thousand pounds. And this is the way he 
worked it :—He got into a carriage next to the luggage van, and took 
out the pin (which he put behind the lappel of his waistcoat) ; and took 
up the registered letter between his thumb and fore-finger, and left. 

Oh !—and there’s another quality in this story — MUNIFICENCE, 
That little P.-G. was so MUNIFICENT that (although he was not 
obliged to) he made the little business gentleman a free gift of forty 
shillings in compensation for his loss. 








By Our Own §.A.-ist. 


{The I Army has, it is stated, given up dealing in soap, candles, provisions, 
clothes, &c. 
Tue Salvation Army has given up trade, 
For by it big profits no longer are made, 
Thus it reckcns its pathway to carefully smooth. 
Now the ‘‘ Army” a much better aspect would wear 
If it ceased to go in for the fun of the fair— 
If its ways weren’t the ways of a show—or a Booth. 





Which ? 
{A daily says that Paris is ‘‘ going off.”) 
We read that Paris is ‘‘ going off,” 
And that its renown will decay anon. 
Now, at Paris we would not be thought to scoff, 
But its natives of late have been ‘‘ going on.” 





A CONTEMPORARY praises the new Conservative M.P., Mr. Hugh 
Riach, probably deeming that he may be useful when there comes a 
Conservative Riach-tion. 
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The Opening Scene, 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


THE fateful, day has come at last, 
The gallant show moves proudly past 
Let trumpets sound on every side, 
And bells from every steeple ; 
Sing ho, sing hey, 
With a bip hooray, 
For the Mother of the People ! 


Her subjects cheer with might and main, 
To see her in their midst again, 
With such a merry family ; 
That gives great satisfaction, 
Sing hey, sing ho, 
For the gallant show 
And our Queen—its chief attraction ! 





SS 


Her children, summoned from afar, 
About their parent clustered are, 
And quite seem to appreciate 
Their excellent position ; 
Sing all you can 
For the In-di-an 
And Colonial Exhibition ! 





Old Songs Reset. 
Ain—'‘* The Harp that once through Tara’s Halls,” 


THE miles that once from Hicks’s Hall, 
Were measured out of Town, 

Sole records stand of Hicks’s wall, 
Which long has crumbled down ! 

So landmarks fixed by former days, 
The tide of Time flows o’er, 

And from them we along our ways 
Can measure miles no more ! 





No more may Hicks’s Hall be graced 
By aldermen and belles ; 

Each milestone by the wayside placed 
Its tale of ruin tells ! 

But Hicks’s Hall in fame will live, 
Like Babylonian bricks, 

And future generations give 
Their praise in ‘* Bravo, Hicks !”’ 
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NOT A GOOD LIKENESS. 





Tommy.—** GRUBBINS, MY PAPA SAYS THAT ADAM WAS A GARDENER!” 

Grubbins,—*'So'& wWAs, MAs’R TOMMY—A GARD'NER JEST LIKE ME!” 

Tommy.—' LIKE YOU, GRUBBINS? I’ve GOT A PICTURE OF HIM AN’ 
Evg, AN’ HE’S NOT LIKE YOU AT ALL; AN’ HE'S NOT DRESSED LIKE 
you EVEN!” 








THH ROYAL ACADEMY. 
[First NorTIce, ] 


THE one hundred and eighteenth exhibition opened to the public on 
Monday, and, as usual, a few good pictures find themselves in very bad 
society—society which hurts them in precisely the same manner that a 
company of tenth-rate actors injure a “‘star.” If Paul Rembrandt or 
Titian could rise out of their comfortable quarters, and gaze at the 
meretricious and gaudy mass of ** pot-boilers” hanging on the walls of 
Burlington House, they would probably use profane language in their 
indignation, and be mulcted in ten shillings a-piece at Marlborough 
Street Police-court for doing so in a public place. But space forbids us 
to moralise sadly or sourly, so we will begin to handle the subject of 
the present show with lamblike tenderness, 
GALLERY No. I,—J. C. Hook, R.A., contributes ‘‘Sea Daisies,” 
which poetic title reduced down to fact, means the portrait of a strange 
species of amphibious donkey, who prefers flowers to thistles, and 
allows girls to deck him with floral tributes, without giving a single 
kick or trying to take his hook. Luke Fildes, A., sends a capital 
example of good drawing and deft colouring in ‘‘ The Flower Girl.” 
This young maiden is refined and pretty enough to be a duchess, yet 
we suspect she is up to several wrinkles. We notice she has a very 
artful one in her well-fitting stocking. Unfortunately she resides in Venice. 
British Mashers will regret that she is not located in Covent Garden. 
Choosing a Summer Gown,” by Henry Woods, A.—comes under 
the heading of what artists call good “stuff.” This picture hails 
from Venice, and presents a judicious combination of racy beauty and 
strongly marked character. John Pettie, R.A., exhibits a fine portrait 
of “* Newson Garrett, Esq.” We believe this venerable gentleman to 
be the parent of Mrs. Garrett-Anderson, M.D., the talented lady medico. 
GALLery No, II.—Frank Walton exhibits ‘* Waiting till the West 
Wind Blows,” but strong as the colour is in this picture, it is snuffed 








out by ‘‘The Chieftain’s Candlesticks,” manufactured by John R. | 


Pettie, R.A. This work, cut up into five-inch squares, would make 
excellently strong mustard poultices — poultices warranted to draw, 
Edwin Long, R.A., is represented by ‘‘Pharaoh’s Daughter.” The 
Egyptian monarch’s daughter is taking interest in an infant Moses, that 
has palpably been painted from a French doll, The infant appears to 
be rather waxy at being disturbed by the princess and her attendants. 
By-the-way, the next time Edwin draws Egyptian ladies, we do hope he 
won’t make them knock-knced —it wrecks all our poetic feeling. 
‘* Work-a-day England,” by W. L. Wyllie, depicts the employed 
working man labouring diligently, as he always does—when the ** boss” 
is near, W. J. Orchardson is very much to the fore with ** Marriage 
de Convenance "—After! Here we see portrayed to the life an elderly 
man about town whose youthful bride has bolted away from him, The 
colour of his face indicates that since her departure he has lived chiefly 
on pate de foie gras, chlorodyne, lobsters, and whisky. The unfortunate 
man is horribly bilious, and is within walking distance of that tiresome 
affliction, delirium tremens. Marcus Stone, A., sends ‘*A Peace- 
maker,” and a very nice, fleshly little peace-maker too—chubby and 
good-natured reer , 

Gatiery No, III.—Sir Frederick Leighton, Bart., P.R.A., soars 
into the sublime with his ‘* Decoration in Painting, for a Ceiling.” The 
design consists of several more or less sentimentally classic damsels 
twisting themselves into conventional attitudes. Sir J. E. Millais, Bart., 
R.A., exhibits a portrait of ‘*T. O. Barlow, Esq, R.A. This is the 
only work the great master of English painting contributes this year ; but 
it isa chef d’auvre, and we take our well-worn hat off to it. Frank 
Holl, R.A., sends a capital portrait of the ‘* Duke of Cleveland, K.G. 
He has caught with marvellous accuracy the severe expression the noble 
duke wears when his breakfast disagrees with him. Vicat Cole, R.A, 
sends a striking landscape, ‘‘ Cookham,” which gives a very fair notior 
of a storm putliaien. conjures up recollections ot the many drenchings 
we have had in the Thames Valley, and leads our thoughts to stray to- 
wards comfortable riverside inns and piping hot ham and eggs. 
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THE OPENING OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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emotion will soon be the ticket for everye aly. 


The Latest Fad, 


‘ 
admiration, and criticism, 


trnprice 
AP peri 9 
t 


F ASHION is a fickle thing, 
Transient as the breath of spriog, 


Fashion is, in short, a faddist ; 


Tt 


A 


And among the lofty class, 

You will often find alas, 

vat its *'fads’’ are of the maddest 
Lately it would roll its eyes, 
And indulge in groans and sighs, 
though t 
Now ‘twill not evince surprise, 
Nor put on admiration’s guise, 


Its cult is now sur pressed emotion ! 


i 
If you move in lofty spheres, 
Ne’er indulge io smiles or tears, 


says a 80- 
cum-sporting weekly, ‘have gone out Suppressed 


J 


Art it showed devotion ; 


Nor chirp with glee as would a cricket ; 


For the Upper Ten, indeed, 
Lately have, it seems, decreed 


Suppressed emotion as ‘‘ the ticket.”” 


Therefore never laugh or weep, 
But a stony visage keep 
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As though you'd gulped a masty potion, 
At balls, at routs, at picture shows, 
No teeling must you e’er disclose, 

True ‘‘form” is now suppressed emotion, 


When meeting one whom you esteem, 
To welcome him you must not dream ; 
But treat him solemnly and coldly. 
And when you're rightly roused to ire, 
Be sure to smother anger’s fire, 
Although you've been insulted boldly. 
And at some masterpieee, we ll say, 
In art or letters, don't convey 
Of honest praise the merest notion, 
And if a work deserves your blame, 
Your attitude must be the same, 
And only show suppressed emotion, 


If you should, by Cupid's dart, 
Be sorely stricken in the heart 
By Someone worthy admiration, 
Be sure to keep serenely cool, 
And if you woo her, woo by rule ; 
Devoid of passion or sensation. 
And if (as mitcAf occur, alas ') 


You fancy fashion is an ass, 

In this case, plunged in folly s ocean— 
Yea, though this solemn, senseless fad 
Should make you deem its followers mad 

Be calm—and show suppressed emotion ! 





ANGUISH, despair, terror, and heart-sink- 
ing! It appears we have nine revolutionary 
societies in London, and it is said that some 
of the conspirators make their speeches to slow 
music, while their features are illumined with 
green and red-fire effects, and that certain of 
the leaders attend the meetings iron-clad and 
double-riveted, lest their followers should at- 
tack and slay them for their pawn-tickets and 
tobacco, 


SMOKING is permitted now in Kew Gardens. 
Singular that in so trim an institution they 
should permit weeds to be cultivated, 

GENERAL Booru has given up selling salva- 
tion soap. He has found it won’t wash witb 
the public. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THe PRINCESs’s,—Whateve: may be thought by, or in the interests 
of, that young lady of fifteen, C/to is a powerful piece, and one which 














rue Paincess's.—Irene, DAUGHTER OF THE WorkKING MAN OF THE PERIOD, 
Brincs THE OL_p Man's DINNER. 


will make a land- mark in dramatic history. It seems almost possible 
that an equally powerful play might have been written on a less unpleasant 
subject — high tragedy and low passions are not necessarily the only 
combination—but there can be no question of the excellence of the 
workmanship, The expert development of the plot, with its regular 
crescendo of effect, raises an excitement and enthusiasm—or did on the 
first night—such as is seldom seen within the walls of a theatre. 


Tue delineation of the principal female character is uncompromis- 
ingly complete; she is savagely animal to the backbone, without a 
redeeming touch of humanity. The part is played by Miss Eastlake 
with a sustained power, and a subtle grasp of the side lights, and under- 
lying suggestions of the character, which is little short of perfect ; its 
vulgar, a cynicism, its deceit, its heartlessness, and, finally, its 
a. ear of death, are all brought out with a sure, unerring 
touch. It is a great achievement. 


Mk. BARRETT may give us a steadier version of the hero in a few 
days; as it stands, it is a good rendering, picturesque, and, as far as the 
character will allow, manly. Presently, when he clips his words and 
hurries bis dialogue less, there will be much more in it—much tenderness 
and poetry, for instance ; they show themselves somewhat, already. 


FOR a moment or two after the play opened, I thought we were in for 
Junius again (and it is not my fault if the thought recurred to me at 
intervals). There was a big statue in the middle of the stage, and two 
gentlemen said they were determined to ‘‘ throw off the yoke;” all they 
wanted was a leader, and Junius—I mean Clito—was the man. Presently 
came Tarquin—otherwise Glaucias—and other libertine youth and age, 
and cheerfully revealed their villainy, until they were all struck of a heap, 
as it were—just as I was—by the sudden arrival of Theodora, mas- 
querading under the suggestive name of Helle, and in a lovely rage. 
Lucrece, now named Irene, and bearing the relationship of foster-sister 
to Clito, adopted son of the parent to whom she is carrying the frugal 
midday meal, appears upon the scene. She is a beautiful, but pale 
creature—pale of costume, pale of powder, pale of voice, and pale of 
character and action, and cherishes a deep pale love for her foster-brother. 
Glaucias and Helle (the one from Tarquin-like love, and the other out 
of revenge on Clito for calling her a ** female’) wheedle her into their 
toils. But Clito (thunders of applause as he appears, somewhat in the 
aspect of a humble Claudian) and the Athenian mob demand her release, 
Triumph of mob, degradation of Sir Edmund Henderson of the period, 
and tableau. 


We next find Clito pretending to make statues, but far more inclined 
to talk politics and be made love to by Irene, whom, however, he makes 
believe not to understand, But Helle, whom he has never seen, comes 
to sit for her bust, and fascinates him with false smiles and a false name, 





and seemingly offers him a dance and an Athenian ball-card, When she 


is gone, the old father reveals her identity, and, just to deceive the old 
| man, no doubt, Clito dashes down the sketch he has made, and tramples 


on it. But he is an artful chap is Clito, and we are not surprised to find 





| 13 some doubt as to whetber she is appearing in her original character of 
_ Lucrece or in a version of the daughter of Virginius.* Anon the mob 
of non-invited ones wreak their vengeance upon Helle, who dies an 
| up-side-down death, which should bring down the curtain, but doesn’t, 


| in the scenes among ‘‘ the upper crust” the splendid magnificence of the 
| period is exemplified in pictures of voluptuous luxury, as complete as 


| pretentious beauty about them, and the acting is on the whole good; 


| port it merits, has just received a further blow in the shape of a strangely 








bim in Helle’s private room, drinking wine, and allowing her to go on 
anyhow with him, till he consents to stay in the palace for a week, and 
take part in the annual grand festival smoking concert. But he cannot 
persuade the lady to leave a life of limitless luxury and power to be the 
bride of a poverty-stricken sculptor, and they get rather tired of him in the 
palace, and chaff him dreadfully, and both Irene and his foster-father 
come to fetch him. They and the mob generally are so exasperated that 
he should be invited to the feast to the exclusion of themselves, that they 
call him all sorts of names, and sack the palace, exterminating the party 
givers ; while Irene has a little performance of her own, in which there 


because Clito must have his dying speech and confession. 


THE dressing, grouping, and mounting generally is very perfect, and 


they are artistically satisfying. The costumes have a composed and un- 


Mr Willard, whose sure skill and dramatic instinct tell with all their 
usual force, standing out as the best, and Mr, Clynds as, perhaps, the 
worst of those not already mentioned. 


THe Opera ComMiour.—On ’Change, which, in spite of its having 
struggled past its 150th performance, has by no means received the sup- 


all-round feeble first piece, called 7he Lost Husband. Both words and 
music are by a lady, and the latter is so far the better that it is not 
agressively incompetent. The representation is. Miss Bertha Foresta 
compensated a little for inferior acting by some pleasant, if not very 
cultivated, singing. Mr. Claude P, Tesseman, too, has a decent working- 
day tenor voice, but his acting (or rather non-actiog) is simply silly, and 
his dancing childish. Mr. Joseph Wilson can neither act nor sing. On 
’Change is an extremely funny farcical comedy, and even if it were not 
so, such complete acting as that of Mr. W. Farren and Mr, Felix Morris 
is in itself worth all the money. It is handicapped by some bad acting, 
however. Miss Lawrence herself is lamentably weak, and the absence 
both of Gerald Moore and Miss Fillipi tells, Mr. Herbert’s close imita- 
tion of the former by no means compensating the beholder. Why don’t 





Tue Princess's —Helle—' Won't you DANCE? Sap, I've KapT A WALTZ ON 
PURPOSE FOR You.” 
Ciito—‘' AWFULLY SORRY, REALLY, BUT MY CARD’'S QUITE FULL!” 


they take a lesson from their neighbours at the Globe, and strengthen 
instead of weakening the cast? 


Nops AND WINKs.— Zhe Lady of Lyons was put into the evening 
bill at the Prince’s on Monday week, with Mrs, Langtry and Mr. 
Coghlan in the principal parts, and the cast with which it has been 
hitherto given at matindées ; the performance has received some favour, 
and should have a run, I should think; put I hope to refer to it next 
week. Messrs. Lewis Clifton and J. W. Houghton are re-writing for 
Miss Lizzie Mulholland ‘‘a whistler in black and blue,” founded on Les 
Charbonniers, a Vaudeville in which Judic made one of her biggest hits. 
It will be called 7wo Cole Roses, the heroine, Rose Cole, being originally 
written fer Miss Dolaro, who, unfortunately couldn’t keep her theatre 
open long enough to play it ! NESTOR. 


* N.B.—This is Irene !—N. 
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THERE was a lady who kept a pet mad dog. And slie was very careful never to take it out without a muzzle, and a collar, and a chain, so that it might be properly 
under control; for she was resolved that it should not bite anyone. 
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oe * 
And—as it got too fat with only one run a day, she always let it out at the front door of an evening to take a little run up and down by itself. It did not wear its 
muzzle and chain on ¢hese occasions, because these occ: si »ns did not count, and it could not really be said to be “ out 
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And—would you credit it 7—one day an unreasonable person knocked at the decor, and said, “ Look here, ma'am, your pet mad dc g has epedewey iat ede: 
lady herself told us) the assertion was absurd! Leo was never, on any account, taken out without his muzzle. And yet there was a bite in the unrcatonanbic pe 
alf! Still, how cou/d Leo have done it? It's tery puzzling to account for some occurrences ! 
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KNICKNACKS, 


We must give the Muscovite the credit of being a keen scoundrel of 
business, for he has ever affected reticence, and is invariably content 
enough to play a long waiting 
game, For many years past his 
fixed intent has been to steal 
Turkey in Europe, the kingdom 
of Greece, and also to thrust into 
his ragged drink-stained pockets 
as many of the minor states of the 
Balkan Peninsula as he can lay 
his grimy blood-blotted hands 
upon ; but while he is perpetually 
fermenting quarrels, and stirring 
up bitter strife among a parcel 
of imbeciles—after the manner of 
a slimy pickpocket, whose sole 
motive is to annex watches and 
purses—he is artful enough to get 
a vast number of the British Public 
to believe in his honesty, He 
works on the simplicity of this section of the British Public easily, because 
he affects gentle piety and a general desire to do good to mankind, Let 
those who are apt to be taken in by his sophistry read his history, and 
pause before they allow themselves to become his backers, He wears 
arcfully-loved claws. 7 





WHILE a certain ’Arry was consuming a plate of eels, cooked in their 
own oil, under the roof of a Parisian restaurant, a friend was good- 
natured enough to inform him that eels are continually eaten under the 
name of adders in Paris, ‘* Then I’ve adder-’nouvh of this ’ere lot,” 
ejaculated ’Arry, indignantly throwing the plate at the head of the nearest 
yarzon, Next morning ’Arry was fined something a little under 45 for 
outraging public decency by wilfully making an atrocious pun and 
breaking a plate in a place of public resort. 


AN eminent man of letters has come to the conclusion that several 
anecdotes concerning our naval heroes—such as Blake and Boscawen— 
should be accepted cum verano salis, This savant is one of the dreadful 
people who are wont to assert that Napoleon’s Old Guard at Waterloo 
did not shout every now and again, ‘The Old Guard dies, but never 
urrenders!”’ on being politely requested to throw down their arms, 
He is one of the Goths who affirm that those eau de vie-drinking warriors 
shouted *fookem-snivey,” and requested the British troops to retire toa 
locality where the woodbine twineth not, 





THE management of the Cywmase theatre ought to be decorated for 
their pluck, They have tried a daring experiment with the Parisian 
public by actually producing a serio-comic piece moderately free from 
impropriety. We hear the venture is slightly successful. 


A PLAUsIKLE peasant, who wasemployed bya green but philanthropic 
old lady to tidy up her kitchen garden, seized a favourable opportunity 
of informing her that he was the owner of thousands of cabbages, and 
through the intemperate conduct of a near relation, he actually stood in 
immediate need of the temporary loan of 103, to clear them from the 
railway station where they were standing. On the faith of this state- 
ment the aged philanthropist advanced him half a jangler, which he 
very shortly expended within the portals of a comfortable inn. Of 
course, the ‘‘ thousands of cabbages” existed only in the lively imagina- 
tion of the plausible one, Ilowever, on finding she had been cheated 
yrossly—for once—the philanthropic old lady fairly lost her temper, 
pursued the reprobate with the vim of a Nemesis, and charged him with 
having obtained money under false pretences. The plausible peasant 
bears her no animosity though; for the result of her persecution and 
prosecution was the provision of free board and lodging for him during 
the space of seven days, 





ONk thousand gallons of port wine ran rapidly down the gutter of a 
street in Leith a short while back. It seems that a huge vat containing 
the tluid gave way to the drink. Consequently the tawny liquid that 
vat should have fostered, escaped, and went on a quiet boom of its own. 
But the virtuous passers-by had their amber eyes on it; they wouldn't 
let it go wrong and disgrace itself—not a bit, nor a bubble. Some of 
them with the best intent cast themselves prostrate before it, and lapped 
at it to check its evil courses. Others brought pitchers, cups, and 
chinaware of every description to stay its wild career, Nobly they 
ignored! the fact of its having travelled over a dead cat, a few old boots, 
and several other unsavoury articles, They were good people, and 
hated to see anything running on to destruction ; but the wine took little 
heed of them. It seldom turned aside. It made its way to the nearest 
drain | his is not a temperance story, neither is there any moral in it 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MONDAY, May 3rd.—After the labours of the holidays we return to 
the leisure of St. Stephen’s, many of us looking just a little done up by 
our abnormal exertions. For, truly, untrammelled by the traces of 
Parliamentary procedure, and unshadowed by the dread of the stern 
discipline of the Chair, we have been stumping north, south, east, and 
west, fearless of the bogies of ‘* Order” and ‘‘ Question,” and intent on 
catching the ear of the crowd instead of the eye of the Speaker, 
‘* 2 .venons 2 nos mouton:,” however, is the watchword, to those ultimate 
moutons which are to form the component parts of the forthcoming Irish 
stew, 

A scant ‘‘ meet ;” scarcely fifty put inan appearance, and proceedings, 
place, and people wear an air of desperately humdrum dulness, the 
depression in trade seeming to have extended to the avocation of politics. 

Sir William V, inforras the West Worcestershire Bart. that the falling off 
in the Excise is dueto the fact that people are getting deeperin intelligence, 
and are not so deep in their potations, and he shelves the Member for 
Bewdley’s inspired suggestion that Bacchus might be more devoutly 
worshipped if club houses were like taverns—‘‘ licensed to be drunk on 
the premises.”’ 

A slight ‘‘ diversion” is caused by the entrance of two re-elected and 
one newly elect. The former, Shaw Lefevre and that apostle of Social 
Science Congresses, Sir Ughtred Kay-Shuttleworth (glad to see you 
tread these scenes again, Ughtred), and the latter, Lord Elcho, at whose 
advent the Tories make the wekin ring with elchoes (excuse me; its all 
owing to Easter), Then we go into Supply, and vote with a light heart a 
few paltry hundreds of thousands on Reformatories, Police, Law Courts 
and other incidents of ** civilisation.” 

The eighty-six to-night are only represented by five. ‘‘ Of the three 
hundred grant but three, to make a new Thermopyl.e,” and of Parnell’s 
phalanx grant but five, a shindy, somehow, they'll contrive. Accordingly, 
on the motion for second reading of the Ulster Canal Bill, Mr. Biggar, 
whom only his chief can keep in order, does his best to block the water 
communication of Ulster and Tyrone. But the member for Sligo de- 
nounces the sly go of BL. ; in fact, the brethren of Joseph round on him, 
and the ‘‘ Parthy” with whom active operations against the Sassenach 
are not just now the order, relieve the monotony of existence by a friendly 
spar between two of their own champions, just to keep their hands in. 

Tuesday.—Mr, Macfarlane demands a select Committee to inquire into 
the tricks of the tobacco trade. Moistening a pipe convivially may be 
excusable, but not so the damping of the weed to make it heavier, 
Foul pipes are bad enough to the smoker, but the Secretary to the 
Treasury is Fowler, and, through his opposition, Macfarlane’s motion on 
tobacco is negatived. In fact, of the motion, as of the subject, may be 
said, ** Ome extt in furmo,” 

These are indeed the piping times of peace, for the next subject is 
opium, and we are regaled with the battle of Pease versus Poppy. Sir 
Joseph opines that the Indian Government should cease to trade in the 
flower that the artist loves and the farmer detests seeing in fields of 
golden grain. Mr. McIver and Sir Richard Temple furnish Anglo- 
Indian arguments pro and con, until the House gets awfully poppy-seedy 
and the rising of Sir George Campbell is the signal for a general stampede 
—the last Campbell, in fact, breaks the poppy stalks’ back, and the dis- 
cussion, like many another of equal account, ends in a count-out. 

Wednesday.—Mr, O’Brien’s Irish Municipal Franchise Bill read a 
second time. Future senators of College Green want to get the team in 
order before they take the reins, Sir Robert Fowler moves second 
reading of Bill to enfranchise ef/oyés not occupying separate bed-rooms. 
At present party walls not only have ears, but confer voices at elections, 
(Juestion of electoral sleeping, however, doomed itself to sleep until July. 
On going into Committee on Sunday Sale of Liquor Bill, Mr. Addison 
wants to extend provisions to clubs. Even Pease, the pioneer of the 
measure, aghast at this. 

Thursday.—Eloquent tribute from Granville and Salisbury to that 
faithful old watch-dog of Standing Orders, Lord Kedesdale, who, after 
a long spell on guard, takes his rest at last. 

Commons.—Mundella introduces Railway and Canal Traffic Bill. 
We cut through itsharp, Quite congenial subject to present House, say 
stiff old Tories—‘‘ canaille,”’ 

Friday. —Lord Sidmouth anxious that R, N. Volunteers should be 
able to sing ** we’re afloat.” 

Commons.—Walter James objects that while in Kensington we are 
erecting a sham old London, we are destroying the real thing eastwards, 
and pleads Sir Thackeray's ‘‘ Grey Friars the old Charterhouse.” 





A RAMPANT party, who committed a dastardly assault lately, urged 
that he was entitled to the consideration of the Bench, because he had 
been in the army, was a fair musician, and possessed considerable talent 
for water-colour painting. ‘* Whisky and water-colour painting your 
nose, I presume,” warbled the magistrate, before bringing out these five 
unpleasant words, ‘‘ Forty shillings, or apmonth,”” There was very little 
said afterwards, 
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A Broker Baffled. 


[Suggested by a Police Court report ; wherein it was stated that a man, 
on being served with a distress on his goods and chattels, snatched the 
warrant from the hands of the broker and—at¢e it’) 


‘‘ WE stop at nothing nowadays,” 
A worthy sage was heard to mutter; 
But then he added just this phrase : 
** We quarrel with our bread and butter,” 
Now, what that sage remarked was wise 
(Compatible with his persuasion, ) 
Although we didn’t authorise 
His wise remarks on this occasion, 





In Hammersmith there lives a man, 
Apparently a reckless joker, 
Who swallows every thing he can, 
Including warrants from the broker. 
We've heard that people swallow pride 
When tackled with a dainty question ; 
But writs must play the deuce inside, 
Especially with one’s digestion, 





| 

| 

In hist’ry’s pages we have read, | 
And pointed out with just abhorrence, 

How H. the oneth was overfed— | 
Yet Ae ne’er took to eating warrants. 

And then, again, we've known a child, 
In spite of a maternal warning, ) 

Contrive to send a mother wild, } 4 
Consuming half the precious morning. | | 


Familiar, too, the tales absurd 
Of giants wolfing populations, 
Such stories, then, should be referred 
To countless bygone generations, 
And yet, to-day, in face of law, 
A man, regardless for the minute, 
Ilias thrust a writ within his maw, 
And chewed it up—and gloried in it! 








A KEENLY perceptive boilermaker recently caught his two- 
year-old daughter sucking a substance that he imagined 
was a large lollipop. Not approving of the tender infant 
absorbing such a dangerous thing, he removed it from the 
child’s mouth and threw it into the fire. The ‘‘lollipop” | 
instantly went off pop—the parent and child had a narrow | 
escape of going off pop likewise. The article this keenly 
perceptive boilermaker took to be a peppermint bull’s-eye | 
was a dynamite detonator. | 

















Distinguishea Foreigner,—‘' DEN, ZARB, YOU REFUSES TO Gil — 
LOANS OF DTEN SHILLIN’, EFKN IF I ANDT TO YOU MY HI, O, U. 5. 
IS INSULTZ TO A CHENTLEMAN } 
MISERAABLES GOUNTREE I AM 
ESTREEMT LANDT I AM BARON OV—BARON OV—— 

Brisk Briton (interrupting).—‘' Yas, I KNOW—BARREN OF HONESTY, 
DON’T BE MODEST—YOU’RE THAT HERE TOO, 
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PLAIN ENGLISH. 
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KNOW YOU DTHAT DTHOUGH IN YOUR 


ME 


BPLAIN ’ENERY JONSON, IN MY OWN 


GOOD MORNING.” 








EXHIBITIONING. 


EXHIBITIONS! Bah! I’m perfectly sick of hearing the very name of 
‘em. DoI remember the first exhibition. Of course I do, just as well 
as I remember the cholera epidemic, and what not. The Duke of 
Wellington was there, and everybody was there. The ‘* World’s Fair!” 
/s the world fair? that’s all I’ve got to say. Why, there’s been more 
murdering and throat-cutting started since exhibitions have been the 
mode than ever there was before. No looking at Indian cabinets and 
French laces and the latest things in the electric way ever prevented 
anybody from blowing up Czars and shooting Presidents, When the 
great glass Beehive was stuck up in Hyde Park the world was going to 
overflow with international milk of human kindness and honey of 
brotherly love. Why, all the time Prince Albert was talking universal 
philanthropy, Bismarck was making up his mind slowly and deliberately 
for the ‘* blood and iron business.” Why the very Indian rajahs who 
followed in the (ueen’s train, and pretended to go into squeaks of 
delight over Manchester cotton and Paisley shawls—why, they turned 
against us in the Mutiny. Bah ! don't talk to me about exhibitions and 
brotherly love, I don’t believe a word in any ofthe clack. Bosh! I 
remember the 1862? Of course I do—a beastly ugly building it was. 
I hate to see country yokels hulking about exhibitions and wolfing down 
cold meat in obscure corners. Can’t bear to see any of’em. And what 
do I care about bands playing. I like to hear our own bands sometimes. 
I think the Marines better than the Life Guards, and not so much con- 
founded flummery about the men, I don’t think so much of Strauss and 
his twiddling about his batin, 

The only good things in the show last year were the lobsters. They 
were very good. As to sixpenny dinners—bosh! What do I care about 
seeing a lot of beggars wolfing down Australian meat and Irish stew? I 
tell you, too, as to going in the eveming—you don't expect a man at my 


Cll y 
time of life, do you, to enjoy gulfing tea and listening to waltzes? Stufi 











and nonsense. Some people think it good business to take youngsters 
to these shows, and explain things. I hate your Mr, Barlow Sandford 
and Merton style of thing. A Buddhist altar-vase may be a British 
quart-pot for all I care about such things. ‘This, my child, is the throne 
of an Indian rajah""—bosh! The Australian colonies, indeed ! What's 
Australia to me? opossums and gum-trees and dampers and sheep-farms, 
and all that sort of thing! What’s New Zealand? Maoris and mutton ! 
Bosh, Sir—it's all bosh! The best garden I ever saw in my time was 
Cremorne. Ah! I had many a good time of it there. I dont fancy 
myself having chicken and salad and bad gooseberry on a hot summer's 


night—I don’t fancy myself doing it now, I can tell you. Exhibitions, 
indeed! They're no fun compared to the old time. People were con 
tent to smoke pipes in tea-gardens and go to the play. They didn't 


improve their minds, Didn’t they? The nations and the colonies didn't 
meet together. Well, supposing they didn't ? Confound the colonies, 
and the empires, and the foreign countries! Ilang ‘em all, I say. 
Waiter, my chartreuse and coltee, DioGENES TULES, 








New Leaves. 

In Loneman's, Mr. Besant’s ‘‘ Children of Gibeon ” has the first place 
in our affections.—In Zhe English /ilustrated, the best drawings are by 
Hugh Thomson in ‘Sir Koger’s Family.”—The pictorial and other 
attractions in 7Ae Century are too numerous to mention.—.5/. Nicholas 
has many charming illustrations, and what little there 1s of ** Little Lord 
Fauntleroy” is delicious. Oh! how we love that boy.—In The Kennel 
Review will be found excellent portraits of the Chairman and the Secre- 
tary of the Warwick Log Show, and other illustrations, — What a lot of 
reading there is in every monthly part of //ouschold IWVords, all of the 
‘‘ best household,” too.—Good material for pondering over—though not 
ponderous—is to be found in 7he Leisure Lour, Lhe Sunday at //lome, 
The Boy wn Paper, and The Girl's Own Paper. 
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IRISH QUESTION. 
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RATHER AN IMPROVEMENT. 


T is te be feared that M. 
Pasteur will aot Soe his 
occupation gone some 
time to come. On Satur- 
day evening a great com- 
motion was caused in 


through the streets biting 
every dog that came in its 
way. brute was 
finally despatched with re- 
volvers by two poli 

on the third storey of a 
house in the Rue du Fau- 
bourg Poissonniére. It is 
apprehended that there 
may possibly be many suf- 
ferers from this untoward 
event, as the dogs are still 
at large.” 

The above was ina daily 
paper of a recent date; 
but we alone are in pos- 
session of further facts re- 
lating to the affair, and 
are thus unique in being 
able to reveal the touching 





circumstances in the matter of poor Jules. 

Poor Jules was a young Frenchman of the most promising, by blue! 
Everybody who saw him exclaimed, ‘‘ The mind of Jules is so well 
balanced! What an iatelligence! It would be such a pity if anything 
ever happened to unhinge the mind of Jules!” 

His friends and admirers, Smith the Englishman, and Schwarz the 
German, used to confer together in low tones of deep veneration by the 
hour on the subject of Jules’s great fund of intelligence, and judgment, 
and self-command, ‘‘Such an example to us other fellows!” they 
would say ; and his other friends, Buzecone the Italian, and Wienmann 
the Austrian, and ali the rest of them echoed it heartily. 

For Jules was a communard ; he had helped to tear up the pavements 
after the siege of Paris, and to murder a few priests and traders, and 
other people in general ; and Jules was a oleur, and had helped to 
burn the Tuileries and other places, including the house of a bourgeois 
from whom he was receiving a pension (which ceased in consequence of 
the destruction of the bourgeois’ fortune with the house) ; and Jules was 
an anti-religionist, and belped to drive the clergy away, and shut up 
the schools, and turn the nuns out from the hospitals where they nursed 
the patients effectively ; and Jules was an active advocate of i 
the names of the Paris streets once a week, and of the destruction of 

ublic statues and other ornamental structures; and it was a who 

issed, and tried to kill Mile. Francaise Pursang, of the Di 
Parisiennes, because she appeared one night with German-silver buckles 
on her shoes ; and it was Jules who always made a political, or atheistic, 
or sanguinary speech at everybody's funeral; and it was Jules who was 
always in favour of “‘ states of reprisals” with distant and inoffensive 
powers ; and it was Jules who always fainted, and embraced, and wept, 
and struck attitudes, and fired revolvers at people, in public; and it was 
Jules who always screamed ‘* We are betrayed !” and who downed with 
the government every other day. 

It is no wonder that all his friends said, ‘‘ What a pity it would be if 
anything happened to Jules, and upset the balance of his mind |” 

And one day something did happen to poor Jules: he was bitten by 
one of those mad dogs, and sent to M. Pasteur, The anxiety of his 
friends was dreadful : what would become of the balance of poor Jules’s 
mind mow/ Every day—three times every day—they all called at M. 
Pasteur’s, and feverishly inquired after the patient ; and, sad to relate, 
M. Pasteur replied, “*I cannot give you any bope that poor Jules will 
recover from the effect of the poison; all I can assure you of is that he 
will not die.”’ 

Poor Jules did not die ; ina short time be was turned out as incurable ; 
and his revering friends braced themselves to look up the dreadful 
change in poor Jules; they looked upon him ; they observed his ways 
attentively ; that a radical change had come over the poor fellow was 
obvious. None of his wonted little ways now—no murdering of priests, 
nor petroling, nor blasphemy, nor bad taste at funerals, nor fainting in 
public, nor embracing, nor weeping, nor shrieking ‘‘We are be- 
trayed!"” No, poor Jules now only bad a habit of foaming at the 
mouth, and barking, and rushing headlong about the streets snapping at 
people. 

And at first his friends wept bitterly; then they sat down to reflect 








calmly on the subject; then the light of comfort re-entered their eyes ; 
and at last Smith, the Englishman, said tentatively— 

** Do you know, you fellows, I seem to fancy that, so far from being 
the awful misfortune we fancied at first, this change is—a—well—in 
fact, rather an improvement in Jules.” _ 

** By Jove, you re about right !” exclaimed the rest in a breath, 
* His mind,” said Smith, ‘‘is—really—better balanced than before, 


“Tt IS |” shouted the rest of them. 

“‘ Then,” continued Smith, ‘‘ as to the matter of his rushing about the 

streets of Paris and biting his ome, why, I submit that, so far 

from being an evil to be dreaded ?_——” 

“ Bless us !—you've hit it,” said the others. 
= * 


if 


* a «© 

Further Intelligence from our Own Correspondent.—Io consequence 
of the circumstances and decision detailed above, the European Powers 
have decided to present a memorandum to the French Cabinet earnestly 
representing the desirability of allowing the party Jules to have his teeth 
sharpened at the cost of the state, and to frequent the streets of France 
unimpeded ; and submitting that such a course would be likely to have 
a decidedly beneficial influence on the minds of a large section of the 
French le, 

Later.—It being uncertain that the French Ministry are inclined to 
look with favour upon the combined memorandum, it appears probable 
that pressure will be put upon it by the European Powers, who consider 
that the tranquillity of Europe would be placed upon a sounder footing 
by the carrying out of their proposal. 

* * * * ae 

The French Cabinet has acceded to the proposal of the Powers. 

Later.—The tone of the larger section of the French populace has 
improved wonderfully. 











Venus Ascendant. 


{According to the chs, it has been decreed in Austria that no married man may 
leave the kingdom without his wife’s consent.) 


Tue halcyon days of the ladies are coming, 
The triumph of ma’s will soon be a fact, 

When tyrannous man, after humble hum-hum-ing, 
Will tremblingly ask his wife how to act. 

No more caudle-lectures his spouse need be shouting, 
To deafen the ears of her tired sleepy mate ; 

Now when he wishes to go for *‘ an outing,” 
He'll crave the consent of his goddess of fate, 


Old Tomkins who longs for a fortnight in Paris, 
But thinks that his wife and *‘ the kids” need not go; 
He’d leave them in trust to his guardian /aves— 
Will tremblingly hear Mrs. T.’s thund’ring ‘* No!” 
Why even those turtle-doves, Strephon and Phyllis, 
Will quarrel when Strephon would go to the club; 
He thought he was master—vain mortal—until his 
Better-half proved she was lord of her hub, 


And so in the cycles old Sol’s to bring to us, 
When Time's topsy-turveydom reign shall arrive, 
When woman of course as the stronger shall woo us, 
And rule like queen-bees the poor drones of the hive— 
The man will become as the merest nonentity, 
Her jealous eye watching him where'er he goes ; 
The fatal plunge taken, too late to repent it, he 
Will find men propose, but that women dispose. 





The rock upon which the Cabinet split: the sham-rock. 
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exhibits there is no record whatever ] 


SOME THINGS TO LOOK OUT FOR AT THE INDIAN AND COLONIAL SHOW. 
(Me. Fun is loth to find fault with the gentlemen who have taken so much trouble at Kensington, but the Catalogue is very incomplete. Of the undermentioned 














Some Cape” Natives. Some ‘“‘Bompay Ducks.” 








Somg ‘‘Rum” West Inpians.° 











— 


A Covupte or Banca “ Ticers.” 
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A Few “Sovatters” anp HALF-BREEDS. 














| 


Low-cuss(t) From Cyprus. 








To Pessimistic Poets. 


[People are complaining of the extreme mournfulness and dolefulness that pervade 
modern poesy. Fun therefore issues this notice to all whom it may concern. } 
H1! Hullo, there! away with care—wake up, my bardic brothers, 
Why moon and moan, and fret and groan, and give the world the 
** blues?” 
Most bards ’twould seem, prefer to dream a dream of care that smothers, 
And love to paint existence in the very blackest hues. 
Come, why is this? Say, what’s amiss? 'Twould seem as though your 
livers 
Are somewhat out of order—that in dolefulness you writhe : 
Now what's the use of writing verse that gives a man the shivers? 
Of all the men who use the pen, the bards should be most blithe, 


Why weep and wail along Life’s Vale? Does Nature so oppress you, 
That you must fume in deepest gloom, and tear your hair, in song? 


bless you, 
Should give delight and make you bright, when writing for the throng, 


Just gaze around, and I'll be bound, if properly you ponder 
(And if not ill) your souls will thrill—escaping sorrow’s scythe — 
The great B. P. is fond of glee, and poets should be fonder, 
England expects that every bard should now and then be blithe. 


A truce to woe—come strive to show a happier demeanour, 
Instead of poring over the ‘‘ Unutterable Vast,” 


This poetic ‘‘ plague of darkness” will, I trust, no longer last— 
Then up and shout and jump about, and try a little tumbling, 
Instead of being listless, be more lively now and lithe ; 





Bah! Stuff! Pooh-pooh! For shame! Goto! Why, Nature’s glory, | 





Bards, dull and drear and full of fear, are mean and none are meaner— | 


Be gay, be glad, be grateful, out on gruesomeness and grumbling, 
The Muse is always pleased to see her votaries brisk and blithe, 


There’s quite sufficient care about and quite sufficient sorrow, 
Without your adding to it by your lamentable lays— 

A bard should teach the troubled to expect a brighter morrow, 
These ditties of despair are far too common nowadays. 

What should we think of music if its keys were always minor ? 
Or of Nature, if the sun were always dark and made us writhe ? 


Therefore I do protest against the versifying whiner, 
He but worries men, whereas he should attempt to make them blithe. 


The Irish folk (’tis sot a joke), according to the papers, 

Propose to boycott English bards—Will Shakespeare and the rest. 
This really is the strangest of their many curious capers, 

But if ¢hose bards were doleful ‘Aa/ arrangement would be best. 
So be mirthful, now and then, at least a fig for mournful numbers, 

A fig for ‘‘ Introspection,” Why ‘neath “* Heart-Foam” always writhe, 
This simulated sighing’s bosh, and life it but encumbers, 

So, poets, run and copy FoN—his bards are always blithe ! 








WHEN the author of “‘L’Assommoir” and “‘ Nana’ met Theodore 
Hook at dinner, the latter asked the Frenchman, as they reached the 
latter part of the meal, why the cheese resembled Medusa? The 


| eminent realist gave it up. ‘* Because,” said Jerrold, = it is a gorgon- 
| Zola!” These remarks of Sidney Smith’s are not included in his 


published works. 
TAILORICAL.—You cannot in-vest if you are out of collar, I trow sirs. 
Coat to! 
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Unnecessary Advice. 
(By Our Own Cynic), 


(Mr. Vernon Lushington, Q.C., has lately been preaching to the Positivists on 
“‘Woman.” Among other things he said Man should support Woman !} 


PLEASE note this Positive attorney 
(Preaching on the tender sex 

And their share in life’s brief journey), 
Uttered things that would perplex. 

Women are our joys—we court ‘em 
(Singly, as the laws allow) ; 

This preacher says we should support ’em ! 
Gracious ! don’t we do so now / 


When they faint, if we are present, 
We support em lest they fall ; 

When they feed, which is more pleasant, 
Don't we have to pay the call? 

As parents (though we oft exhort ’em), 
Don’t they cost us L, s. d.? 

Yet this preacher says, ‘‘ Support ’em |” 
Who does support ’em, if not we 7 


When we marry, aren’t our purses 
Ever open at their cry, 
They with spells that equal Circe’s, 
** Spell” for cash new frocks to buy. 
Then they go and they assort ’em, 
And the bill is a/ways tough ; 
Yet, says Lushington, ** Support ’em !”’ 
Ugh ! they’re supported quite enough, 





The Wit and Wisdom of Octavius Ebenezer Potte, 
Esquire, 


HIS FILOSOFY,—ACORNS, 


Ir isno use yewr being an inventor if yew air not an improver at 
the same time. 

A flower is a living gem; a beautiful woman a Lreathing diamun’ ; 
a wize thort is the gold that lives for eteraity. 

As we close a brewery we mai at wunc: ofen an asylum, 
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BUBBLES. 
(With ApoLocigs TO Sir J. E, Mirais, R.A.) 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpiTor oF * Fon.” 
Si1r,—I don’t pretend that I was ever much ot a Loyalist. What's 
the good of royalties?—except those on comic songs or plays or such 


like. They only cost taxes, and rob the poor man of his extra pint 
that makes him happy and able to go home and beat his wife properly, 





sasyes 


Wales ain’t a bad chap; he gets through a lot more work than most 
working men, and ‘‘the Princess ’—well, there, the old man has a soft 
heart and he can’t trust himself to express his feelings about that lady— 
but that’s reducing it to individuals, Royalty in the abstract is—well, 
it’s an imposition in every sense. 

I must say, though, when I got the ticket of the opening of the 
** Colonial” (there’s a difficulty about getting a popular plural out of this 
last show at Kensington !), as well as your cheery commands to ‘‘ go and do 
something for an honest living for once,” I felt Royalty had some use. 
It was a lovely morning, Sir, and the dear old man was up with the 
lark, and off with his big ticket, and his opera-glass in the fullest jig to 
the tremendous mashing of the early governess. I confess I was not 
comfortable on my way from South Kensington to the Exhibition Road. 
The number of policemen was enormous, and I am never merry when I 
see police. I did hope, however, to have got in without particular 
trouble, but a policeman, more fiendish than the rest, insisted on search- 
iog me for explosives before he could allow me to enter, an unmanly 
persistence which resulted in the exposure of the fact that all my pockets 
contained were a latch key, a piece of buttered toast wrapped ina news- 
paper, and fifteen pawn tickets—then he let me pass with smiles. But 
I will be avenged ; I will never commit a crime lest it should become 
the lot of that constable to discover it, and so attain fame and fortune, 

I am happy to say, in the interests of this journal, that I had a front 
seat. It was high towards the glass roof of the conservatory, and a fierce 
sun poured down upon my hairless caput without let or hindrance for 
three mortal hours, but it was a front seat for all that. We were all 
nice and chatty and jocular to begin with; but as time wore on we 
became silent and irritably jealous of our full share of space, and testy 
with late comers and people who desired to pass by our knees; and as 
the looked-for moment approached our suppressed excitement and 
goaded irritation showed in an unfavourable light. 

After we had all jumped to our feet several times on false alarms, and 
remained standing just to show we weren’t really taken in, but had just 
got up to have a look round, and after having nearly cheered Mr. Toole, 
under the impression that he was the Prince of Wales, a very stout 
police inspector hove in sight, followed at an interval by Her Majesty’s 
own particular Family Heralds, and then we knew it meant business. 
I’m afraid, Sir, the old man regarded the earlier part of the precession 
with a feeling not far removed from flippancy, and an arridre pensée of 
Madame Tussaud’s; but as it came on, and face after face of men who 
have made history, or are making it, passed before him, a glittering show 
of scarlet and blue, and gold and silver, of black velvet and white waist- 
coat, bald heads and heavy chains, culminating with the arrival cf that 
tired and tremulous but plucky figure in black, surrounded by her stal- 
wart sons and handsome daughters, fresh from the passage through 
trophies from every part of her enormous empire, the old man suddenly 
found himself a Briton refusing to be a slave, and roared his cheers with 
the best of them, frantically waving his old hat until the black band 
slipped from its moorings, and, careering wildly through the air, settled 
like a triumphal wreath upon the unconscious brow cf a beautiful 
duchess, Sir, I am now loyal to the back-bone, and if you dare to say 
a word against the Queen or one of her family or connections, or royalty 
in any shape, I'll knock you down and jump on you. 


I am, Sir, yours Britannically, TROPHONIUS, 
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Another Fad. 
(DISCOVERED SOAP-SUD-DENLY.) 
[The latest fashionable pastime is bubble-blowing. The blower who | 





produces the biggest bubble wins the game.) 


THE latest pastime of the day 
"Mid ‘‘ swells” of either gender, 
Is bubble-blowing ; and, they say, 
This pastime’s soft and tender, 
The ladies versus gentlemen 
(Their hearts with pleasure glowing), 
Arrange to practise, now and then, 
The game of bubble-blowing ! 


Each blower and each bloweress 
With pipes and suds now arm them; 

And though these ‘‘ props” may make a mess, 
They somehow seem to charm them. 

And then they blow, quite pleased to see 
Their bubbles bigger growing, 

And the biggest blower (he or she) 
Then wins at bubble-blowing. 


’Twould seem that if you wish to woo 
Some young and lovely maiden, 

You must appear before her view 
With pipes and soap-suds laden. 

And where, mayhap, men fought of old 
With knights in armour glowing, 

To win their loves, they xow were told 
Must fight at bubble-blowing. 


But why describe this game as new? 
This rushing after bubbles 

Is older far than I or you, | 
And still arouseth troubles, | 

The bubble Wealth, the bubble Fame, 
Such iridescence showing, 

Are just as transient as this game— 
This new fad, bubble-blowing ! 











There Now! 





























Fun’s loftiest bard was anxious to indite 

A poem on May, the thoughts of readers raising, 
But Fun did not regard it in that light, 

When ¢hat bard sings of May, he’s too a-May-sing. 





CUT OFF WITH A SHILLING. 


‘‘Ou, AUNT GOLDSPINSTER, I CAN’T HEAR A WORD You SAY. Do 
TAKE YOUR MuzzLe OFF! I AIN’T FRIGHTENED OF YOUR TEETH!” 








THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
[SECOND NOTICE. ] 


GALLERY No, III. (comtinued).—Briton Riviere, R.A., is hardly at 
his best in ** Rizpah.” The subject is not a particularly cheerful one either. 
Rizpah, a sickly-looking young woman, is taking forty winks at the foot 
of a gallows erected on the summit of a bare rock. A stage watch-fire 
is blazing, and throws a theatrical light around, while a herd of jackals 
are debating in their own minds as to the propriety of making an early 
breakfast off the slumbering girl. A respectable married couple in the 
shape of a well-fed lion and lioness are annoyed by the jackals’ snarling 
chatter, and stroll away with an air of dignified disgust. Frank Holl, R.A., 
in his portrait of ‘‘ The Right Hon. J. Chamberlain,” has not caught the 
perky, saucy, self-satisfied expression of the living statesman. As we 


into his library and given him a thoroughly good spanking. L. Alma- 
Tadema, R.A., contributes ‘An Apodyterium.” This is a lovely example 
of marble painting. With the exception of a tiny piece of real gold leaf 
in the background, the whole picture—including figures supposed to be 
living—has the exact texture of marble. 

GAL.ery No, IV,—E, Burne-Jones, A., is well represented by ‘‘ The 
Depths of the Sea.”” Here we have quite a romance in oils, A some- 
what effete youth—a masher of his period—has been secured by the 
mermaid he tried to mash, and she is bearing him down to the bottom 
of the pale green sea. She is also wagging her tail with delight at 
having trapped the unwary youth, who considers her conduct scaly, and 
in his dying throes is bubbling over with distracted indignation, Any 
careful observer may detect the angry bubbles in the water. The mer- 
maid has likewise established a very severe funk in the minds of several 
sprats by her atrocious conduct. ey are swimming away with deadly 
fear stamped on their expressive countenances. 

John Brett, A., has placed an ‘‘ Argyll Eden” on canvas. Innocent 
people, reading the title in the catalogue, may fancy they were going to 
be treated to a pleasant, cheery reminiscence of the ‘‘ Dukes” that 
flourished under Bignell, and fell betore the Middlesex magistrates ; but 
on seeking out the work they will find it to be a pleasant sunny Scotch 
landscape painted in Brett’s best patent stencil-plated manner, Sir F, 





see him on the canvas, he looks as though the G, O. M. had taken him | 





Leighton, Bart., P.R.A., sets an abominably bad example to students 
by exhibiting such a wretchedly drawn piece of rubbish as ‘* Gulnihal.” 
W. Frank Calderon quite keeps up to his early promise. His ‘* Dante 
in the Valley of Terrors” is well designed, and full of dramatic power. 
It would be a kindly act on the part of the young artist to give his 
relative, the Royal Academician, a few lessons in painting. 

John Faed has manufactured “Still-life,” which consists of a wonder- 
fully wrought salver, a clean glass, a substantial jug, and some solid 
metal grapes that no human teeth could crush, and no wine-press ex- 
tract juice from. Frank Dicksee, A., has painted with muc pathos 
‘“‘ Memories—‘ O, for the touch of a vanished hand.’” A small child 
in the picture, who has probably been frequently touched up by the 
vanished hand, does not seem to be so deeply affected with silent sorrow 
as the rest of the folk who are having their memories stirred seem to be. 
In fact, the infant is thoroughly content that the said hand has departed 
for ever, and is at rest. : 

GALLERY No. V.—W. W. Ouless, R.A., keeps to the high level of 
his work in his portrait of the Archbishop of York, The reverend 
gentleman’s lawn sleeves are a marvel of artistic treatment ; but a laun- 
dress with a well-balanced mind would desire to pick them off the canvas 
and pop them in the wash-tub. Frank Holl has attempted to paint a 
likeness of ** Sir John E, Millais, Bart., R.A.” As a piece of portraiture, 
it is a dismal failure. The artist-baronet, Sir John, armed with a 
remarkable palette, that is seemingly made of unclean yellow flannel, 
looks worried and flushed, Perhaps he has — — some = 
some brat who would persist in sneezing and making grimaces, till, 
th hly unnerved, he has given up the task as a bad Ob. His facial 
expression certainly suggests some such idea, John Pettie, K.A., has 
chosen to depict C, T. Ritchie, Esq., M.P., at an unhappy moment, too. 
The M.P. is palpably suffering dreadfully from his liver, and stands in 
dire need of calomel and Eno’s Fruit Salt. 





ANIMADVERTING on the unsanitary condition of the royal palaces, 
one of the papers says that “royalty are unhappy in their residences, 
This only amounts to what has been foresaid by the immortal bard— 
‘* Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown,” 














- - I ( . Llha Lditer dots nei CIN mims€if to a@canou 
os wifpania@ad OF @ tia 


cdee, return, or pay for Contributions in no case will they be returned unieu 
mped and divrecttd envelope 





- ee 
















































































































May 12, 1886, 

















THE WANTING CHARM. 


Lady Fitzlummer,—‘' BUT DON’T YOU THINK YOU WOULD BE HAPPIER IF YOUR HUSBAND SPENT LESS TIME IN PoBLIC Houses 
TALKING ABOUT HOME RULE, AND A LITTLE MORE TIME AT Home?” 

Mrs, MacRooney.—‘' SURE, NOW, HOW CAN YE EXPECT A BHOY TO SPIND HIS TIME IN THE House IN THESE DIRTHY TOWNS, 
WID NIVER A PIG IN ALL THE House? SoRE IT DOESN’T SREM LIKE HOME AT ALL, AT ALL!” 








The Depths of the Irish Question. 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


DOWN ever so far in the depths of the sea, 
Beneath all the waves and the foam, 


Where maritime creatures roam sportively free, | 


There, there is the mermaid’s bome, 


She is a remarkable beirg, in truth, 
Of (probably) sweet seventeen, 

Endued with a sort of perpetual youth, 
And fishy but witching mien, 


If out for an airing, she swims to the top, 
And looks for some amorous man, 
Then winks, holds her arms out, and down they 
sink— flop !— 
As fast as a couple can, 








The venturesome male, when he’s settled below, 
Sees wonderful things of the deep, 

And lots of queer objects he doesn’t quite know, 
That wriggle and dart and creep. 


Then also his flesh begins creeping, no doubt, 
And, since he’s not feeling in bliss, 

He says to himself—if he doesn't say out— 
‘**T wish I were clear of this }” 


And thus must the lair of the Mermaid Parnell 
Uncanny appear, I opine, 

When gay masher Gladstone is lured by her spell 
To plunge into Irish brine, 





**STAR-TELLING RR&VELATIONS,”—The re- 
ports of the Astronomical Society. 


Quantum Snuff, 


‘‘Up to snuff” is a phrase Britons oftentimes 
quote, 
When speaking of folks extra ’cute, 
And there is a firm FuN would have you to 
note 
Who in this wise have gained great repute ; 
And few folks you will find in this nation, we 
trow 
As much up to snuff” as are Taddy & Co, 


_—— OC 


Query,—If a man had a fine arch to his 
marble brow, can he be said to have a marble 
arch ? 


—— 


A Dicestive Fgsat.—Gobblin’ tapestry - 











“THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD." —Vide Press, 


“ror JAMES’ 


"Gives a mirror-Ilke 
surface to the grate, and 
for cleanliness and econ- 
omy excels all others.” — 
Vide Lady's Pictorial. 


BLACK LEAD 


BR JAMES & SONG, Sele Makers, PLYMOUTH. 
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matinées here, has been transferred to the evening list, 


SLASHHS AND PUFFS, 


Tue Prince’s,—7Z7he Lady of Lyons, after being played at several 
A second view 


rit igiel 
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AND ALL THAT, BUT—HE! HA! HE 
DAREN T PUT THAT UGLY BONNET ON! 


THe Prince’ VERY PRETTY DRESS 


of this rendering of the piece does not in the least alter my opinion that 
itis, on the whole, a very weak one, Mrs. Langtry showing, as usual with 
her, an earnest desire to profit by criticism, has rounded off several 
corners, strengthened some points, and abolished several awkwardnesses 
of posture, but her voice is against her, and the performance is, truth to 
tell, but mediocre, Except for Mr. Coghlan’s skilful and poetic Claude, 
Mr. Everill’s sturdy and hearty Damas, and the acting of the two ladies, 
Miss Robertha Erskine and Miss Bowering, there is a general inertness 
in the company which is royally conducive to boredom, It has seldom 
been my lot to witness a sleepier rascal than the Beauseant of Mr, Carne 
—he seems too lazy to let the words through his lips when he speaks, 


Tue comedy, which is only ** put up” till Mr. Coghlan’s new piece is 
ready, is preceded by a sort of German Reed entertainment for two per- 
sons, called A/y Love and /, It is by Messrs. Best and Bellingham, two 
gentlemen (at least, I presume they are the same) whom I remember as 
Surlesque writers in the days of my youth, and wofully bad ones I used 
to think eventhen, Ay Love and / is inoffensive—is rather amusing, 
indeed, in its way—without anything we en ag gen about it, and 
is played with good front by its two exponents—Mr, J. R. Crauford and 
Miss Kate Pattison, 


Tue Comrepy.—Miss Melnotte, or at least the authors she has 
** called in,” has tried to accomplish the unprecedented feat of amusing 
an audience for three hours with a three minutes’ story. The result is 
not encouraging—unless, perhaps, to /es autres (not to /es auteurs, cer- 
tainly !). iss Melnotte has done ali she could, too. She has engaged 
a strong company, spared no expense in the mounting, and enlisted the 
services of no less than three authors—instructing one gentleman to con- 
centrate himself upon the lyrics, while the other two devoted themselves 
to the dialogue, Most of these people have failed her. The scenery is 
all right, and the company is all right ; but the dresses are uninventive 
and crude in design (some of them are ugly), the dialogue is the poorest 
straining after humour, and the lyrics, though infinitely above the 
ose in workmanship, have very little *‘go” in them. The music is 
lso about ‘as thin as they make it,’’ and the characters always seem to 
be singing the same songs over and over again. Altogether, I should 
think the management have made a bad shot on this occasion ; and I'm 
sorry, because, now nobody can write or act burlesque (seemingly), I like 
an occasional ofera-douffe ; and because Miss Melnotte’s champagne is 
always of the best brands, 
Mr. HAYDEN COFFIN “ange | carried off the honours in the singing, 
but Mr, H. Bracy ran him hard; and Miss nes Delaporte, if the 
piece only runs long enough for her to become better acquainted with 
the waltz of which it consists, and she manages to start in tune every 
time, will be something more than pleasant to listen to. Miss Minnie 
Byron is a nice singer, and nice and plump too, Mr, Lionel Rignold, 
Mr, F, Kaye, and Miss M. A. Victor are all there, waiting to be as 
funny as anything, but the opportunity is not afforded them, Mr. 
Charles E, Stephens is too stolid a personage to be entrusted with so long 
a part as that of Jim, the Penman—I mean the steward, who forges 
letters and wills; and Mr. Charles Ashford might show greater capa- 
bilities for humour under more favourable circumstances, but I'm bound 








to say that I don’t think he would. I wish Mr. Coffin would not strut 
about quite so much; and I wish someone would rehearse the attend- 
ants in putting people into their proper seats, so as not to be shuffling 
them about all the evening. I never saw a set of people make so many 
mis-deals as thosefattendants, 


Varigty THEATRE, AQUARIUM.—A private invitation concert was 
given here last week, to inaugurate ‘* The Baden-Baden Lady Orchestra.” 
The cream-ice and wafer movement went very well indeed, The cold 
whisky interlude was also a success, and received the almost unanimous 
honour of an encore, while a final concerto of champagne and sandwiches, 
pitched rather high in A flat, went down with great ec/é¢, 


INCIDENTALLY a programme of music was gone through, more or 
less of an ad caftandum character (which is probably a well-advised 
system under the circumstances of /eca/e), A ‘* Pizzicato,” called A 
Serenade des Mandolines, and *‘ Bomboula,” described as ‘*A Negro 
Dance of Trinidad,” reaching the extreme of a not unpleasant ‘‘ playing 
with music.” Miss Alice Coleman (who, having regard to the title of 
the band, is a German lady, no doubt) discoursed with one Mr, C, 
Petit (another German lady, I presume) in a Cornet Duet, Miss 
A. Aynsley-Cooke and Miss Constance Loseby (two other German 
ladies), the latter in capital voice, gave us treats in song; and three 
other lady Teutons, the Misses Porter, gave a selection from // 7rovatore, 
as a trio, fairly well, except that the lady with the ’cello got no more 
tone out of that instrument than might have been expected to emanate 
from a wheelbarrow (to be just, this appeared to be as much the fault 
of the instrument than the lady). 


Tue band, which might be more effectively dressed, is ‘* backed up ’ 
by a number of guardsmen in ugly mess jackets, and conducted by Miss 
Lila Clay, who presents a handsome and attractive back view. It 
executes its work in very fair style, and is, at least, as effective as the 
general run of such things, but there is the usual lack of ‘‘ grip” per- 
ceptible in most lady orchestras. Why it should be called the Baden- 
Baden is not easily guessed, unless a breathed hint depreciatory of the 
Viennese supplies the clue—half the title would have been open to mis- 
construction. 


Any one who wishes to thoroughly enjoy himself, should keep his eye 
on Miss Elise Surguy ; she plays as many instruments as the gentleman 
who pervades the streets, and with the assistance of sundry straps and 
bands, is a band of music in himself, I’m not sure whether I was more 
enraptured with the tender beauty of Miss Surguy's pop-gun passages, or 
the glowing significance of her rendering of the matter set down for the 
scare-crow clappers, 


Nops AND WINKS.—The Novelty Theatre will in future be reserved 
for amateur performances, Messrs. L, and H. Nathan having taken it 
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Tue Comevy.—Haypen Corrin AND MAIDEN ScoFrFIn’. 


for that purpose, announce an inaugural performance, at which a play of 
Sir Charles Young will be produced. —Mr. G. Manville Fenn’s drama, 7 4¢ 
Foreman of the Works, commenced a tour at Leicester on Monday. It 
has been almost entirely re-written, and ought to succeed hand over 
hand.—Court Favour has been revived at the Criterion as an opening 
piece, where also a ‘‘ fantastic drama,” called Zhe Circassian, was also 
produced on Saturday, of which more anon.—Sardara is the title of a 
little piece by Mr. J. K. Jerome, said to be shortly to appear at the 
Globe in front of Zhe Pickpocket, NESTOR. 
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ABOUT CLEANING-OFF; OR, THE PAINTER THAT PAINTS IN THE SPRING. 
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Talking of how paintersdon’t always clean off thoroughly before repainting, our friend Pontoe said one day, ‘‘ Look here, painter, I want that gate painted. I 
must be off for my train ; but mind you clean off well before you put the new paint on.’ Well, it happened that P.'s pet dog was asleep against that gate ; and the 
newspaper and the milk were also there, waiting for the servant to take them in. 
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And one day Pontoe looked attentively at that gate, and said, ‘‘ That paint 
looks rather lumpy ; 1’m sure the painter never cleaned off properly. It must be 
re-painted.” y 53; 





When P. returned he couldnt find his dog; and the milk-can and newspaper 
were missing too. Suspicion of the theft fell on that poor painter, and he got 
penal servitude for life, 
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. ’ , : . , said, ‘ Well, if here ain't a rum go! Blest if there ain't a pore 
And the new painter was in the act of burning off the old paint, when he suddenly looked up and said, * ’ rea Pe 
little dorg as ‘as bin and got hisself painted in ; and I do b'leeve he’s a-waggin’ his tail!” This shows how things get mislaid, and how careful we ought to be about 


using any one of theft ! 
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QUISBY AND BARKINS AT THE GROSVENOR 
GALLHERY. 


Ma. Epitor,—Barkins pranced into my study this morniog without 
even tapping at the door, and told me that he had received information 
as to my projected visit to 
the Grosvenor Gallery. 
Then, with every evidence 
of determination pictured 
on his face, he added, ‘*I 
shall go with you.” 

**I don’t know whether 
—the fact is—er——” I 
was gulping nervously, 
when Barkins interrupted 
me, 

i} But I do know,” he 
snarled with much asperity. 
**Put on your hat and 
/'}f come at once. Don't stop 
for breakfast. You ought 
to be ashamed of yourself 
for rising so late.” 
3reakfastless I wandered 
into the Grosvenor, Bar- 
kins shot in before me as if 
he were practising archery. 














4 "VAY, ** Let’s first look at ‘ The 
, Me i. Vf { \ Souls’ Prison,’ by G. F. 
o peu.w FOR CENTRES // | Watts, R.A,” I ventured, 
Fa . ‘ rT : side 
VATYS FA LiOURE ta ans sation It is considered to be a 
WTATTS Ki <cene_ | masterpiece. 





“Fiddle-de-dee!” 
growled Barkins, ‘* Mas- 
terpiece of what? Does it depict a metal idol in the last stage of decay, 
with a couple of emeralds off colour stuck in its head for eyes? or is it 
merely a rough, dauby design for the centre figure of a transformation 
scene that bas been dug out of the damp cellars of some f;rovincial 
theatre?” 

** You are a Goth,” I answered. ‘‘ It is an idealistic work.” 

‘‘Humph!” grunted Barkins; ‘‘I prefer something a little more 
realistic and natural, For instance, that pleasant landscape by J. W. 
North, titled only by a quote from Spenser, is refreshing to mine eye. 
It is Turneresque in colour, and so you would admit if that hob-nailed 
liver of yours didn’t cause you to look at everything with jaundiced 


eyes.” 
‘*T beg pardon, old fellow,” I murmured, ‘*but you ferget7I have not 


breakfasted.”’ 
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** Serve you right too,” remarked Barkins ; ‘‘I don’t forget a bit. 
You should keep better hours. ‘Pon my word, you're the colour of a 
mummy. You're too bilious, sir, to give an unprejudiced opinion on 
any work of art. Follow me round, and listen to what I tell you.” 
With tottering limbs I followed after him, Mr. Editor. Here you 
have the gist of his remarks, sir. 

***Greek Dancers,’ E. Matthew Hale. That battle-scared veteran 
Greaser in the distance is dissatisfied with the coryfi/cs. Thinks 'em too 
knock-kneed of course. ‘ Master Baby,’ W. (). Orchardson, R.A. Bless 
us! What a wild-looking mother, Dangerous time for the baby when she 
kisses it, I should think. Her nose is as sharp as a hollow-ground razor. 
The claw-fingered little infant has evidently been combing her hair out 
by the handful; yet with true motherly tenderness she grins and bears 
with all her little pet's eccentricities, 

*** Portrait of Henry Irving, Esq.,’ John Collier, A capital and 
characteristic likeness of the great tragedian, Remarkably earnest, 
though somewhat pained expression on his face, ain't there, Quisby? 











‘*Scaur Ma Gillean, Isle of Skye,’ Keeley Halswelle, A.R.S.A, Rum 
sort of sky, ain’t it? Per- 
haps it’s produced by vol- 
canoes or geysers; but I 
never knew there were any 
in that part. They may 
have burst out lately 
though. ‘Amor Omnia 
Vincit,’ P. R. Morris, 
A.R.A. Um! that disre- 
putable little scamp, Cu- 
pid, forging ahead at an- 
other game of leap-frog. 
Ah, me! Cupid’s memory 
is asshort as Cupid, other- 
wise his perpetual acci- 
dents would shake his 
confidence while playing 
his little games. Is it 
‘74)\)| true, Quisby, that Sir 
y / Coutts Lindsay and P, R. 
| 





LEAP FROG 








Morris, A.R.A,, are so 
fearfully jealous about each 
other’s frames that a duel 
is on the ¢apis ?” 

**T’m sure I've no idea,” 
I fluttered, feebly; ‘* but 
~—----—-~~ [> do wish I were under 


some tappy, I feel horribly 





Sian 


faint, and am sadly in want of a nerver, ’ 

**Quisby, Quisby, how can you! Always thinking of alcoholic 
stimulant, Quisby. You'll come to a bad end, mark my words. Look 
here—‘ The Day’s Takings,’ G. Jacquet. Same old sad story. An 
aged beggar who has fallen, 
from a respectable posi- 
tion through indulging his i 
unquenchable thirst is No (G)) 
counting his coppers pre- 
paratory to going in fora 
night’s dissipation. Be 
warned in time, Quisby ! 

‘Great Scott! what's 
this? ‘Hope,’ G, F, 
Watts, R.A, Deary! a 
young woman tying her- 
self into a knot and trying 
to perform the chair-trick, 
She is balanced on a pan- 
tomime Dutch cheese, 
which is floating in stage 
muslin of uncertain age 
andcolour. The girl would 
be none the worse for a 
warm bath, Quisby ! 

‘** Here’s one of the best 
mgs ae A Flower Mar- 





CHAIR TRICK 


et,’ J. W. Waterhouse, Pe 
A.R.A. Pretty girl sniffing TYING HE (SEF 
flowers, I like flowers, and | ¥ ~ unt 
F IN A KNEE 





I doat on pretty girls, 
Quisby. Hullo! * Un- }y¥ATTS KA ai 
tamable,’ J. T. Nettleship. 

Well now if that isn’t as 

fine a study of a tiger-rug as I’ve ever seen, may I never taste lemon- 
squash again. Come with me to my club, Quisby, and I'll show y 














NETTLESHIS 

















one exactly like it, and we'll have luncheon.” I went gladly. 
Barkins advocated moderation during the meal, and 4e only con- 
sumed wine to the extent of three bottles. 
Yours shakily, QUISRY, 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpAy, May toth.—Lords, like schoolboys in 2schylus, busy over 
the Greek difficulty. Rosebery announces that the Powers, by way of 
oiling troubled waters, are keeping Greece from those of the Gulf of 
Corinth. Gravely informs House that when representatives of other 
nations withdrew from Athens, the Russian Minister did not do so, 
‘‘ because he was not there.” Contest between Lord Morley (no con- 
nection of the Right Hon. Parnellite on Treasury Bench in the “ other 
place’’), and double-dyed Duke of Buckingham and Chandos for Chair- 
manship of Committees. The Duke wins. Snug little berth, 42,000 
a-year and ‘‘easy hours.” ‘So much for Buckingham !” 
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List to the warbling of the Grand Old Man 

Who strums one string and lingers at your door. 
Ah me! in vain I do the best I can— 

She calls ‘* Move on,” who cried of old ‘‘ Encore! 


Commons,—<Act II. of the Irish drama that may end as a comedy or 
tragedy. First Old Man makes best of his part, but it doesn’t suit him, 
he’s played a different one so long; and Hartington takes the best of 
the biscuit. Hartington’s speech best yet on subject, and Liberals are 


behind him the men who are the real strength of the party, and that the 
man who elects to dispense with the ladder by which he has climbed to 
power, will only injure himself by his fall. Premier again sports the 
** red rose of Lancaster.’’ Mistake, this; he should have worn a shamrock, 
a thistle, or a leek, since he’s fond of the last as an article of food ; while 
the penultimate should be the favourite fodder of some of his followers, 
W. O’Brien dangles the ‘‘ exasperated nation” bogey. Jordan professes 
to give us the opinion of the other side of the Boyne, but Orangeblossom 
Lewis reveals to us the other side of Jordan, Sir Henry James moves 
adjournment, so we shall have the views of a man who would not sup- 
port the Bill and barter his conscience for a Lord Chancellorship. 
Tuesday.—Lord Selborne pleads for achaplain to assist the Bench of 
Bishops in reading prayers for the House—only eight of them, and they 
have so much to do for such small screws. Lords decide that in Durham, 
though there may be cakes, there shall be no ale on Sundays. 
with the c/éture), Pease trots out the Anti-Hanging fad. Verdict— 
**That be hanged.” Subject drops. 

Wednesday.—Tuite introduces Bill to cut down Irish Returning 
Officer’s expenses, ‘*The King Colonel” opposes Bill, but Chance | 








Commons throw out the Commons Regulation Bill (no connection | 


consoled with the conviction that, if Gladstone has deserted, he leaves | 


| your District of Metropolitan Line, Sare. 


asks us to give ita namesake. Read second time, Compulsory Pur- 
chase of Land Compensation Bill served same way. Object of this Bill 
to cut down the landlords’ claws and the Lands Clauses Act, 
Thursday.—Archbishop of Canterbury moves second reading of Church 
Patronage Bill, designed to remove one of the most crying evils of our 
age. At one time Churchmen were fishers of men, but in latter days 
many have been only dealers in souls, Bill read mer, com, 
Commons.—Parnellites virtuously wroth with bold, bad Orangemen, 
who have declared they will not give their lives and liberties to Parnellite 
keeping without a blow. Tim and Tay Pay quite shudder as they use 
the words ‘‘seditious’’ and ‘‘treasonable.” Sir Henry James ties 
another brick round the neck of the Separation Bill. Campbell-Banner- 
man next attacks the Union Jack. Wofully weak. Think it rather upset 
him to find the ‘‘ parthy ” cheering instead of gibing at him as in the old 
days. Bernard Coleridge makes maiden speech, Strange to say, doesn’t 
follow up Bannerman’s vinous simile. 
Friday—Lords.—Jonathan complains of a smack, or rather that 
Canadian gunboats have seized one, Carnarvon wants matter cleared 
up. 
Commons,—Jennings (not the Oxford gentleman) strikes for Pro- 
tection. 





THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT THE 
SQUATTERAJAHRIES, 


SARE,—I deserve to live in stone like a Speke, for, Voi/a/ I can speak 
like a Livingstone. I have been all ovare your Much Greater Britain, 
via South Kensinkton; not by your Cunard nor your PianO Line, but by 





I desire to see ze Hindoo and vat he is doin’, and in ze Vestibule and 
in ze Indian Palace I see him alive and in vork of vax. I see ze Gurkas 
and ze Bill Sikhs, and I behold in ze jungle ze tigare—who sit on ze 











| not ze jigghor), and ze alligator; alzo I novare behold the Allislopah. 


| house of your Indian coo koos, 


trunk of ze elephant, as I do on my own; ze cheetah, vich is a sharper 
card still—ze bara singha (but not ze baritone singha), ze markhor (but 


A dark gentlemans, vit his head in towels, say, ‘‘Come down my 
Court, Sahib!” and he shew me ze brass vork of Moradabad, vich is 
not at all bad. Ze arts of Oude so vondarfull, zat I demand, “*’Oude 
’ave thought it?” He take me ovare bridge vich he say is of bamboo ; 
but I sink he vant to bamboozle me; and he shew me ze Baroda pigeon- 
I read on ze vall, ** Ex Oriente Lux,”’ 
and to myself I sink how much “ Lucks”’ have come out of ze East for 
your nation, 

Next I go to Canada, I am ravi vit ze show of Clear Sky Land, 
Zere are ze sleighs, some of vich are killing ; ze outfits for ze cow-boy 
(your Engleesh young mans you call instead boy cow or razzare calf) ; 
ze vegetables vich I look at, ze fruit vich I taste, ze pulse vich I feel, 
and ze polished timbare vich I am requested not to touch, but vich, like 
everybody else, I do, 

Zen, behold, I am in South New Vales, undare ze Golden Gate of Ingots, 
and vish I vas in ze happy land vare so much gold is got in; zen ze land 
of Oveens, and von of ze kings of lands. In your South and West Aus- 
tralia zare is so much gold and vool, zat I understand for vy you have name 
it ze Land of Gold an’ Fleece, and I promise myself to go soon to see ze 
ozzare exhibits of ze colony at ze Ovalries and ze Lordseries, 

Enfin lam in New Zealand, and I observe ze portrait of ze Maori 
gentlemans, who some von have decorate with burnt cork vile asleep. 
Maintenant, ze Maori girl, she is jolly fine girls; and I walk tro’ ze 





archways of tinned meat, and grain, and biscuits, chanfant, ‘' My 
pretty little Maori, she is handsome as is ze faori, and I vill meet her 
ven ze sun go down and ze garden are instantaneously illuminated.” 

Zen I find myself in ze Cape vare Hope is Good, I see Malay family, 
but I no see ze hens zat Malay. After I have seen ze kraal I kraal 
avay to buy ze lager at ze colony of Pondandspier, and I tell ze Char. 
mink young ladies I vill drink to South Africa, for it is my Natal day. 

Leaving the canteen, I sail for ze Canton, and examine ze vork and 
ze vays of ze Coolies, aftare vich I am off again to Pondandspiers’ for ze 
cooler, I go to Jamaica, and I see lots of rum sings, and I make my 
way to Malta. I tell ze policman zat I should sink ze matif of Melita 
take it Maltesey. He reply, he sink I have been taking it Maltandhoppy. 
I reply to him zat it is finest show in tout /e monde, specially ze 
Branidi-Hennessée court and ze court of ze Palealebass Province of India, 
He say I had bettare move on or he vill move me off; and I move on 
to Cyprus, vare I desire zem to shew me sample of vat Lord Beacons- 
field call ze finest Glandstone jam in the British Crown. Zay lead me 
to ze gardens, and I go sleep, and wake to listen to ze illuminations and 
gaze at ze instantaneous band, Ze front of ze building is a grand coup 
/ wil, von blaze of lights. I step back to admire it all ze more. In my 
ear is ze strain of ze band of your chéres grandméeres—your grannies dear. 
In ze next, my ear is in ze Coldstream, for I do ze fall of ze back into 
ze basin of ze fountain. Zey fish me out, I hear a voice demand vich 
is ze mattare, and some von reply zat I have spend too much time 
among ze products of ze colony of Spiersanpond, 
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DEDICATED TO THE R.A. WITH PROFOUND DISRESPECT. 
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THE MOMENTOUS QUESTION—" WILL IT WASH? 











Mrs. Bull.—*}H’'M, VM NOT SURE THAT I CARE FOR THE PATTERN; I SHOULD LIKE SOMETHING MORE 
AND I SCARCELY THINK 


OF THE UNION JACK CHARACTER; THE PRICE, TOO, SEEMS A LITTLE HIGH, 
IT WILL WASH.” 
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A LITTLE FIRMNESS DOES IT. 


It is quite a small and modest affair, is our Law-Resisting League, 
but its success— 
though, as a 
member, perhaps 
I ought not to 
say it—is quite 
remarkable, 

It came into 
existence in quite 
a way. 
We were all hav- 
i a talk to- 
gether at the 
** Black Sheep 
and Gibbet,” in 
Handcuff Alley, 
over a quart or 
two, when old 
Ahab the Re- 
rookie who “ 
loo. over 
paper, suddenly 
sa says he, 
“There does 
seem to be a kiad of a notion hanging about that there, s’help me!” 

** Let’s have it, Ahab,” we all said, 

‘* Why,” said Ahab, “it’s just this affair of the extra police rates in 
Ireland that the vestries won't pay, and the Law’s afraid to make ’em ; 
and it’s just this affair of the boycotting which the Law daren’t stop; 
and now, lookee here, what I've just been a-reading :— 


***Tue Leicester ANTI-VACCINATIONISTS. 

“© * The Leicester Board of Guardians have passed a resolution forbid- 
ding prosecutions under the Vaccination Acts, The last resolution on 
the subject was passed in December, 1884, since which time thousands of 
defaulting parents have been summoned, and over a hundred distress 
warrants were issued a few weeks ago. There are at present in the town 
thousands of children unvaccinated, with regard to whom no proceedings 
will now be taken,’ 


‘* There, now, ain't ‘hat intended to be a revelation to us? What I say 
is that we’ve never half understood the Law—never looked at it in the 
right light. The Law was never intended to be a burden and a hobble 
to any criminal as has his heart in his business : what the Law’s intended 
to choke off is the timid and the half-hearted—them as is afraid of it. 
And why was it intended to choke off such like? Why, to make it 
better for the thorough-going criminal by dimini the competition in 
his line o’ business. Now I ask you, Jim Slinker the Area Sneak, and 
you, Bill Skultapper the Crib-Cracker, and you, Sam Sneaktill, and all 
the rest of the profession—I ask you why we ain't put on the same footing 
with the Leicester anti-vaccinationists? Why, because we don’t com- 
bine, and stand firm, and refuse to reckernise the Law—that’s why. 
That's our mistake ; we've always rechkernmised the Law, and so it hasn't 
never reckernised our class as fit and proper objects for impunity, like 
the Leicester people.” 

Ahab was right about it—there was not a doubt of that. And at that 
moment poor Tom Hemprope, him that had just been working out 
seven years for killing a on the Embankment, came in. Ah! poor 
Tom was looking thin, that's all. It made you miserable to see him. 

‘“‘ Tom,” says old Ahab, ‘‘ we're going to abolish penal servitude, and 
all that. We're just a-going into committee on the subject.” 

* * . « * e 

Well, we worked it all out, and old Ahab the Receiver became chair- 
man of the Criminals’ Law Resisting League. One of our first acts was 
to publish a pamphlet setting forth our grounds for objecting to the 
execution of the laws relating to criminal offences, and stating our deter- 
mination to resist it, on moral and social grounds, to the utmost. As 
soon as the judges had read that pamphlet, they held an extraordinary 
and excited meeting at the High Courts of Justice to consider the 
matter ; but they came to no conclusion. Well, we followed this u 
with another pamphlet setting forth our views —still on moral gro 
—as to the desirability of crime as a check to the self-esteem and 
i of mankind ; and that pamphlet took well too, 

And it was one a while we were ho one of our usual 
meetings at the *‘ Black Sheep and Gibbet,” that a detective walked in, 
and came right up to me and said, ‘* Jerry Nyphum, I want you for a 
murder,” 

** Then you ain’t going to have me,” says I. 

**Oh, we'll see about that—how do you make that out?” says he. 
Then old Ahab the Receiver rose at the head of the table, and drew 
himself up to his full height, and looked full at the detective; and says 
old Ahab—‘' We will tell you how we make that out. We object, on 
moral grounds, to any more arrests for crime. You can go and tell the 
authorities so, ( pos | day.” 











But the detective could not see it: he insisted on taking me. 

** Very well,” I said, ** you do so on your own responsibility. I shall 
request the judge to inform the Government that I object to the entire 
Well, I did inform the judge. ‘‘ Hum!” said the judge ; * that, of 
course, alters the case. t you won’t mind my detaining you while I 
ask the Government?” I agreed to that; and he went off and asked 
the Government, who telegraphed to release me instantly. And next 
day the Government passed a Bill forbidding any more prosecutions 
under the Criminal Laws. 








The Wiles of Greece, 
[The Daily News remarks that the Greek Government has been trying to hoodwink 
the diplomatists of Europe.] 
Tue wiles of Greece! the wiles of Greece ! 
The crafty brain, the slippery tongue ; 
Where brigands and mine host still fleece 
The traveller their hills among ; 
The land whose classic story wins 
Forgiveness for its modern sins, 


Whose old Ulysses tricked and schemed, 
And Knight Apoulos played the cheat ; 
And still ‘‘ Greek trust ” has ever seemed 
Equivalent to all deceit. 
And do your statesmen of to-day 
Think that with Europe they can play? 
No, Deliyannis, ’twould not do, 
We saw your ‘‘ little game,” forsooth ! 
Dare Europe, and yet let m’sieu 
Alone your ruffled feathers smooth ! 
No doubt you would the Powers hoodwink— 
They’re not so green, tho’, as you think ! 





Dr. Johnson Vindicated. 


A GENTLE piscator murmurs, in a daily contemporary, about the 
numerous enemies—not including, however, himself and his brethren—| 
that Thames fish have to encounter. Among others, he inveighs bitterly 
against ‘‘those totally unnecessary hordes of swans which infest the 
river,” This is about as delightful an expression of class prejudice that 
has been heard since the but immortal huntsman lifted up his voice 
against ‘‘them stinkin’ woilets,” which impaired the fragrance of the 
trail of the fox, Our worthy rodster’s declamation or e-"‘ jack ”-ulation, 
as he might term it, against the birds of Venus, suggests to our mind 
either that he was considerably off his feed when he began carping as 
above, or else that the disciples of the ‘‘ gentle craft” are not quite such 
**amicable Waltonians” as they profess to be. We don’t pretend to be 
a dab at piscatorial matters, but we rise from the perusal of the lucubra- 
tions aforesaid with a strong impression that the learned lexicographer 
was not so far out when he said something cynical about a worm and a 
fool in reference to the art of angling. 





One of the strangest prize-fights on record recently took place in 
Leicestershire on a Sunday evening. The stakes were ten pounds, 
and the combatants were a one-eyed Johnnie and a male biped minus 
one arm. The one-armed pugilist was declared victor after a hotly- 
contested battle which lasted one hour and forty-five minutes. The 
parties fought like good Christians, with perfect good-temper and fair- 
ness, They had attended both morning and afternoon service before 
going into the ring. It is stated that the gladiators were ex-vergers at 
rival churches, and the mill originated out of a religious dispute. 
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ANOTHER FALLACY. 


‘*‘THREE YEARS’ SysTEM! YAH! ALL ’oMbBuG! I JjousT 
TRIED IT MYSELF AT PENTONVILLE, AND IT’S ’MOST AS BAD AS 
A LIFER!” 


THH ROYAL ACADEMY. 
[THIRD NOTICE, ] 


GALLERY No. V. (continued).—Phil. R. Morris has erected ‘‘ The 
Lone Farm” on canvas. It is of very flimsy construction, and the land- 
scape surrounding the homestead is likewise of a fragile nature. The 
scene is laid in a land where cyclones and blizzards do mof flit about. 
J. W. Waterhouse sends a strikingly original picture, ‘‘The Magic 
Circle,” completely knocking down the notion that witches are at their 
best when depicted as old, toothless, and hideous. J. W. W. gives us 
as pretty a little sorceress as ever compounded a deadly mixture in a 
West-End bar, 

Peter Graham, R.A., drives home to the hearts of the Highland 
cattle-loving public in his accomplished painting, ‘‘ Across the Moor.” 
The animals clustered on the stormy moor are apparently a set of useful 
as well as hormamental beasts. J. R. Herbert, R.A., is represented by 








to delight children. 


in Rome.” St. Paul’s imprisonment has evidently had a serious effect 
on his health. His flesh is of a strong purple hue, and he seems in 
great danger of having an epileptic fit at any moment. E, Blair 
Leighton contributes ‘‘ The Confessional.” Stretched out in the fore- 
ground may be observed an inquisitive Father Confessor who has listened 
to too much, The priest is as nearly ready to be imkwédged as possible, 
having been adroitly operated on with a dagger. In the distance the 
chief actor in the melodrama drags away the peccant leading lady, to 
slow music demeath the stage. Not a fiddler is tobe seen! But every- 
body in front knows that the orchestra is scraping out horribly nerve- 


anchorage ground for a snow-flaked, flake-white-bespattered vessel, by 
making use of that glorious harbour of refuge—Shakespeare. The quote 


shew’st a noble vessel.” John R. Reid rolls his powerful sea-coast con- 
tribution in with resistless force. It is entitled ‘‘ The Shipwreck,” and 
is calculated to cause some sentimental people to expel at least one 
split briny tear, especially when they notice that an aged blind male, 
tired with the monotony of his life in a sea-girt village, has insisted on 
being led down to the scene of excitement to relieve his morbose ennut, 
GALLERY No, VII.—Charles M. Hardie exhibits ‘‘Joha Smart, 








‘Wild Boar Hunting,” a startlingly imaginative work, which is certain | 


GALLERY No, VI,—E. Armitage, R.A., shows ‘‘St. Paula Prisoner | 


Esq., R.S.A.” The worthy Scotch artist is portrayed as he appears 
with his foot upon his native heath when he has put on his war paint. 
He firmly holds a palette, sharp as a tomahawk or a boomerang, and 
has steadfastly made up his mind to slaughter something or somebody. 
W. Dendy Sadler gives a large but somewhat fishy picture, which he is 
pleased to call ‘‘Habet.” It is highly placed. This talented artist 
would do well to confine himself to cabinet-sized gems, which would be 
certainly placed on the line. We do not say this in any carping spirit. 

GALLERY No, VIII. —Frederick Goodall, R.A., exhibits ** Susannah.” 
While in front of this picture, we heard a policeman observe that the 
lady’s hair would prove a twister for any convict to pick into oakum. 
Solomon J. Solomon, we are inclined to think, has fairly ** struck oil ” 
in his grand conception ‘‘ Cassandra.” Daring io design, strong in 
drawing, delicate in colour, and broad in brush-work, ‘‘ Cassandra” 
should be classed as one of she pictures of the year, The subject isa 
classic masher taking a reckless leap with a classic masheress, The 
young people certainly wear some drapery, but neither are attired quite 
a la Horsley. The Hon. John Collier makes a hit with a fanciful com- 
position ‘‘Mcenads.”’ It is an exact representation of the manner in 
which the companions of Bacchus enjoyed the chase. Even the purist, 
J. C. Horsley, R.A., must admit the subject has been treated in a per- 
fectly chaste manner. 

GALLERY No. IX.—C. Van Haanen depicts ‘‘A Spring Tide, 
Venice,” or, rather, the light and careless way that charming little 
Venetian girls dabble about in the water when a spring tide flows into 
sunny Venice. The young ladies in question seem to be very tidily 
proportioned. Edward H. Fahey is most happy in his fresh-looking 
seascape and view ‘Great Yarmouth, 1886.” An aroma of ozone and 
bloaters seems to waft through the Gallery as one stands in front of his 
picture, and makes us long for a sparkling draught of that wholesome 
beverage, *‘Yarmouth Ale”—ale that Mr. Gladstone opines must 
approach very nearly to the nectar of the gods. 





——— a oe ee —_ 


R.A,-R.A,-ngements. 
A New Dirtry. 


THe “nudes” are fewer in this year’s R.A., 
Which matter may displease full many a patron ; 
And some pooh-pooh in a sarcastic way ; 
** This ‘ nu(de) departure’ has been made,” they say, 
** Because the judges feared the British matron !’ 





A WRITER in a fashion contemporary carries on against the system of 
living in flats. A good many people might be found who a ag 
live om “flats.” But were we to describe their profession in full, it 
would not sound very flat-tering. 
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pinching notes. W. L. Wyllie manages to tackle a snowstorm with | 
rather more than commonplace dexterity. The painter also finds a safe — 





to W. L. W.’s unnamed work is, ‘‘ Though thy tackle’s torn, thou | 











A PAGE OF LINDLEY MURRAY. 


Buttons. —* Letrer, SiR. BRaAR&R WANTS A ANSWeeR,” 

Mr. Bumptious Bloward (who has ‘‘ got on"),—*' Don'T sPRAK 
LIKE THAT, YOU DREADFOL Boy! You N&VER HEAR ME SAY 
‘A Answer.’” 

Buttons. —“ No, Stxn,}voujpots A HaitcuH 1n, Sir. ‘Tarn’? 
YOUR FAULT, SIR; THERE WEREN'T NO SCHOOL BOARD WHEN 
you WAS A Boy, Sir.” { Sacked, 
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ENIOKNAOKS, 


THE good married men who visit the ‘‘ Colindies ” in the company of 
their wives should take them into the ** Duvaleries ” to dine—that is, pro- 
viding the said wives are not of cruelly jealous 
natures. The ‘‘ Duvaleries” is situated a few 
yards within the main entrance, and an excellent 
variety of dishes, served up by trim, snappy 
young waitresses, may be had at a most reason- 
able price. We, personally, must confess a 
strong leaning towards being attended at table 
by ‘cag women neatly attired, to being waited 
on by bottle-nosed males, whose teeth resemble 
the turrets of a castellated ruin. But ladies who 
suffer from sharp attacks of the green-eyed 
monster doubtless prefer fossilized waiters. 





A* REPORT is floating about that the water- 
colour drawings at the South Kensington Museum 
are deteriorating. ‘The rumour is certain to prove a correct one, simply 
because it is in the nature of water-colour drawings to gradually depre- 
ciate. Oil pictures, on the contrary, often improve by age and exposure. 
In fact, oil-paintings are frequently advanced in value and good qualities 
by drastic treatment. For instance, let any one who wishes to experiment, 
purchase a cheap, crudely daubed, garish, but well.drawn work in oils,— 
a classical subject will be best to choose,—hang it up the kitchen chimney 
for a month, wipe off the soot, and place the canvas in a damp dust-hole 
for ten days. Then carefully remove all mildew with a dry cloth. 
Having done so, give the picture a thin coat or two—according to taste 
—of vandyke brown and burnt umber mixed with drying-oil, and bake 
it in a slow oven till slight surface-cracks appear. In seven days the 
thinnest possible coating of pale drying-oil tinted with lamp-black should 
be thoroughly scrubbed in, After leaving the picture for a few weeks 
on a rool, out of the reach of cats, it may be well varnished—three thick 
coats will suffice. As each coat is drying, blow tobacco smoke well over 
it to obtain bloom, If, after all this trouble, the experimentalist doesn’t 
sell his originally low-priced work of art as a genuine old master, fora 
good round sum, it is not our fault. 


Divorces are easily procurable in San Francisco, A short while 
back a woman obtained a judicial separation from her husband because 
he made it a rule to sleep in his boots exactly four nights a week, and 
had a strong partiality for spring onions and peppermint lozenges. And 
another injured matron managed to get the nuptial knot severed on the 
complaint that her good man snored at nights with fog-horn power, and 
refused to wear a black coat and a stove-pipe hat on Sundays, 


Tue other day a popular preacher was holding forth anent the won- 
derful uplifting power music has on the human mind, Just as he was 
terminating a most eloquent passage a Salvation Army band, in full blare 
and bang, marched up to the church, halted a couple of minutes outside, 
and discoursed ‘‘ music.’’ Nobody could hear the end of the worthy 
pastor’s sentence except the clerk, but the savage roll of his eyes, and 
the sudden pallor of the clerk’s countenance, indicated that it was not 
finished in an altogether orthodox manner, 


MARSHAL MACMAHON believes he will be able to explain away cer- 
tain sscertain acts in bis life by writing his Memoirs. The Marshal 
will find some difficulty in persuading rational, reasoning Frenchmen 
that he has not several times made the welfare of his country play 
second fiddle to his personal and political feelings, The soldier poli- 
tician, of all others, should act up to the motto, /’re Patria ; but, oddly 
enough, military diplomatists have ever been most selfish, mendacious, 
unscrupulous, and greedy snatchers in the vain-glorious army of ofiice- 
grabbers. —__— 


GHOSTS are generally supposed to be flimsy erratic spectres, but a 
practical, solid, matter-of-fact apparition has lately appeared to a widow. 
On seeing it, she exclaimed, ‘*’Tis the spirit of my late husband.” 
‘* Right you are, old woman,” replied the ghost; ‘‘ I've merely popped 


visit music-halls on the sly, and the first time you catch her doing so 
don't hesitate to spank her.” Then the spectre vanished in a flash of 
blue fire, almost before the horrified woman had time to faint. When 
the widow conveyed her deceased husband’s message to his child, the 
girl enquired what her pa looked like, &c. The mother answered, ‘‘ He 
looks much stouter, my dear, since he left; and, would you believe it? 
he has shaved off his beard!” ‘“*Ah!” said the girl, with a simple 
smile, ‘Did he smell dreadfully of tobacco, ma?” ‘‘He did, my 
darling,” ejaculated the fond parent ; ‘‘and of spirits also, I am sorry to 
say.” ‘“*Then ‘tis surely he,” mused the maiden. ‘‘ Your father?” 
sobbed the widow, servous/y ; for she did not feel entirely positive in her 
nerve-shattered state, ‘‘ No!” retorted the girl sharply, ‘‘ that goggle- 


’ 


wash, ma, 





up just to inform you that Mabel, our youngest daughter, ought not to | 





eyed, bandy-legged old viper you want me to marry, Your story won't 








THE MAJOR 








WRECKS HIS CHANCE. 


Major GRENADE (anxious to make himself agreeable to a wealthy 
spinster),—* Been to ‘ Colindies,’ Miss Verjuice ?” 
‘grJUICE.—‘' No, indeed, Major! I’m very delicate, don’t 
you know? and could not possibly endure the sufferings such a jaunt 


Miss V 


might produce. 


that——”’ 
MAJOR 


troubled with the same complaint myself in India, 


dear lady 


Miss V,—‘* Oh, Major! what a horrid notion, 


only fit fo 


G. (interrupling).—‘*' Yes—er—pardon me! 
; live on rice!” 


r CHICKENS!” 


I really undergo such excruciating pains in the chest 


I’ve been 


Diet yourself, my 
Why, the stuff is 


Major G.—‘‘ True, true! I forgot. You are mo CHICKEN, Allow 


me to sug 


gest in prefer—— 


[But the lady closed her fan with a fierce rattle, and flounced away, 





New Leaves. 


“‘ Tue Beautiful Lady Chichester.” by G. M. Monro (London Literary 
This story is made up of well-worn materials; the lovely 
young girl marries the wealthy man old enough to be her father, whom 
she does not love, and should—and afterwards falls in love with a 
younger map, and shouldn’t—reaches the verge of going astray, and 


Society). 


draws back in time to fall in love with her husband, Xc. 


We have seen 


all this before, often ; this time it is managed with sufficient skill to pass 
without disparagement.—‘‘ Queer Stories from 77uth,” by BE, C.Grenville 


Murray (Swan, Sonnenschein, Le Bas, and Lowrey). 


There are many 


of these queer stories from 77uth, cleverly told, and, maybe, not very far 
from truth either. —‘* History of the Irish People,” by W. A. O'Connor 


(Jobn Hey 


wood), 


The second edition of this masterly work being 


before the public, ought to have considerable influence just now in 
balancing people’s views as to the state of Ircland—past, present, and 
future.—‘*‘ Holiday Notes in East Anglia” (Great Eastern Railway 
This lively little book will revive recollections of the many 
pleasant places on the coasts of Norfolk, Suffolk, and Essex which have 
been, and will continue to be, the holiday resorts of thousands upon 
thousands.—‘‘ Leasehold Aggrandisement,” by C. J. G, Eiloart, and 
** Freehold Disfranchisement,” by George Beken (Liberty and Property 
Defence League), are two pamphlets wherein the questions treated are 
ably argued.—Of Routledge’s World Library we have received Charles 
Macfarlane’s admirable ‘‘ Life of the Duke of Wellington,” ‘* De 
Foe’s Plague,” and ‘‘ “Esop’s Fables;”’ and of their Pocket Library, 
** Hood’s Serious Poems,” 


Company). 





“Hat's” Off. 


(Mr. Sexton's ‘‘ hat" (or testimonial!) is said to be now over £5,000, and Mr. Healy’s 


hat” is stall 


growing. All this in addition to that £4 


without a murmur.) 


AND these are Erin’s ‘‘ patriots” to-day !— 
They take fat cheques, made up of small donations, 
Collected from the poor, in sad array ; 


From peasants suff'ring most extreme privations. 


A “hat,” indeed, these Irish *‘ patriots” make, 
And the “hat,” like them, must be “‘ The Wideawake !” 


ooo Mr. Parnell accepted 
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Post Office Clerkesses, 


[Complaints are again being made in the papers and elsewhere as tothe 
behaviour of female postal clerks to male customers. ] 


THE Post Office clerkess and telegraph ditto, again (we're 
ashamed to report), 

Are suffering from insult and dire persecution, and things of 
that horrible sort, 

For cantankerous grumblers who want to post letters or send 
off a wire in great haste, 

Declare these young girls are neglectful and saucy ; for work 
showing quite a distaste, 


What a shame ‘‘ business ” folk should thus flurry, and fidget, 
and write to the papers enraged ! 

Just because the dear girls are perusing their novels, or else 
in sweet chats are engaged, 

Are these Post Office maidens to have mo enjoyments? It 
really cannot be supposed 


after the office is closed ! 


men brutes in these days? 
Shall Britain go down to posterity blasted in As and in similar 
O, shall it be said by the nations around us, ‘* Poor England 
is waning, you know ; 
For She persecutes daily the pretty young clerkess who talks in 
the great G.P.O.”? 


What are letters and wires ? What are business and commerce, 
compared with the clerkess’s chat ? 


of her best Sunday hat, 
And why should you murmur at waiting, and waiting, before 
you a stamp can procure ? 


arrangement, I’m sure, 


Perhaps, if you applicants all were good-looking, like some 
whom the clerkesses ‘* mash,” 

You might mo¢ have to linger so long for attention, but as you 
are mot, don’t be rash. 

And please to remember a mien most respectful, nay humdi, 
tis needful to show, 

If you wish to be served by the voluble clerkess who honours 
this land’s G.P.O. 


You should say, **May it please, O thou fairest young 
clerkess, to deign just this letter to weigh? 

And to send off this telegram, say in four hours, when you're 
tired of your prattle and play. 

O, pardon me, prythee, if this seems presumption—believe 
me, I’d not be so base, 


have Men in your place! ” 


I dare not be bold, lest you sign resignations, and then they'd | 





That you’d keep the poor darlings without a long jabber till | 


Is our once-famous chivalry thus to be libelled? Are business- | 
[lays? | 


When, mayhap, she fain would discourse of her lover, or else 


Man’s tyranny’s certainly coming to something—a pretty | 


| 
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AT LITTLE MUGGINPORT-BY-GULLMOUTH. 


Anctent Mariner (log.).—‘‘ THINK YOU SER A SUMMUT IN THE OFFING, 


LIKE A ’OOMAN A-STANNIN’ UP ALL BY 'ERSELF IN THE 
OsH’N? RIGHT YOU ARR, SIR. 


THAT THERE 'OOMAN’S BEEN A-STANNIN 


MIDST OF THE 


THERE A MATTER OF Five ’UNDERD YEAR, A-WAITING FOR '&R YOUNG 


MAN, WHICH ’PINTED TO MEET HER THERE, AND AIN’ 


YET.” 
Visitor (severely). —** ComE, OLD COMMODORE, WHO ARE 
AT? THINK YOU'VE GOT HOLD OF A MouG—&H?” 


r TORN@D UP 


YOU GETTING 


A. M.—"*WRi., NO, Str, I DON’T see B’eR A MoG yeT; WuHicu I 


WOULDN'T MIND HAVING HOLD 0’ WON WITH A DROP 
IN IT,” 


o’ Goop YAL 


| And he had it, too. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


TO THE EDITOR OF *‘ Foun.” 


ing the point, therefore I don’t attempt to do it. 


it contains, 


is my 
TIP FOR THE GREAT NORTHERN HANDICAP, 


WHENE’ER the Prophet has to think, 
The cannikin has got to clink 
As merrily as maybe, 
Unless it does, he, so to speak, 
Is sure to get about as weak 
As any little baby. 


So, an’ it please thee, dame, I wot 
I'll take the longest drink you’ve got, 
Whatever be the mixture ; 
And then, with quip, and even quirk, 
Methodically set to work 
Upon this Yorkshire fixture, 





S1R,—It may occur to you that, bearing in mind that I am a sporting | 
prophet, I have sent you singularly few tips lately. There is no disput- | 
& see p I believe I promised | 
a ‘big tip” for last week—that just shows you what a liar I am! 

_ The beauty of the tip which you can see is coming lower down is that 
it will be published just about an hour and a half before the race is run, 
so that you will have small chance of availing yourself of the information 
| It would be better for many a man this day skulking from 
his creditors if a similar fate oftener befel the vaticinations of my fellow- 
tipsters, who simply don’t know their business, But, to proceed, here 


There’s Hambledon and Chiselhburst, 
And eitbor of them may be first 
(The smallest chance the latter 
Glengyle you ought to back, I think, 
And don’t forget to play Stone Clink 
(A most important matter), 


Although Ben Bolt should *‘ show the 
And be the horse to follow. 

The Springfield colt is not amiss, 

And something might be done with D 
But Sis'll beat them hollow, 


for the first time. 
value to yours truly, 





- — 





— 


A Seasonable Suggestion. 
Now the witty M.D. of the ‘‘ Breakfast Table” 
Again in our Island nation roams, 
To sing songs of welcome we all should be able— 
And perhaps the best song would be ‘‘ Holmes, 








| Does it? Where does it find it? 


). 


There's much in Postscript, I should say, 


way,” 


iss ; 


Look out for my Derby selection! Something startling I can tell 
you, and specially adapted for all Indians and Colonials seeing the race 
Be in time! and send vast presents of enormous 


TROPHONIUS, 


Sweet Holmes!” 


TEMPERANCE AND SCIENTIFIC, —WATER always finds its own level. 
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SOME MORE 


“MAY MEETINGS.” 
Fuw hastens to record pictorially some May Meetings of which no notice has been taken in the daily press. 
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A Meeting of Bull Bludgeon and Old Puddler. A *' Meating " of a ‘* Corposation.” A Meeting of ferocious French Duellists—with 


the usual fatal results. 











it Wash?” 
(Segx CARTOON,) 


'Tisn'T ev'ry defect 
Which at once you detect ; 
There are wheels within wheels ; 
And Britannia feels 
That, in choosing a stuft 
Intended to wear, 
She hardly enough 
Can exercise care, 
The poplin that comes 
From Hibernian looms 
May be good in its way ; 
Yet one scarcely can say 
Any sample will do 
Both for me and for you. 


The Momentous Question.—“ Will 


A SOMEWHAT Unpleasant Name for a | 
London Railway Station.—St. Palls, | A “ FANCY-FAIR,”—A lady novelist. 


So Britannia’s quite 


(I should think) in the right HIZ FILOSOFY.—FAKTS, 


When objecting to price 
If it takes her aback, 
And preferring a nice 
Useful Union Jack 
Sort of pattern, instead 
Of a piece thin in thread 
And disjointed in style ; 
And she surely the while 


Would be talking no bosh | wasting the uther half, 


If, on prudence relying, 
She asked before buying— 
** Will it wash?” 


Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 


THE opinion of an editor may be worth that 
| of a hundred members ov Parlement. 
It seems tew becoming fashionable nowadays 
for verry klever peeple tew sai verry stewped 
| things, 
|  Bohemianism konsists ov working half os 
| the nite, and wanting half ov the day, and 


It iz bad polisy tew destroye ov whot yew 
| kannot replaise. 
| It iz wunderful what a differense a little 
| drop ov whisky makes in yewr konsepshun ov 
outside things, 
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“Tovaluable te facial Mewralgia Has 
effective ia all those cases in which we 
ve prescribed it.“ —Afedscald Press. 


2/9, 4/6. and llj-. Of ali Chemists 





Seeeeeeeeeceeeese “Tonos 


STongarss: 


a4 


Write as 
the potnts | 
awrrced 


BRAND 





Laan Cadbury's 
: POINT ay EN S 


sothty as a lead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, 
Siz Prize Medal 
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DERBY HITS AND DERBY MISSES. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS, 


HE Geeek Tueka- 
TRE (oth erwise 
H ENGLER’S 
Crrove).—Mr. E. 
W. Godwin, 
F.S.A., has de- 
served well of his 
country. He has 
finally and for ever 
disposed of the 
ludicrous fallacy 
which finds expres- 
sion in wails over 
‘* the decline of the 
drama.” After the 
remarkable exhibi- 
tion in Argyll Street 
last week, the 
phraseshould never 
again hold up its 
head. The drama, 
as there presented, 





Hexccier’s Cirovur —Lewilderedand over-weighted was very pretty to 
attendant—‘' G1,000,0017 Oh, yes; you'll have to go look at, exquisitely 
through the Roya! Hox, sir, and round by the other end pretty to look at, 
of Oxford Street. There are two people in that seat f wou like and 

. : A ° l Ke an 
already, and I don’t think there is such a number in the ; J . ; 
building ; perhaps you will kindly wait here until t picturesque to the 
morrow, while I enquire ?’ last degree, but 

wofully dull to 
listen to, and ‘‘smelt so—pah ! of incense, that one underwent, for 


the rest of the evening, the suspicion of having assisted at some grand 
High Church function. Indeed, the whole thing was by no means un- 
ugpestive of a ‘* service ’—the lengthy ‘‘ holding forth” from the stage, 
the solemnity and uncertainty of the music, and the surpliced choir”’- 
like chorus, strongly fostering the notion. The particular denomination 
represented was, however, difficult to fix, for, while the incense pointed 
to a ritual of an ornate character, the chorus, in their seated moments 
and flowing white robes, had all the appearance of members of the Bap- 
tist connection waiting to be dipped } y 3s 


——. 





Tite proceedings, as far as I was concerned, opened with a lively 
skirmish for my allotted seat. I was assisted at the outset by an 
anxious and over-weighted young lady, willing, but ill-informed. This 
convoy, or native guide, was severely harassed, however, by new 
arrivals, and soon fell off, leaving me to pursue the campaign unaided, 
As my knowledge of these matters, limited as it is, was obviously in 
excess of hers, this was probably no disadvantage, and having been 
driven with great slaughter out of the royal box (which I had succeeded 
in occupying), I eventually established myself in my proper quarters, 
and after flashing signals (per opera glasses) ae 
with ‘* friends at a distance,” gave myself up to 
the suffocating process going on from the burning . 
incense, Pal 

PResENTLY I observed that the sometime 
‘fring ” had, by its tesselated floor, been tran 
formed into a swimming bath, or a gymnasium, 
with a defective sun-dial in the centre. Which 
of the two it was intended to represent was by 
no means elucidated by the arrival of the choru 
already mentioned; their flowing robes and 
demonstrative arm-play being equally suggestive 
of preparation for a swim accompanied by a 
spirited demand to have the water turned on, 
or of an elaborate calisthenic display. I soon 
had reason to see that neither of these hypothese 
could hold water—any m than the bath— 
and, upon a red curtain slowly rising and dis 
covering a platform with a set scene illustrat 
ing the architecture usually derivable from a 
child’s box of bricks, it became evident that 
these ladies had paid for the best places at a 
public entertainment, and found themselves 





HaencierR's. —Arpro- 
; , PRIATE PERSON IN CON- 
unprovided with anything to sit apon. I am NECTION with Hagen. 


sorry to say that they vented their discontent Leva (oF cHorvs). 


by continually interrupting the performance, and addressing the per- 
formers at the most critical junctures, finally putting an end to the 
whole thing by taking forcible possession of the stage. 


As for the play itself, it wasn’t interesting or about much. I con- 
ceived the idea that Mr. Todhunter’s poetry deserved respect, but, of 
course, it is impossible to weigh spoken + 








Miss Alma Murray had | a friend of mine, ‘‘ but it is none so dusty!” NESTOR. 


a good deal of it to speak, and, as usual, spoke it well, with grace and 
intelligence, and even power. Mr. Herman Vezin was well in his 
element where nothing but elocutionary power was required. Beerbohm 
Tree was scarcely an ideal Paris to look at, but he played it carefully 
and well; but to Mrs, Beerbohm Tree (assisted by the circumstance 
that her part descends to the degraded level of modern ideas, and con- 
tains both nature and passion) must be credited the feat of raising the 
only enthusiasm of the afternoon by a weirdly powerful performance. 


AMONG minor matters, a shifty and uncertain-mannered attendant on 
King Priam, whose sole aim in life was to keep directly behind that 
monarch, at exactly two paces distance, created some amusement. It 
was also observable that the male Trojans, particularly the King, were 
not given to excessive ablution, and that the attendants were ostenta- 
tiously sympathetic with the moods of their principals. 





WELL, it was all very nice and pretty, and praiseworthy and interest- 
ing ; a series of high-class /ab/eaux vivants of great beauty and delight- 
fully satisfying to the artistic sense, but the general atmosphere pervaded 
with a great deal too much ‘‘side” and affectation. The title of the 
play is typical of it. Helena in Troas, indeed! It may be very good 
Greek, but it’s **thundering” bad English. Why, the author himself 
daren’t call her Helene in the text—except in the stage directions— and 
as for Troas—there, you’re sniggering at the very idea. Besides, why 





Hencver s.—Avng Priam (/o7.)—‘' 1 wisH SuB’D LRAV® OFF TALKING AND 
LET ME GO AND WASH MY FACE.” nam 


not a rca/ Greek play while they were about it? Well, well, it amuses 
them all, I suppose, and makes them think themselves wonderfully 
erudite and cultured somebodies ; and, after all, its a harmless and even 
useful idiosyncrasy. a 

GAIETY (Morning).—A surprisingly successful performance of A7o- 
/etto (if I may say so without being misunderstood) was given here by 
Mr. George Temple last week. Both the gentleman named and Mr. 
Durward Lely proved that the Savoy company has in it unsuspectedly 
sterling stuff. If Italian Opera—or Grand Opera, rather—continued 
to flourish among us, Mr. Temple would more than likely be flourishing 
about now in all the glory of an Italianised name and a fabulous 
** screw ” as a leading baritone ; his acting abilities are quite above the 
operatic average. Miss Rose Hersee is very nice in style, and clever, 
but her voice is all too thin. Mr. Rudolph Lewis makes a very accept- 
able Sparafucile. 


CrvysTaL PALAce.—Mr. G. M. Fenn is entering into the ranks of 
dramatic authors with determination, and, if not exactly with a whirl- 
wind of irresistible success, at least, with a vigorous promise, that is 
next door (with a thin partition-wall) more than to a satisfactory per- 
formance. He has ‘‘ideas’’ and (needless almost to remark) literary 
ability which are somewhat refreshing to meet with, his principal weak- 
ness lying in the direction of stage-craft. All these points are observable 
in his latest production, ¥ere/s and Dust, which saw the light here 
on the 18th inst. It is a pretty comedy, exhibiting the rather unusual 
phenomenon (I suppose phenomena are always more or less unusual ? 
But let that pass) of being best towards the finish, where—in the last 
two acts—interest is strongly aroused, and held by its truthful pathos 
and healthy humour. ‘‘ The piece may not be an absolute jewel,’’ says 
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ENICENACES., A Beery Ballad. 
THe22 seems every prospect of 2 war breaking out between Russia (Mls. Quilter, es pe pe Fe - ey ey tert 
and China. As usual, frontier disputes, occasioned by the Muscovite ee cunper, aut to eneation ether dnea.3 

trying to “ prig what isn’t bis’n,” ; , rE , 
are the cause of the strained rela- | OB, Quilter, Quilter, you make us quail with your narrative so queer : 
tions between the two Empires. | With the Agricultural Labourer you ll make some folks severe, 

F Large numbers of Chinese troops, Since you told M.P. sat Westminster that the tosling Hodge’s career 

b! well drilled by German officers, are Is nought bat a series of liquid meals, and every one of ‘em Beer ! 

? massed in the Manchuria districts. | wy. the rising sun arouses Hodge with the plough to persevere, 

, Acting under the advice of their It would seem that he takes a mighty swig of malt his heart to cheer ; 
+ Teaton officers, the Celestial sol- | ang when he drives his team afield, or calls home the bullock and steer, 
2 diers encamped near the Muscowite | f1- nerves himself for his arduous task by a jolly good dose of Beer ! 

7 wasriors are well supplied with ’ 
4 Keating's insect powder. In fact, saith Quilter, throughout the day, be the weather bright or clear, 
Hodge always has his mug to his mouth—which statement we view with 
4 Is China it is an offence ex tailing fear ; 
horrible punishment to enumerate | For our Agricultural Labourer must be in a state that’s queer, : 
writing the names of deceased | If for breakfast, and dinner, and tea, and supper he blows himself out 
Chinese Emperors. A native on Beer! 
jittérateur guilty of this indiscretion 
was lately sentenced to be quartered. However, with unusual clemency, A soy has been cured of bydrophobia at Kischineff by a slow process 
the Emperor kindly reduced his sentence to decapitation pure and | of par-boiling After the lad had been thoroughly warmed through, his 
simple, and informed him that he might die happy im the knowledge | appetite, which had left him for many days, returned ; and, under the 
that his children would not be executed till the forthcoming autumn. | impression that he was a boiled chicken, he called for parsley and butter, 
His Imperial Majesty was also good enough to intimate that the infants | and tried to eat himself. After a square meal of beefsteak and fried 
should not be dipped in boiling oil, but be dispatched in the most | onions, his senses returned; but it 1s doubtful whether he will ever 
erciful manner possible | recover his natural colour. His tint is of that nondescript hue best 
| described as ‘‘cooked cowheelL” Pasteur don’t believe in the cure a bit. 
Some little time ago an old Johnnie, residing near Guildford, alleged | 
that he had received stringent imstructions from a better world to subsist : z a Eps 
fon forty days on nothing but gunpowder tea and shag tobacco. Whether Moke INTERESTIN AN THE Epsom Train, —An Epsom 
he really abstained for Roety days from every liquid and solid except the | ‘rainer. 
abowe comforts is a disputed point ; but one thing 2: certain—viz., that — = 
after six weeks’ abstemiousness he over-ate himself off this planet. It i 
supposed that new bread, yeast dumplings, and kippered herrings con- | 
stituted his last earthly feed. He was carefully placed under the torf, ; f vear aia SiR 
arui is now veperated by several fanatics as a sainted martyr. Foe ee tear ’ 
a , YA ~BuTwe CANT * 
4 > 4 in , -- 
It is gravely announced that Mr. A. W. Rucker, M.A., F.R.S., will [GZ Tey PASS 
Ps give a diseourse on ‘‘ Soap Bubbles,” at 8.30 on Monday evening, Sep- ; 


Saponaceous matter and clean clay pipes will doubtless be supplied to 
the learned gentleman gratis by the best manufacturers. Until thi 
highly important scapy-clay-pipe-blowing lecture comes off the world 
will | 


' 

tember 6th, at the Birmingham Meeting of the British Association. 
i 

' 


y 
be on tenter-hooks, in an agony of suspense. 





A CAY young shepherd, of sixty summers, cast sheep’s eyes a! a Nairn 
lassie, and repeatedly promised to marry her. Alas! though his heart 
was soft and warm as lamb’s-wool, his promises were brittle as the paste 
ofa mutton pie. Therefore he has been ordered by a real live sheriff 
to pay £3, the cost of the jilted one’s wedding /rom:rrav, and £2 as 


























4 
; golden-salve to her wounded feelings. | 
Fou hundred pounds has been spent in the House of Lords on new 
hat-pegs for the peers. New tiles would have been a greater boon than ' 
pegs to many of our aged and noble legislators. Some of their stove- | { 
es are in a shockingly bad state. | } 
Tite other day some Italian and French Traj»pist monks belonging to | + Wii 
a monastery near Rome had a terrible tit-up after a fishing match. It | 
appears that an Italian monk insinuated that the French winner of the | 
ize had purchased his fish instead of catching it. The Italian Father = 
. mnmediately caught 1/—in the eye; for the French Father, withall the | 
hery impulse of his race, hurled the champion fish at his accuser’s head. 
Then a metry free-fight ensued, the Holy Father ng the de s of ! 
the River Tiber as weapons. Eventually the French made a gallan 
charge, and drove the Italians out of the building, the Father Superior 
receiving a deadly blow from a very slimy ee! on the back of his bald 
head ag he beat a hasty retreat . 
On a burglar being caught in a gentleman's house recently, he ex- 
claimed, “I have made a mistake.” When on trial he also insisted 
that he Aad *‘ made a mistake.” ‘* No error about that,” said the judge 
tersely ; ‘‘ but you must go to prison for nine months with hard labour 
for your carelessness. Be more careful in future, the next mistake you | ; 
make may mean penal servitude.” The prisoner shook his head dole- The other day a suspicious-looking individual, who had for some time 
fully, and moved off heavily as if keeping step to the Dead March in | past been observed lurking round the entrance to the House of Com- 
** Saul,” muttering meanwhile, *‘ Mistake, mistake !"’ | mons, was arrested by Police Constables Hartington and Chamberlain. 
| He stated that his name was Bill—Gladstone’s Bill—and that he wanted 
| \ CONTEMPORARY states that, in order to destroy rats effectually, it to pass through the House a second time. He was taken away, and it 
t is absolutely necessary to gain their confid . The only argument | having been proved that he had been previously convicted by Mr. Jus- 
sf ig t this notion is that rats, whether two or four-footed, are alway tice Public Opinion, he was sentenced by Mr. John Bull to imprison- 


mes the hnas ent without the option of a fine. He stated he should appeal. 
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TOOGOOD'S TROUBLES. 


affections of Winifred Winsome. Charies was a misguided young man. 
a 
—indeed, I always 
thought fitter for 


ber wealth of 
den hair, 


for her violet eyes, 
l- 

Ber 

superb figure; for, 


feelings of a higher 
nature. I knew 
that she was 
sessed of much of 
that wealth which 
the world counts 
as profitable, and 
I thought that if 
she were mine, I 
could, by taking 
this unto myself, 
remove her from the tempting influences which, alas! are the blight- 
ing effects of mopuses—I mean lucre, and raise her from her lower and 
more darkened state to one more nearly ing mine, Yea! 

It was the evening before the Derby. Derby, I then learned for 
the first time, is a race run by horses at a place called Epsom, im Surrey, 
some eighteen miles from London. I was sitting in the parlour cf 
Winifred’s house, talking to her of the vanity of worldly things, and im- 
pressing upon her the necessity of her soul’s welfare, of her subscribing 
to the fand for providing the tribes of Central Africa with railway foot- 
warmers, embossed with spiritual truths, of which fund I am the 
honorary treasurer and auditor, when Charles entered, and it was 
with intense anguish I remarked the giddy enthusiasm with which 
she ran across the room to greet him, and the impertinent familiarity 
with which the misguided man returned that greeting. 

**I say, Win.,” said the benighted being, ‘‘ what do you say to going to 
the Derby to-morrow? I'll take you down in a barouche, if you'd like it.” 
A sigh burst from my indignant bosom, as the frivolous girl 
her hands with rapture, and exclaimed, ‘‘ Oh, Charlie, how delightful !” 
Then, feeling that silence would be criminal, I interposed, and pointed 
out that I could by no means consent to visiting so awful a scene—for I 
took it, as a matter of course, that I was included in the 
excursion. So impressively did I enlarge upon the wickedness of 
participating in the degrading pleasures of the world, or even witnessi 
them, that when I left I departed with the gratifying conviction that I h 
completely choked them off—I mean to say, that I bad dissuaded them 
from their pernicious design. 

But on the morrow it occurred to me that, secure in my impregna- 
bility to temptation, I myself might with impunity visit the Epsom 
racecourse, and with my own eyes satisfy myself of its iniquities ; yea, 
perchance rescue some faltering creature, on the brink of the pit, from a 
terrible and fatal fall, Accordingly, on the morrow, I set out on my 
meritorious errand. 

I was not long in becoming convinced of the truth of my long-standing 
impression as to the general beinousness of the assembly. One man, in 
the centre of a crowd, was selling purses, which he assured everybody 
contained half-crowns; indeed, I saw him place one in the purse. On 
purchasing one for a shilling, I discovered with indignation that it con- 
tained only a French penny, and on me iding the vendor with his 
mendacity, and requesting the return my shilli » I was assailed 
with a derisive roar of laughter from even the lookers-on, who insisted 
on calling me ‘“‘Juggins,” although my name is Toogood—Ananias 
Toogood. In another p a man was ing three cards face 
downwards on the ground, one of which was a e—that is, an 
illustrated procter y ow to wager where this latter 
one was placed. A respectable-looking man whispered in my ear that 
the court card was in the centre, and that it was a “dead snip,” 
whereupon, with the intention of recouping my previous losses, I placed 
a sovereign thereon, and blued—I should say, lost it. Alas! 

Bat at last the time arrived for the race, and I remembered that 








EPSOM UPS AND DOWNS: OR, ANANIAS 


CHARLES CHIRPYCHAPPY and I, Ananias Toogood, were rivals for the 


thing, you do! ee eee Never mind, 6 
price. Plank your brass!” ve gentleman four sovereigns, 

sauhsage Sox which 2 sessieed a llshet iancdibel. © Ghinnem and Steet.” 
The race was run, and, to my delight, Blueblazes won. Producing 
my ticket, I asked the i i i 


to change a ten-pun’ note ; just stand on my box and mind 
it while I run over to the booth and cash it.” I didso. A few minutes 
elapsed, but my sky-blue friend did not return. To my surprise, how- 


g 
res 
5 EF 


** Brass up!” “*No larks!” “I backed 
> “T want ten quid over Civil 
Servant fora shop!” “Dot him!” “Skin him!” ** Where's bis bag?” 

These were the chorussed cries which drowned my expostulations. 
One gentleman, even more ferocious than the rest, seized me by the 
collar, dragged me from the stand, and yelled, “‘ Look here, your 
partner’s vamoosed, bat I want my oof.” poe that I had none 
of his extremities, but my remark wasinterrupted by another man plant- 
ing his hoof in the back portion of my anatomy ; another knocked me 
over the head with my own umbrella ; others smashed my hat, broke 
the egg-box on which I had been standing into splinters, with which 
they belaboured me, split my coat up the back, and the crowd in general 
seemed determined to tear me to pieces. My cries at length brought a 
body of police to the rescue ; but, though the guardians of the peace 
rescued me from my murderous assailants, they seemed by no means to 
sympathise with my misfortunes. On the contrary, the sergeant who 
dragged me to safety behind the Grand Stand, insultiogly remarked, 
** Now you clear out. You and your pal have had a higb old time of it, 
and he’s got away with a good haul. He's taken off bis biue coat, and 
you may as well drop trying to make ifa green ‘un. Biess'd if it 
wouldn't have served you right if they'd nailed you both, and paid the 
pair of you out twice as much as they have you.” 

Then, looking round, to my horror I observed in a passing barouche 
Charles Chirpychappy and Winifred Winsome, who had been spectators 
of the whole scene ! 

The next day I received a note from Winifred’s parents, requesting 
me to discontinue my visits to their house, for reasons which they 
stated, out of forbearance to me, they would not mention. She married 
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Charles Chirpychappy 
called on —_ - i 
ecnvin 

“at eB her husband came in, and, at ber request, pitched me 
down the steps leading from their door. It was very bard, par- 
ticularly the bottom step! And so two misguided frivolous lives are 
joined in one, and it is my melancholy fate to reflect in solitude upon 
the wickedness and vanity of the ways of the world! Yea! Warm, 
this time, please, without sugar ! 
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DERY—NEARING HOME (RULE). 
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HOOKWINCH AT THE DERBY—RUN IN AGAIN! 


2 §Ot fve Gvers to spare * said Hookwinch 


Pll ram down tc the Derby, have a jolly spree, and make a pot of money.” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To rHe EpitTor or “ Fun.” 


THE DERBY AND THE OAKS. 


Sin,—There are moments when the dead level of life is illumined by 
the sparkling sun of circumstance or the garish gas-lamp of some great 
event. At such times the soul expands and the great mind (/’ve a great 
mind), in the ¢ of a domestic hireling attached to my humble 
ménage, *‘ raises to the occasion,” and steven the straight tip with even 
straighter tippiness than my customary undeviating success. Such a 
circumstance, Sir, such an event, is the forthcoming hippic contest (a 
“hip” to in the ‘‘hurrahs” with, and a2 “‘ hic” to go home with) 
which is to be pulled off to-day; and, likewise, so is the other ditto, 
more particularly dedicated to the female sex, which, in the sparkling 
diction adopted by a great country over the sea, will ‘‘eventuate” on 
Friday. Need I say I refer to the Derby, Sir, and, equally as much, to 
the Oaks? I meedn’t. Very well, then. 

Am I going? you enquise. With a smile indicative of derisive sur 
prise, I reply, epigrammatically and appropriately, ‘‘ You bet.” Ere 
the early worm has ventured forth, or the morning sun has gilded the 
sylvan fastnesses of the Wandsworth Koad, I shall arise from my couch 
and hie me to the trysting-place. Smiles of beauty and demands for 
my share of the ‘‘exes” beforehand will greet my appearance on the 
seene. I shall then take my seat in the coster’s barrow we have 


chartered for the occasion, and with young Groops handling the 
ribbons, we shall make our departure with much flourish (we shall be 
more flour-ish--owing to humorous peltings—when we come back) 
Clapham, with its tricksome school-girls and delicious governesses, upon 
whom the Old Man will make a visible impression; Balham, dull, 
decorous, and depressing ; Tooting, all gravel and unfinished buildings, 
will be successively ‘‘ made” and passed, till at the Sutton shrine w: 
pause. Kefreshed, once more will we speed upon our way, and as we 


fly through dust, and chaff, and 
following 


crowds, I shall there and then pen the 


Tip § 


On, think not the Prophet shows “ drink ” in his visag: 
That now it is wearing the pink of a blush. 
Oh, think him not guilty of such things at Ad: age : 
‘Tis glowings of pride—a victorious flush. 
For think how through time and through varying seasons 
The Aged One’s tide of success ever flowed, 
With his tips all successes ; and aren’t these reason 
For pride ? Don't you think so? You don’t? Oh, be blowed ! 


THE DEeRpy. 


The course shal] be cleared, and the elderly couple 
Shall scarcely have crossed or the dog have been slai: 
When the thunder of horses all shining and supple 
Shall beat on the turf and resound through the plain. 
Yes, thunder and turf, for the final they’re sprinting! 
The struggle is brief, though the struggle is hard. 
If things were done proper it ought to be Minting, 
But now it is Ormonde or (off chance) The Bard. 





By this time we shall have reached the historic course; and, leaving 


» 


his low companions, the Old Man will be on the look-out for an invita 
tion to lunch from somebody who doesn’t know him, but who, from 
my taking off my hat, thinks he ought to, and is afraid to cut me. 
Having amply satisfied my cravings, I shall stroll about the course 
borrowing what I can of chance acquaintances in festive mood. and ela 











to get rid of my company at any price. I shall then retire to the back 
of an Aunt Sally arrangement, and produce my 
TIP FOR THE OAKS. 


THE Sunlight is over, the Cataract’s fallen, 

The Sagitta’s arrow has failed in the flight, 
Modwena (Mode-weaner she might have been callen) 

Has slipped to the valley from mountains of might. 
(But suns yet will shine, to the waters’ uprising, 

And archers have often two strings to their bow, 
And greatness at times, with a vigour surprising, 

Will rise out of limitless depths, as you know.) 
Let, therefore, Philosophy cheer thee and aid thee, 

Or take a Bsaw Lass to your heart and be glad ; 
But slight not Miss Jummy, let no — thee, 

You'd surely be sorry anon if you had. 








I shall then count my borrowed half-crowns, and proceed to a canva 





covered establishment for the quenching of thirst. The hours will pa 
f gan seca 
away. * . * Early in the morning I shall be awakened on 
the deserted downs by a policeman, and told to go home. I shall do so. 
I am, yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 








—_—_— 
_—— 


Returning from the Derby.—Nearing Home (Rule). 
SEE CARTOON. ] 
not for a thoroughbred’s pace 








THERE are some who « 
Care a pin ; 

But as soon as the hour for the great Epsom race 
Tot egin 

Has arrived, many thousands will make no disguise 





That the equine proceedings they cannot despise, 
And with feverish interest try to surmise 
Which will win. 


i . ne a har > ot a rite ‘ é 
And as sometimes has happened Delore in its course, 
i 


The famed race to discover the _Derby-prize hors« 
Doth appear 

To chime in with a contest of mighty debate, 

Wherein men seem to run for Her Majesty’s Plate, 

And attempt to avoid the political fate 


Of the rear. 


And the multitude gives a suppresse 
Sort of *‘ Ah!” 

The winners’ delight is confessed 

By *‘ Hurrah!” 

While the losers’ deep curses are now and then loud ; 
But it matters not whether they’re humbled or proud, 
They must all scuttle home in a jumbled-up crowd— 
Tra la la! 


‘“* They are off ! 


**Tt’s all over }”’ 





GENERAL BOULANGER has got into hot water with the vile atheistic 
Radicals of France, because he thanked a staff of nun nurses for the 
care they had bestowed on the invalid soldiers in the Val de Grace 
Military Hospital. Any of these wretched warp-brained bigots, re- 
duced to poverty and placed on beds of sickness, would only be too 
glad to avail themselves of the tender services of Sisters of Mercy whose 
only “crime” consists of practising Christianity in the true sense of the 
word. 
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THE LODGING LETTER.—SOME MORE ABOUT HER—HER DEFECTIVE MEMORY. 











a It was at one time, when we were a great invalid, that a Lodging Letter said to us— So we took the rooms, and went to bed. In half-an-hour we were 
‘There, my rooms wi!! exactly suit you. Absolute quiet—no lodgers beside yourself—no waked by an earth qvake. 
one sleeping over your head.” 





We stole out to see what'was the matter: it was only a largeish and heavyish * Lor’ |" said the Letter next morning. ‘' Todd sou th: re were no other lodgers! 
stranger strolling ¢ownstairs. I really quite forgot Mr. Tonthunder—he’s been here so long !” 


“N 











So ent to bed next night ; bat, strange to say, theré seemed to be another ' Dear, dear,” exclaimed the Letter ; “' it's only the two Miss Hopflights. 
= . — earthquake sceeeind One of them Aas a way of taking skipping cxercise all night ; and ypc 

fancies black beetles all over the floor, and wr// smash them. I really forgot 
they slept over your head, because they bardly ever de sleep, you see.” 


(Continued next Week.) 











Gay” To Conzzsrompants.—The Editor does not bind himul/ to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In me case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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HERE, on lively Epsom Downs, | Those near almost forget anon And when the fascinating minx] 
Two pretty nymphs in gorgeous gowns Which horse they wish to bet upon— Who of the Perrier Jouet drinks, 
Wait to see the Derby run for ; These damsels cause such dire distraction; | Asks coyly which the favourite two are: 
And, bewitchingly arrayed, Their lovely locks, their liquid eyes, | One slave, ignoring for a space 
These girls have such impression made, | (As rich a blue as are the skies), | The horses that are in the race, 
That manya young man’s heart is ‘‘done for.” Deal dreadful heart-wounds when in action. | Gallantly answereth, ‘‘ Why, you are !” 
Our Day! Or, with three thimbles and a pea They makes our gay purfession rich, 
(A WELSHER’s WARBLE.) Our exes we all pays ;_ _ What time we're out of Jail. 
; = And merry all the time sings we Some creeds they has their Saints’ days, and 
} O1i, hain’t we glad the | lerby Day When clearing out the “J.’s.” We've ours, on which we preys ; 
t Has come around ag’in, And we thinks these days for *‘mugs” so grand, 
s Becos it’s then we're orful gay We scorns mere labour, sich as blokes Should all be called Saint ‘‘J.’s.” 
* And scoops a lot of tin. With ‘‘ roll and bowl and pitch,” is 
: . We're always ‘fon the make,’ and so And at the Derby or the Hoaks : : 
It is our best of days, We all behave as sich. A Derby Riddle. | 
When we to Epsom Downs can go We offers finest prices on Ir one should Sarah Bernhardt execrate 
And clear out all the ‘‘ J.’s. ay course, prs a pays; That actress so intense and grand— 
>y comes [to Settle, bul we re gone, ? . oa fed ‘ 
At Welshin’ we're industri-1s, its dota ere bi has, gene gd nag sey an I 
And artfully we “kids ;"” . ou give it up: y, Sara-ban(ne)d ! 
And though some wictims make a fuss, Then may all institutions sich 
We case em of their quids. As Races never fail ; A ROUND OF PLEASURE.—A Fancy Dress Ball. 
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{appropriately played by Massa Johnston)— 
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pinion is that Sir C. might 

sé. lers had laid in their stock. Meanwhile, Fun asks leave to print the 
following protest from an aggrieved class. ] 


ALAES ! 


Twas bad enuff. 


The “Squirt” Suppressor. 


Sir Charles Warren lately issued a special order to the 


iting the use of “squirts” and missiles on Derby Day. 


police pro- 
The general 


have issued the order before the ** scuirt 
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and alack ! and whate’er exclamation 
As shows as our sperrits and hearts isn’t gay— 


We used, on the Derby Day, cause a sensation, 
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year most dismle and dreer was the day : 
or Warren, the new Scotland Yarder (a “‘ bester.” 
What thinks he looks big wen the Lor he asserts), 
as suddinly isshewed a mad manifester 
Forbidding us using of missles and *‘ squirts.’ 


shorly, to give us the ‘orrers 
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POLTWATTLE DRIVES TO THE DERBY. 
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THE LODGING LETTER,—HER DEFECTIVE MEMORY,—(Continued.) 


‘Why, ma'am,” we said, “' you assured us no baby ever came near the house. What might you call that thing?” ‘‘Oh, dear,” replied the Letter, ‘‘ how forgetful of 
d her three children are staying a little while with me—only a year or so—and I quite forgot it!” 


me! To be sure, my sister an 
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And the next morning we came upon piles of newly-arrived luggage in the hall. ‘* Ma'am,” we said, ‘‘ we took your apartments because of the ‘absolute quiet, 
and the ‘absence of any other lodgers,’ and ‘ nobody sleeping over our head.’ And we find there are Mr. Tonthunder in the first floor back, and the Miss Hopflights 
overhead, and 4 sister and her three Labies—and now what's this ‘" ‘* Oh, it’s only my cousins, the nine Miss Joneses, come to stay with me—and only for three 
years,” said the Letter. 
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So we left. We area wreck now. The doctor afterwards assured us that ten more minutes of quict in those lodgings would just have finished us. 
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KNICKENACKS, 

A YOUNG lady is editing and managing a daily paper in Germany, 
with marked success. Her relatives say she is tender, delicate, and 
sweetly unsophisticated as a spring chicken ; 
but the sub-editor blinks nervously, rubs his 
knuckles, and maintains a discreet silence 
when questioned concerning the damsel’s tem- 
perament, etc., while it is an established fact 
that the office boys, and printer’s devils, keep 
a careful and anxious eye on the ebony ruler 
when they enter her sanctum. They know 
its weight to an ounce, 





Tue other day an old offender somewhat 
baffled the police, when arrested for pocket- 
picking, by eating a few bank notes. Repeated 
attempts were made by constables to extract 
the valuable tit-bits from his mouth, yet he managed to swallow them. 
However, he received extra punishment, in consequence, for the paper 
money disagreed with him horribly, and he endured the agonies of a 
cholera patient. He now says bank-notes stuffed with pigeons, and 
well roasted, might be wholesome and tempting to the palate of an 
epicure ; but eaten raw they are cruelly indigestible, and cause more 
pain than tinned mushrooms. L£xferientia docet. 





THE demand for locks of President Cleveland’s hair is so great, and 
his desire to stand well with everybody is so ardent, that he has been 


obliged to enter into a Contract with a barber for a gigantic supply of 
tastefully ‘‘got up” tufts. Watch-chains made from the President’ 
hair are plentiful as wooden nutmegs in the States. 

WHILE leaving her anchorage off Panama a British ship struck 
heavily on a shoal. The vessel put into Callao for examination, and a 
diver found a large hole into which a huge self-sacrificing fish had 
wedged its body. By stopping the leak in this noble way, the gallant 
fish saved the vessel, with her crew and cargo. It has been stuffed and 
glass-cased, and will be decorated with the Royal Humane Society's 
gold medal should it ever arrive in England to tell its silent tale of heroism. 





VIRGINS and widows with heads the shape of vegetable marrows, 
leaning-towers, duck’s eggs, and bladders of lard, must shudder at 
— from those who know, that the fringe is doomed, and that 
Dame | ashion has decreed women’s hair must be worn in future @ /a 
Chinoitse. 


DARWIN would have rejoiced at hearing that a professor of music 
(who maintains that most monkeys are born pianists) has educated one 
to play the piano with much power and feeling. The ape is of the 
softer sex, and has her favourite airs, which she will insist on playing in 
preference to any others. They consist of ‘‘ Down among the dead 
men,’ **Grandfathers Clock,” ‘*‘The Mistletoe Bough,’ and that 
curiously doleful air, ‘‘ Begone, dull care.” She weeps copiously at 
tender passages, and has an unfortunate tendency to remove wires from 
the best instruments, and scratch herself with them while executing 
Beethoven s sonatas. 





A SEA-CAPTAIN, sailing near the equator recently, quite made up his 
mind he was going to interview the old original sea-serpent in person. 
He espied a lengthy, massive form, of a “‘ greenery-yallery '’ tint, swirl- 
ing and curling through the waves towards his gallant bark. His 
rubicund face was seamed with furrows of anxiety as the horrid shape 
drew nearer and nearer, and his eyes had that far-away look which only 
comes when a man thinks his moments are numbered. Yet he never 
lost his presence of mind. No! he ordered his men to nail the colours 
to the mast, and deliver a volley of empty ginger-beer bottles at the 
**monster.” The “‘ monster” was little affected by the discharge, and 
showed no signs of turning tail. Subsequent investigation made it clear 
that the ‘‘monster” was a gigantic sea-weed, known as Macrocystes 
pyrifera. ts length was over 1,500 ft. The crew are disgusted at the 
captain playing the part of a truthful Tommy, and letting out that the 
alga was sof the real live fiery-cyed, smoke-snorting, marine reptile. A 
briny sea-serpent story, with a glamour of truth, is good for gallons of 
free drinks and protracted sprees ashore. 





Some heathen Scotch laddics have been going on anyhow on the 
Sabbath for some time, but when they took to playing football at 
Dundee, instead of attending kirk, the strong arm of the law collared 
them low. Their fines varied from 7s. 6d. to 10s. 6d. each. A magis- 
trate observed, with quaint pawkiness, that the sinners deserved ‘* houpsy 
doubsy”’ and *‘skelping wi’ the taws;’’ and that, should they persist 
in desecrating the Sabbath by kicking leathern balls about, they might 
ind, to their *‘ sair di mfort, that goals | 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or * Fun.” 


S1r,—The peaceful serenity of gratified pride sits wonderstricken on 
my gracious brow, the glow of happy virtue pervades my crumple-clad 
bosom, and my honest eye flashes forth the joy of my sturdy old heart 
as it glances around in search of the question, ‘‘ What will you 
take, thou aged but successful one? Give a name to it, thou absolute 
first-and-second-sending-one, thou Derby and Oaks tipster of the clearest, 
thou elderly sinner, thou!” the latter being playful humour, and nota 
serious reflection on my character. But, alas! such is the ingratitude of 
man, that the question comes not; and, seated on my sofa of many 
cushions—necessitated by my violent exertions in the cause of my 
‘* betters ’ at Epsom, and subsequent rheumatics—I ponder and pen my 


Tiv FOR THE AscorT STAKES 


THE Prophet ain’t a ‘‘ slouch,” 
And, reclining on his couch, 
He offers, most politely, to you greeting ; 
And he’s ready to confess 
(As he cannot well do less) 
That it’s early days to touch the Ascot Meeting. 


But the Prophet, though he’s staid, 
Boldly asking, ‘‘ Who's afraid ” 
(A remark with which you're probably amused, eh ?), 
Means to offer you his tip, 
In despite of ‘‘ cup and lip,” 
Though the race won’t be decided till next Tuesday. 


Well, then, Althorp is ‘‘ good biz,”’ 
As Borneu (likely) is, 
And the Postscript may mean much on this occasiun ; 
But there’s Silence you won’t miss 
If you’re wise, and there is Diss, 
And furthermore, and likewise, there's Eurasian ; 
Though Sir Isaac can’t, my man, 
There, of course, is Astrachan, 
And the Koster ought to sell ‘em all, my sonny, 
While Fuldam and Gonfa/ox 
And young Holdfast you may con— 
But it’s none of these is carrying my money. 





And so, sir, I send it forth to you with all its dangers on its head, 
reserving for next week my suggestions for the winners of the Cup, and 
remaining, Yours, &c., 

TROPHONIUs. 








THE advocates of Women’s Rights are quite overjoyed that females 
have taken to carriage-driving in Paris as an occupation. A very 
prominent oratress who champions the cause of the daughters of Eve, 
and insists that they should take the lead in all mundane affairs, is now 
residing in the French capital. In a weak moment she confessed to a 
male thing that she is too nervous to enter vehicles driven by her own 
sex, and added, ‘“‘ As yet I do not yearn much for a future existence.” 
It appears, though, that the gentle coachees are great favourites with 
the jeunesse doré of Paris, and they respond to invitations to ‘‘ paint the 
nose” quite as readily as their brother whips. 


ONE ov the most magnificent traits ov nature’s karakter iz that she 
iz awlway ber. —O. L. Port 
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News, Indeed, 


* iheoneting he Segreevitt, the British people are too virtuous, and 
THE Bard who inditeth this humble lay 
For his governor, FuN, Esquire, 
Was wont to meditate day by day, 
On the evil we all acquire. 
And, lo, with desponding, he often frowned, 
But, now, Fate some relief doth give ; 
For in the Zconomist he hath found | 
That we all are too good to live ! | 





That paper infers we should all have wings 
To flutter with to and fro ; 
For we all are sich gentle and virtuous thing: — 
Too meek to a goose to say ** Boh ! 
We never lie, and we never scheme, 
And our neighbours we always forgive. 
Of vice and of vengeance we never dream : 
O, we're really too good to live! 


Like the people our magistrates sometimes acquit— 
On our characters there’s no stain ; | 
And the rabidest foreigner must admit 
That our goodness is woven grain. 
We never indulge in the smallest ‘ fake,” 
And a cross word we never give; 
Yea, for saintly behaviour we *‘ take the cake, 
For we're 7¢a//y too good to live! 


So, playwrights and novelists, please N.P., 
That if villains you wish to describe, 

You must go to some nation beyond the sea, 
For here we're a righteous tribe. 

If British villains you put in your works, : 
British readers the slur won’t forgive ; LIQ 





THE last judicial appointment is truly startling. The 
** Devil” has been raised—to the Bench ; that is to say, Mr. | 
James Stirling, who has long and efficiently acted as ‘* At- | 
torney-General’s Devil,” has received the vacant judgeship. 
FoN is certain, however, that the appointment is only a 
recognition of Stirling worth. 


. ° . . yet SN oy N Naa 
They will cry, ‘‘ Untruth in this writer lurks, A SV 
For each Briton’s too good to live.” EN SSS 
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THAT SHE SHOULD EVER CEASE TO BE SO INNOCENT! 


Nice-looking Little Girl ( to Schoolmistress, just arrived ).— ‘Tr you PLease, 
Miss, ADA SMITH WON’T RE ABLE TO COME TO SCHOOL To-DAY, RE- 
CAUSI 


SHES DEAD.’ 








THE ROYAL AOADEMY, 
[FINAL NOTICE, ] 


GALLERY No. X.—-James Hayller depicts a romantic subject, entitled 
** Musical Honours.” A company of small farmers are cheerily toasting 
a happy-looking landlord, and singing, ‘‘ For He’s a Jolly Good Fellow,’ 
with much gusto. Contentment combined with conviviality is stamped 
on the rosy features of all present. Every agriculturist is a prosperous 
man, and the landowner is rolling in wealth. The work does every 
credit to James Hayller’s poetic skill, B. W. Leader, A., contributes 
a masterly landscape, ‘* With Verdure Clad.” Charming as the dis- 
tance is, the foreground would hardly be a desirable spot to hold a 
picnic party in. The extreme spikiness and metallic knobbiness of the 
vegetation would render dangerous, if not mortal, wounds a positive 
certainty to visitors. Eyre Crowe, A., is at his very worst in ‘‘ Hou- 
goumont, June, 1815—The Day After the Battle.” In their agonies, 
several wounded Frenchmen have twisted themselves out of all drawing, 
and their sufferings have caused nearly all their faces to assume seule 
the same hue and colour. Charles E, Fripp shows remarkable power 
in ‘*‘ The Attack on General Sir John McNeill’s Force near Suakim.” 
It is full of action, as a battle piece ought to be. There is not too much 
bleed about, but just 4/eed enough. 

H. Macbeth-Raeburn sends ‘* Miss Jenny Lee as ‘Jo.’” Miss 
Jenny is excellently well painted ; but surely this talented actress has 
not grown taller since she first played the part. In H. Macbeth- 
Raeburn’s picture the lady seems to be a good eight inches longer than 
she was when we saw her last, and wiped our eyes at her pathetic 
performance. 

GaLitery No, XI.—John Pettie, R.A., scores a centre with his 
vigorous portrait, ‘‘James Anderson, Esq.,” This is John’s best 
exhibit, and he has made the most of his strikingly characteristic sub- 
ject—a subject who looks far too cute a connoisseur to allow a glass of 
bad Scotch whisky to pass his lips. William sdail succeeds admir- 
ably in his brilliant picture, ‘*A Venetian Al Fresco.” A Venetian 
pleasure party are enjoying themselves in a large gondola as only the 








sons and daughters of Venice can, They are all happy, pleasuring 
themselves with music, fruit, wine, tobacco, and flirtation, while there 
is a distinct absence of the ‘‘’Arryism” that often pervades even middle- 
class boating parties in ‘‘merrie’’ (?) England. William Small seems 
to us bigger and stronger than ever in ** Returning from Market— West 
of Ireland.” William portrays Pat as he ought to be, but very seldom 
is—contented and tolerably sober. 

Tue WaTeR-CoLour Room.—Alfred Parsons contributes ‘* The 
Dent du Chat, Aix-le-Bains ;"’ Lionel Smythe, ‘‘ A Summer Holiday;” 
C. E. Stiffe, “A Cabbage-Field in Surrey; ’ Benjamin D. Sigmund, 
‘**Companions ;” John M. Bromley, ‘‘ A Peat Bog, North Wales ;” and 
H. Caffieri, ‘‘ Vested Interests.” These are a few of the good drawings 
that should be pounced upon by buyers. A large number of the water- 
colours are far too suggestive of plumb-box lids and French sweetmeats. 

BLACK AND WHITE ROOM—ETCHINGS.—Robert W. Macbeth, A., 
exhibits ‘‘The End of the Day, after G. Mason, A.R.A.,” ‘* The 
Mushroom Gatherers, after Fred Walkag, A.R.A.,” and ‘'A Pastoral 
Symphony, after G. Mason, A.R.A ;” C. E. Holloway, ‘* Abingdon” 
and ‘*St. Ives;’’ David Law, ‘*‘ Windermere, from Rydal Mount;” 
Edward Slocombe, ‘‘ The Old Rectory, Beaconsfield, Bucks;” and 
Fred Slocombe, ‘‘ The Windmill on the Hill.”” The producers of these 
choice examples of point-work are all honest, painstaking masters of 
their business, who learned to walk in the paths of art before they tried 
to run. 

LecturE Room—Scutpture.—Sir F. Leighton, Bart., P.RA., 
sends a bronze statue, ‘‘ The Sluggard,” and a statuette, ‘‘ Needless 
Alarms;” T. E. Boehm, R.A., a marble bust of ‘‘Sir James Paget, 
Bart.,” the eminent surgeon; C. B. Birch, A., a terra-cotta bust of 
‘Godfrey Wordsworth Turner, Esq.,” the renowned journalist ; and 
Hamo Thornycroft, A., ‘‘A Sower.” These works, and a few contri- 
butions from Italy, are noteworthy; but the majority of the pieces of 
sculpture are only fit to be placed in suburban tea-gardens as targets for 
shrimp-heads and periwinkle-shells. 


AN Ary Rerreat.—Why, ** Wind ”-sor Castle, of course. 
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THE POLICE AND THE LADIES’ TORMENTORS. 





* 




















“Sin CHARLES WARREN, the Chief Commissioner of Police, 
has issued a special order to the police, prohibiting the use of 
squirts.”—Daily Telegrap). [This is how they used to go on. | 

















THE BATTLE OF THE SQUIRTS. 
Sir CHARLES on his fiery, untamed New Broom, warranted, 
sweeping the Demon Squirt from the face of the earth. ‘*’Twas a 
glorious victory.” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MONDAY, May 24th.—Poor Deceased Wife’s Sister! ‘* Chucked 

ain!’ For the tenth time since 1851 the laws have vetoed her capa- 
bility of being anything more than ‘‘auntie’’ to her dead sister’s chil- 
dren. The Duke of St. Albans pleads, Lord Bramwell reasens, and the 
Prince of Wales votes for her, but in vain. The Duke of Argyll (God 
bless him !) fancies he hears the voices of the patriarchs and the Roman 
emperors urging their lordships to vote against the Bill. Now, although 
they were rather a mixed lot, this isn’t the place to discuss the patriarchs ; 
but if Britons look to the Roman emperors for moral guidance, it’s time 
for Fun and Decency to shut up shop and emigrate to some other 
country where Tacitus, Suetonius, and Gibbon are unknown. Why, of 
all the beasts that ever disgraced human form, my Lord Duke, the 
nastiest, the cruellest, and the vilest were the Roman emperors. The 
Archbishop of Canterbury argued that public opinion was not in sup- 
port of the Bill. He’s about right. If public opinion cared much about 
a Bill, the Lords wouldn’t throw it out ten times. Somebody else 
might be thrown out the eleventh journey, ‘ou see it isn’t very much 
the Lords dare object to, so who shall blame them if, when they get a 
chance of a safe fling, they kick their heels up ? 

Commons.—Fruitless efforts to force the old Parliamentary Hand. 
Everybody anxious to drag the Separation Bill into the open and settle 
it, except its supporters, whose warning to Home Rule Bill is, ‘‘ Keep 
in your corner as long as you can, and when you can’t, spar for time.” 
Ineffectual resistance to vote for £10,000 Secret Service Money. No- 
body seems to know what's done with it, so completely is the secret of 
it kept, but majority clearly of opinion that it is necessary. Apparently 
the wheels of the political machine require a good deal of greasing. 

Tuesday.—Lords decline to rob the poor man in Durham of his Sun- 
day beer. 

Commons.—As usual, two senatorial days sacrificed to the Derby— 
one in debating whetber we shall adjourn, the following being sacred to 
St. Sport. Opponents of the adjournment can't be very serious in their 
objection, or they would never have put up so serious a party as Sir 
George Sendustosleep Campbell. We were beginning to flatter our. 
selves that, with Lawson son cst, we were delivered from a recognised 
jokist, but Labby dons the mantle that Sir Wilfrid received from Bernal 
Osborne. The Attorney General adds the rwst/e of forensic silk to the 
Home Rule uproar. Next, Trevelyan throws the weight of experience 
and statesmanship into the Unionist scale. ‘‘ Tim Healy”’ tries to drag 
down the other from the beam, but his nine stone deplorably ineffectual. 
Rather amusing to hear ‘‘ Tim’ pouring out the vials of his Billingsgate 
sarcasm upon the *‘ puny whipsters ’ who venture to disagree with him 








Pugnacious little cuss this Healy. Threatened to knock down any 
Biggarite who dared to insult the Parnell the other day. But what is 
a ‘*whipster,” Mr. Healy? Anyway, ‘‘ Tim” goes a long way in his 
personality to reconcile us to the clause excluding Irish representatives 
from St. Stephen's. He’d be much more at home on College Green or 
in a pot-house. 

Thursday.—Lords adopt new standing order: nothing to do with 
drinks, but simply permitting payment of interest out of capital of 
incipient railways. 

Commons.—Coming events cast their, etceteras. W. E. G. hints at 
another ‘‘ scuttle out ’’—this time out of the Separation Scheme. Arms 
Act passed through Committee. So much powder in the air, that no 
wonder Rider Cook calls attention to obnoxious smells, and Randy 
moves adjournment, Ultimately House, not counted, but stunk-out. 








A “Brick ”-Wall-oon, 

{In the Brussels Senate, the other day, M. d'Audrimont claimed for the Walloon 
noaeaee a rights with the Flemish, which has been used in debate without 
objection. 

Tus gay Walloon language, sure nobody doubts, 
Very often quite fresh now in gay Brussels sprouts, 
And d’Audrimont’s claim to give Walloon some fame 
Is not (bear in mind) a (Wal)-loon-atic claim, 





A CORRESPONDENT states that an enterprising restaurant-keeper at 
Niagara employs Mrs. Webb, the widow of the great swimmer, to sell 
photographs exactly opposite the rapids in which her husband was 
drowned. Ile reckons to make a fortune out of the sales, if the little 
woman is not snapped up suddenly by some millionaire who appreciates 
business-like widows, and has a contempt for sentimental women. 





** Cape Smoke ” is a vile decoction of raw crude spirit and chemicals. 
The Basuto chiefs, seeing the harm the noxious stuff was working among 
their people, passed a law imposing a fine on any native whose breath 
might be detected as scented with alcohol. They mustn’t even rinse 
their mouths out with spirit when suffering from tooth-ache without a 
written permit. 





THe Anglers’ Tournament, which is to be held on June §tb, is not by 
any meansa ‘‘fishy” thing in its ‘“‘line.’’ Nor will the gentle craft 
suffer any a-bait-ment thereby. For one of the prizes we would suggest 
cs of ** Hook,” 
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POOR BLODDBER. 
ANOTHER TALE OF THE VESTRIES. 


Our friend, J. Guffin, was a vestryman. We loved him tenderly, for 
reasons connected with our dust-bin; so we were touched one day 
when he dropped into a 
chair and shook his head 
long and gloomily. 

“What is wrong?” we 
asked, stroking his hair 
softly the wrong way. 
** Are the rates insufficient 
to provide good dinners 
and champagne weekly ? ” 

**No,” he replied, ‘I 
will not say it is as bad as 
that. It’s Blodder, my 
fellow-vestryman. It really 
rends your ‘art to think of 
it! Such a well-regulated 
man as he used to be too! 
Could depend on him to 
the werry tick, so you 
could, once! Come and 
see.” 

We put on our hat and 
went out with him. We had not paused more than two minutes at the 
street corner when we were aware of a water-cart, engaged in its avoca 
tion, approaching us, 

** Lookee there!” he murmured, ‘If that ain’t a sad sight! Don’t 
it curdle yer ’art up?” 

‘* Well—why—we really don’t see the sadness of it. You have more 
experience of these things than we have, of course, and-———” 

** Don’t see the sadness of it?” exclaimed our friend, J. Guftin. 
‘* Wy, p’raps you didn’t ’appen to know the date?” 

‘The date? Oh, yes; it is the 28th of February. 

‘* Well, then—there! Vow can’t you see the sadness of it ?” said 
the pitying J. Guffin. ‘‘Jest fancy! Jest picture to yerself! A-waterin’ 
the roads on February the 28th. Pore Blodder !— it’s very sad for his 
wife an’ fammerly.” 

It really seemed so ignorant not to know w/at was so very sad that 
we hardly liked to ask. However, reflecting that our ignorance must 
be due to the want of some piece of technical knowledge which no one 
but a vestryman could be expected to possess, we ventured to ask for 
further enlightenment. 
‘“Wy!” said our friend, J. Guffin, obviously pitying our state of 
darkness, ‘*Wy! Did you ever ’ear of beginnin’ to water the roads 
on the 28th of February ? Did ennybody ever ’ear of it? Ain’tit in dead 
oppersition to hevery rule and canon, and whaddycallit, of the science 
of vestriology? Jf you really don’t know, I'll tell you. The day to 
commence a-waterin’ the roads—as I d7d think every babby knowed— 
is the first o’ March, ain’t it?” 
‘* But,” we ventured to say, ‘‘suppose the dust should require laying 
lefore the first of March?” 
** Dust require layin’ ?” repeated our friend, J. Guffin, with the most 
withering scorn. ‘* What ’as a vestryman got to do with the dust 
a-requirin’ layin’? I tell you the date for to begin waterin’ is the first 
0’ March; and the day for beginnin’ ’aving the roads up is the day as 
Parlyment begins sittin’ (that’s a movable feast, 0’ course); and the 
day for beginnin’ to clean the roads is the day when the dusty season 
commences, w’enever that may ’appen, becos, don’t you see, it’s cheaper 
to sweep up dust all over the public than to cart away mud, mud bein’ 
‘eavier and more labour for to git it hup. That’s the contractor’s busi- 
ness, of course; but then pore Blodder 7s the parish contractor as well 
as a vestryman; and we leaves it all to’im through ‘avin’ our own 
int’rests to look after as vestrymen—d’ye see? Well, and the day for 
a-clearin’ of private dust-bins is the day wen it ’appens to suit the con- 
tractor’s pocket best, omless there ’appens to ’ave bin a row about it on 
the part of them ratepayers. Ar! it requiressome hart and experience, 
does vestry business, or you won’t make nothing hout of it, w’ich I take 
it is the end an’ aim of all vestry business.”’ 

* * * 7 oa 7 
It was not long after this that J. Guffin dropped in again. He was 
weeping bitterly. ‘* Pore Blodder gone quite horf!” he said. ‘*‘ Clean 
horf! Not dead, I don’t mean; wuss than dead! Come and see the 
streets,” 
We went and saw the streets. We noticed nothing particular about 
the streets. ‘* What’s wrong?” we asked. 
**WHAT’s WRONG?” screamed J. Guffin. ‘* Why, it’s the full 
London season—Parlyment a-sittin’—the traffic as hovercrowded and 
‘eavy as it ever ’as bin since I remember—and not a road hup for repairs ! 
Not a blessed main-thoroughfare blocked! Not a single bit o’ diver- 
sion! ‘The Vestryman’s Hinnercent Diversion,’ we calls it among 





the public, although it’s lovely an’ dry, an’ jest in a nice fit state to git 
in their heyes and give ’em pepper ; and if pore Blodder ain't a-waterzn’ 
of it, and then a-scrapin’ of it hup as mud! Pore feller !—he’s got a 
notion, if you caz believe it, that you ought to water wen it’s dusty, and 
‘ave the road up in the horf season, and clean the roads wen it’s muddy, 
and cart snow away, and——but it’s too dreadful, so it is. Pore 
Blodder !—I'm jest a-goin’ round to see if I can git two medikkle men 
for to sign a stiffikit of his insanity. He'll ‘ave to be took care of.” 





In Camera, 


[The latest addition to the ranks of amateur photographers is the Prince of Wales.) 


Our genial and popular Heir to the Throne 
For photography lately a fondness hath shown, 
And his skili (though a paradox //zs, you will own) 
Is not (bear in mind) 
Of a ‘‘ negative” kind, 
For his Highness is ever most ‘‘ taking”’ in tone. 
In his cartes de visite he evinceth much art, 
And his larger-sized photos are quite @ /a carte, 


Re the Spanish Baby, 

THe Spanish Republican prints 
Are giving mysterious hints 

Regarding the fate of their baby-king ; 
In exile they hint he'll be screened, 
Before he can walk, or is weaned. 

O, Alphonso thirteen, what a terrible thing ! 
No doubt, could you speak, you would probably say, 
That Spain shouldn’t act in this (S)painful way, 


R.A.-R.A.-ngements, 
Mr. Denby SADLER’Ss ‘‘ Habet’”’ is a picture worthy note, 
And brothers of the Angle should much praise to it devote. 


Mr. Sadler, as an artist, won’t be likely fame to miss, 
If his customs and his ‘‘ habets” are as praiseworthy as this. 


Vola-puk-uliar, 


A MENU written in the new language, Volapuk, was lately used at 
Rouen, On it soup was described as suf (it is to be hoped there was 
a sufficient sup-ply of it), sauce was called 4o—a ko-sy name, and the 
word ‘‘ season ” appeared disguised as /ifit, perhaps because the seasons 
are apt to fli-fik-lely nowadays. Altogether the language of this menu 
was so strange, and so dangerous to the jaw, that we fancy it will be 
long ere men-use it. 


Proper Key-indness, 
SPEAKING of the Earl of Aberdeen’s Grand Garden Party at Dublin 
Castle the other day, a daily says, ‘‘ All the quays of Dublin presented 
a lively appearance.” It might have added that all the lock-ality round 
about the keys was festive. All honour to the noble Earl: after all, his 
was the proper sort of Irish ‘‘ party.” 





ourselves. Then look at the dust—not a hap’orth of it bein’ swep’ over 
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Dear Sim,—The immediate 
you four samples of the damages 


swerded 


LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 


for a change in our jury system in regard to trials for breach of promise of marriage is my excuse for troubling you. I give 
or findings of juries, in recent cases. 
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Non-suited, and an action instituted for 
malicious prosecution. 
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The juries were, of course, simply four dozen spoouey idiots. If 
eed hardly say that such gross miscarriages of justice would not have occurred. Unless our system is at once radically altered, an 


shown above, I n 


will blot our jurisprudence. 


Yours indignantly, 


If, as bare reason demanded, there had been instead juries of impartial ladies, coy soe a jury as 
i elible stigma 
Tue Counsen For Piaintire No. 4. 








The Home Rule Minstrel and the Blighted Ban-Jo. 
(Ste CARTOON.) 
(70 the old Trish air of ** Bidh mid a gol ‘a 
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Dear Westminster's paths, where I carolled along 

In the May-day of life, with my banjo and song, 

Though a mighty long time o’er my spirit hath rolled, 

And the steps of the Minstrel are now growing old ; 

Though I still through those famous old haunts love to stray~ 
Once the themes of my song and the guides of my way— 
Whilst each had its story and true-hearted friend, 

These haven't all turned out quite well in the end. 


Oh ! ‘twas joy in the moment of triumph to go 
To St. Stephen's when followed by Chamberlain (Joe), 


And backed-up by Hartington, equally near, 
With James and Trevelyan minding the rear ; 


There the foe their vain arguments raised with a frown, 
But like so many ninepins I tumbled them down ; 
My Party was solid and stringently led, 
And the haughty Conservatives quaked at our tread. 


Most kind were the greetings I met with from Pat, 
‘Twas cead mille failte—or something like that ; 
And my labours for Home Rule I counted as done, 
Since success tracked my steps as the moon does the sun : 
But, alas for my hopes! they’ve received a bad jolt, 


For some trusted allies are in open revolt, 


Whilst a part of my party and I have lost touch, 
And a plaguy strong chorus is shouting, ** Not much !” 





THe Yankees are now ripening whisky by electricity. 


that spirit matured in this manner will act asa brace-up to 
instanter, and prove a permanent electric shield against ‘‘ jumps.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
HE ST. JAMES’S.—While listening to the 
new drama, A Wife's Sacrifice, the im- 
ression that the French original must, 
instead of Martyre, have been called 
Mamartyre is irresistible. Everybody in 
the piece seems to consider the fact of 
possessing or having had a mother to be 
so phenomenally extraordinary that nothing 
but repeated insistence on it can sufficiently 
convey it to the ordinary intelligence. The 
foundation of the play is the supremest 
absurdity, but we must not be too hard 
upon the French authors, they, too, had 
mothers, perhaps, and that is excuse for 
everything. The ‘‘turning into English,” 
however, could scarcely have been better 
done, and allowing for the false sentiment 
of the principal ‘‘ mamma,” the somewhat 
despicable behaviour of the husband, and 
the childish (ha! ha! as she does it all 
**for the sake of her mother,” I suppose 
: it zs childish) conduct of the wife, it is, in 
gg Ma pr s.——MA-MAR- the acting and writing a play of some 
cEuy THAt Sie Mawtyaro interest. There is a scene between Mr. 
‘UM ,THOROUGHLY J). Hare and Miss Webster in the third act, 
which, by reason of its genuine comedy, 
crisp writing, bright contrast with the surrounding gloom, and the 
unstrained neatness of the performance, is as refreshing as water in the 

desert. 





Mrs. KenpAu’s performance of the principal character is almost all 
that was to be expected from that lady’s experience and excellent judg- 
ment and art; perfect, almost, in finish and detail, but for all that, twice 
in the fourth act she lost herself, and gave us what was neither nature 
nor art, but a tearing of passion to tatters—a conventional device to be 
condoned, perhaps, in an ordinary actor or actress with no command of 
expression or other resource, but not to be forgiven Mrs. Kendal at any 

rice. Mr, Kendal gets fairly well through a part which can commend 
itself little more to his sympathies than to those of the audience ; but 
he cannot be said to excel himself. Mr. Hare has exactly caught the 
bright, brisk manner suitable to the good-natured, skin-deeply cynical 
Englishman he plays ; and he is, of course, immensely popular, but the 
part does not present abnormal difficulties. There is a singular air of 
depression about Mr. Brookfield’s Palmieri, as though he did not 
heartily enjoy the career of villainy marked out for him ; and poor lady- 
villain (or should I say ‘‘ villainess”’ ?) Miss Vane, has surprisingly little 
**show.”’ Miss Webster I have already referred to. This young lady is 
making way very rapidly, and looks very pretty and French in the :mgenu 
part ; and it is no fault of Miss Pauncefort if the pathos of the ‘* mother” 
does not affect the audience very strongly. Mr. R. Cathcart, perform- 
ing the part of a ‘‘ native” servant with the suggestive name of Maltar, 
the mind assigns him a nationality for which there is no other evidence, 
as a matter of fact, I don’t know what he is—a Maltese cross, perhaps. 
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Tae Crirexion.—"Tue Rover ts rren”—verv FREE'—AND WELCOME. 


Mr. Hendrie aopeete as a servant, evidently suggested by a prevalent 
craze, and founded on the Greek Chorus. 
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seen it before—in which case he would probably not see it again ; but, 
except that the tableau curtain (from causes since explained) was a little 
too much of a sojourner in the presence of the audience on the first 
night, nothing can be said against the ‘‘go” of the piece as here pre- 
sented. Mr. Wyndham is an ideal Rover, and he has strengthened an 
already strong company for the occasion. Mr. David James comes out 
strongly as the old salt, John Dory—a thoroughly full-flavoured piece 
of acting, without a shadow of e eration, and good comedy to boot ; 
and such actors as Messrs. E. Righton, W. Blakeley, A. Maltby, and 
Geo. Giddens need only to be mentioned to show the wealth of comic 
talent enlisted. The ladies are not so strong, though the only fault to 
be found with Miss M. Moore, whose Lady Amaranth has much pretty 
gentleness, is a little want of colour where some colour is permissible ; 
and, with Miss Hughes, a little want of finish, where otherwise her 
whole conception of Jane is characteristic and humorous. 


THE OperA CoMIQUE.—I’m rather afraid Our Strategists will find 
themselves defeated this time! Their strategy is not by any means of a 
high order, and I doubt very much its power of filling the theatre where 
its manceuvres are carried on. We've plenty of ‘‘ variety shows”’ in 
this country, and some very decent “‘ variety performers,” and really— 
some of both are better than Our Strategists & Co. Not having been 
to America, I may be mistaken in supposing the Trans-Atlantic idea of 
rollicking histrionic humour to consist more or less of inconsequence, 
relieved by pantomimic horse-play, but such is my opinion up to now 
from the specimens exhibited on these shores, with the credentials of 
many nights’ run in their native land—which is a big land, however. 
If it wasn’t for an occasional Daly Com- 

any, I should have an idea of Brother 
Faanthen’e dramatic art the reverse of 
flattering. 


THE GAIETY. — The reason of the 
visit of the Rice and Dixey Adonis 
Company does not seem to have been 
generally observed. A very little ob- 
servation is necessary to perceive that 
the object is that of showing us what an 
interested eye (I use the term advisedly) 
our brothers over the water keep upon 
the dramatic productions of the land 
they so tenderly refer to as the ‘‘ Mother 
Country.” The very germ of Adonzs is 
discoverable in a modern English play 
—not that there is need to lay too much 
stress upon that. They have noticed a 
character in an English burlesque com- 
pounded of the modern polished, and 
the ancient melo-dramatic, villains, and ° erage 

. . Tue Gatety. — ‘It’s YANKEE, 
taken him to their bosoms. They have “you xnwow—quits YANKEE, YOU 
noticed a chorus of boy groomsinanob- _xnow.” 
scure play called Zhe Merry Duchess, a 
song called ‘‘ The Susceptible Chancellor,” in a comparatively unknown 
work entitled /o/anthe, and certain ‘‘ Three Little Maids from School,” 
in a still more recent production, have not escaped their eagle glance 
or acquisitive fingers. Its biggest hit is an imitation, too, of an 
English actor ; but that is legitimate enough, and so marvellously com- 
plete as to overshadow and condone its utter want of connection, as 
presented, with anything whatever. In the words of Mr. Dixey’s own 
song :— 

To write a burlesque which you truly can say 

Is Yankee, you know—is Yankee, you know, 
Just keep a sharp eye on what Britishers play— 
That's Yankee, you know—that’s Yankee, you know ; 

Annex the most popular bits with a grin— 

Add tumblers and niggers and wheezes worn thin— 

Don’t wait to connect them, but just drag them in, 

That’s Yankee, you know—quite Yankee, you know. 


1 O-DON’ HISS! 


x 4 








THERE is plenty of fun in the piece, though; and, apart from the 
fact that Mr. Dixey is a comedian of very considerable powers, with a 
remarkable skill in disguise, there is a level excellence in the company, 
with one exception, down to the lowliest super, which is very com- 
forting. There was an attempt on the first night to force applause, a 
wholly unnecessary proceeding, having the usual result of arousing 
opposition and unfriendly demonstration. The whole thing is too long 
(for what it has to tell), and English audiences do not readily ‘* cotton 

to inappropriate tumbling or inconsequent cleverness. With some 
judicious cuts—the ‘‘ store’ scene should go by the board, which wouid 
do away with one of the front scenes also—it would make as amusing 4 
American ballet-ladies (or extras) are a good shape. 
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SOME things people say, and some things 


people do, tall, 
Are awkward, you know ; so awkward, you 
know ; you know ; 
And our artist here brings some examples to 
view, 


Which are awkward, you know ; quite awk- 
ward, you know. 

One treads on a dress—makes a lady com- 

plain— 

And when to apologise soon he is fain, 

He remarks, ‘‘’Tis the first time he e’er caught 
a train,” 

Which is awkward, you know; very awk- 
ward, you know. 


know, 
is he, 


much glee— 





know. 


MALAPROPOS MUDDLERS! 
Air—‘*It's ENGLISH, YOU KNOW” (WITH APOLOGIES TO H. E. DIxey). 
And, lo! too, a youth, though fine-figured and 


Feels awkward, you know; quite awkward, 


He has upset the mater that sits by the wall 
By a sentence or so; quite awkward, you 


With mamma’s pretty daughters on good terms 
But on reaching the group he exclaimed with 
‘Oh, behold the two Graces!”—he should 


have said three— 
Then he rose up to go, feeling awkward, you 


And, lastly, a young and an elderly beau, 

Feel awkward, you know ; aw’f'ly awkward, 

you know ; 

They have caused gaunt Miss Basbleu some 

anger to show, 

And deal sarcasm’s blow, which is awkward, 

you know. 

One has dared to pooh-pooh all the Woman's 

Rights plan, 

And the youth thinks more rights should be 
given to Man; 

So the lady with two eagle-eyes and a fan 

Makes them awkward, you know; deuced 

awkward, you know! 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpDaAy, 31st May.—Lord Greville moves second reading of Bill 
amending Friendly Societies’ Act, with a view to putting a salutory 





check on Unfriendly Societies. Lord Lamington desires Government 
interference with the butcher who palms off New Zealand mutton as 
Southdown. But Houghton asks how they are to find out the difference 
in the articles, easy as it is to discover that in the prices? Wants to 
know how one can distinguish a ‘‘beef-steak grown in Leicestershire 
from one grown in Holland?” Suppose his lordship has been planting 
bullo(ajcks. Anyway, everybody gives it up. Meantime, the British 


butcher vods his customer with as much impunity as he sfce/s his knife. 

Commons.—Repetition of the Russian story. Gladstoneski, pursued 
by the Opposition wolves, chucks Purchase Bill out of the sleigh, hoping 
to save his Home Rule Chee-ild! Of all futile things, few Tyler thinks 











| = endeavours to appease the red tape-worm’s turning ; but the Duke of 


| the passions of the people.” 





futiler than further discussion of Home Rule Bill, seeing same is 
practically dead. No plea for the Bill fairer than Fowler’s. Lord John 
makes a good old crusty-porty-gouty-Tory Union-Jack-flourishing on- 
slaught onthe measure, After this Tory, we listen to the Radical Storey, 
from Sunderland, who makes a clever effort in a lost cause. Glad- 
stonians evidently mean to die game, and defend their positions des- 
perately ; but Tories cheer lustily, beholding Mac-o-and—or is it 
Macnaghten ?—carry one in his attack on the National League. 

Tuesday.— Promoters of Gravesend and Northfleet Docks and Railway 
having ignored the red tape bounds of the any so Orders, their scheme 
stands disordered and paralysed, whereby hundreds of thousands of 
pounds and thousands J woulbte workers are lying idle. Lord Cado- 


uckingham, evidently determined to imitate his predecessor in office, 
Lord Redesdale, insists that the Standing Orders shall be Medean and 
Persian in their at pong Lord Salisbury, who is regarded as a 
bold, bad Tory outside, and a Communistic Radical inside the Gilded 
Chamber, pleads that capital and labour are of greater importance than 
even Standing Orders, and is rebuked by Kimberley for ‘‘ appealing to 
The latter lord appears to be endeavouring 
to raise the passions of the people against his own Order. A little more 
of this sort of thing and this Order will cease to be a standing one. 

Commons.—Labby makes an appeal for payment of candidates’ ex- 
penses. If our politicians want to be paid, Henry, they must show 
themselves more useful than heretofore. Joseph drives another nail 
home in the coffin of the Home Rule Bill. Sexton tries hard to prevent 
its burial ; and Parnell consoles the Grand Old Mourner with the reflec- 
tion that though he has lost this child, which was always weakly, he 
may live to rear another. 

Wednesday.—Irish Registration Bill introduced by Dillon—a rattling 
good one,—but talked out by Tories, who to-night take the cake for 
barefaced, wilful obstruction. 

Thursday.—Being Ascension Day, pious peers all gone to church, 
‘* or somewhere else,” 

Friday—Lords. —Patriotic Fund, butter and other provisions discussed, 

Commons.—Illingworth - > Home Rule debate “like a wounded 
snake drags its slow length along.” 
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“THH DOG REGULATIONS.” 
We have received the following letters from intelligent dog-owners :— 
To THE Epitor or “ Fun,’ 


Dear Sir,—I feel sure that you will accord me a few columns of 
your valuable paper for the pu of exposing the gross, ghastly, and 
ae of the magistrates, the police, the dog regulations, 
and, in , ee Lo you and oo Why, 1 ask, cannot 
the police distinguish between a dog which is out and a dog which is 
not in—between an unmuzzled dog and a dog without a muzsle on— 
between an uncontrolled dog and adog mot under control—finally, be- 
tween a dog which is out for a run one which is out for a walk? 

I have a dog. Now, I do mot deny that he is of uncertain temper, 
and has repeatedly bitten 3 but on what occasions did these little 
incidents take place? , on occasions when my dog was out—out 
for a walk in the street with my full knowledge and permission ; and not 
when he had sipped out unobserved. How, Sir, could a dog which had 
slipped out unawares—probably only for a few minutes—possibly bite 
any one? I submit, Sir, that to bite any one a dog must be regularly 
out, with the consent and 

Now, Sir, a case in t, and one which full 
of my theory, oceurred only a few days ago, My dog was out in the 
yard, with a deaf and blind person told off to watch him, when—while 
the watcher was looking the other way—he crept out at the carriage- 
gates, which ha to be wide open. He had not been outside the 

remises—for I refuse to admit that he was ‘‘ out ’—more than half-an- 
mee, when an officious policeman (who had evidently been hanging 
about on the look-out for stray dogs—a most disgraceful and improper 
occupation !) pounced upon him and toek him away to the police-yard. 
I was myself a witness of the occurrence, and can swear that my dog 
was standing in the middle of the road with his eye fixed upon a timid 
old lady, and could certainly not be said to be “‘ out” in any sense. I 
explained this to the policeman, but I need hardly say to no purpose, 
The idiot persisted that he was out, and I had to pay half-a-crown for 
his recovery ! 

Now, Sir, I contend that it will be simply impossible to keep dogs if 
the police are permitted to interpret the laws in this manner. I ask 
what further precaution the owner of a dog can take than to put him in 
a yard with the gates wide open, and a deaf and blind person to watch 
him? Surely, Sir, if a dog did succeed in biting any person under such 
circumstances, the fault must lie with the person who is evidently 
parading the streets with the object of getting bitten, and should be 
punished with penal servitude.—I am, dear Sir, yours, &c., 


ission of his owner. 
roves the correctness 





EARLES Woop. 


S1xr,—When will the authorities learn that, whatever may be done to 
other people and other people’s dogs, 7 and MY dog should certainly 
be exempt ? 

You will hardly believe, Sir, that they have not yet recognised this, 
although I have repeatedly insisted upon it through the medium of the 
local paper and other channels! I have endeavoured to impress upon 
every policeman in the neighbourhood that my name is JONES, and 
that that is a full and sufficient reason why my dog should be exempt 
a regulations which are (and very rightly) binding upon the dogs 
of others 
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But, in addition to my name being Jones—J. Jones, in fact—my dog 
always wears a collar on which is legibly engraved—‘‘ This dog is the 
se paid of J. Jones, and must not touched by the police.” Iam 
well known in the neighbourhood : I am in debt to a number of trades- 
men who know me perfectly by sight, and frequently follow and address 
me; I have been a vestryman, and had to retire; my house is painted 
bright blue, and picked out with yellow ; and my wife has the shrillest 











voice in the street ; and yet, Sir, my dog is subject to molestation. It 
is disgraceful ! 
Now, I am far from unreasonable in this matter of the dog regula- 
tions, and endorse to the very fullest extent the necessity for stamping 
out hydrophobia at all costs. I would not merely ve (and destroy) 
all dogs found at large ; I would go so far as to forbid the keeping of 
dogs under heavy penalties ; that is to say, of all dogs except my own. 
ow can ene dog spread hydrophobia? Surely, in the light of 
reason, common sense, justice, and neighbourly feeling, my dog ought 

to be let alone !—Yours truly, 
EGGOE TistT. 





Dear Mr, EpiTor,—I am sure that you will sympathise with me 
about the treatment to which I am subjected on account of poor dear 
Jet. Iam sure I take all the precautions I canto keep him from biting 

le: he has a muzzle hanging up on the dresser, but it really gets 
so thick with dust that one cannot wonder poor Jet refuses to wear it ; 
and he is tied up with a little piece of string which he always breaks ; 
and the street-door is always open for the sake of fresh air. Iam sure 
you will say that these precautions are more than enough ; and yet, 
somehow, poor dear Jet will get out, and get taken to the police station. 

Why cannot people bear a little hydrophobia to save me all this in- 
convenience? Jam not afraid of hydrophobia, as I never go out. I 
think people are very selfish.—Y ours truly, 

(The Hon,) PRISCILLA PATPOODLE. 








A Woful Collapse. 


{Sir M. Hicks-Beach, during a recent debate in the House, made a bitter attack 
on Mr. G who showed, however, that Sir Michael ‘‘ had not a shadow or 
shred of authority for it.”) 

Sir MICHAEL rose up, like Ulysses the Greek, 
About to chastise Thersites of old ; 
The very walls listened to hear the chief speak, 
As he ‘‘ dropped on ” his foes like the wolf on the fold. 
That wave of thefhand—how Gladdy must shake ! 
Can Parnell survive that terrible frown? 
As walls, crumbling, fall at some mighty earthquake, 
The Liberal fabric he’s surely cast down. 


With satisfied smiles that plainly declare 
He’s certain he’s made ‘‘a palpable hit,” 
That wicked Weg’s sophistries he’s laid very bare, 
And hurled his vain hopes to the bottomless pit— 
Sir Michael complacently sits down again, 
And takes applause wholesale, as Warton takes snuff ; 
His apotheosis has come now, ’tis plain, 
That Gladstone’s extinguished is quite clear enough. 


Extinguished !—ah ! grimly there rises a form 
That has some still to grapple once more ; 
Aye, shrink back, Sir Mi l, beneath that fierce storm, 
His lancet will probe to the innermost core, 
The eagle, when roused, with sharp talons can strike, 
And men sometimes fall in their own well-laid traps ; 
That laughter is scarcely the kind that you like 
As Gladstone exclaims, ‘‘ What a woful collapse !” 








Parsee-béte. 


AN evening paper complains of the trouble which the jaw-breaking 
names of the Parsee cricketers must — to reporters, &c. No doubt 
that journal (like the present writer) thought the subject would come in 
handy for a Par—see? 
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A Small Prophet. 


[The prophet Zadkiel icts all sorts of 
awful things for the month of June. ‘There 
is scarcely a fortunate birthday this month, 
and all born thus must beware of quarrels, 
dangers, and speculation.”] 

OLD ZADKIEL, the would-be 
magician, 

By way of conferring a boon, 
Predicts that a nasty condition 

Will fall to most persons in June. 


Think not to indulge in a mirthday 

If bornin this month (donotswoon) 

Z. says that no fortunate birthday 

Is arranged for the folks born in 
June. 


“ Beware of all quarrels and dangers” 

(Keep your mother-in-law in good 
tune), 

Or to sorrow you will not be 
strangers,— 

That is, if your birthday's in June. 


The Stock Exchange (¢his is for 
fright meant) 

Will suffer from planet and moon; 

It, alas! ‘‘won’t be free from ex- 
citement ”— 

Fate will upset the ‘* House 
during June. 


9 


So, like Banquo (who caused a sen- 
sation 

To Macbeth on one gayafternoon), 

Inyoureye must beno ‘‘speculation,”’ 

Don’t dabblein shares during June! 


In this vein the small prophet of 

sadness [mune ; 
With credulous dolts would com- 
But most folks will regard it as 
madness— 





This raving of Zadkiel’s ve June! 
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FLIRTATION FIGURE.—GENTLEMAN ADVANCES AND RETIRES, AGAIN ADVANCES, 


“SEPARATION” 





DANCE, 


CAPER, AND RETURNS INTO PLACE. 
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To THe EDITOR 


Unbolt their doors and 


Can anything be nicer, 


Trophonius will always 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


or ** Fon,” 


That more attunes the mind to 
mirth 
And throwing off the cares that 
k 


car 
Than getting up before the lark? 
What joy to rise at daylight’s 


e 

And fake your tub while half 
asleep ? 

What joy to have the blankets 
fold 

While yet the day is damp and 
cold ? 

What bliss descending ere the 
maid 

Has swept the room or break- 
fast laid ? 


Towatch the early prowling cats, 
The maids who come to beat 
the mats, 


The milkman howling on his round, 
And “‘ papers ” on like errand bound, 
Who flings his wares while folks, who grin, 


take them in; 


While comes the postman on his way— 


eh? 


These are the sights, howe’er it be, 


see 


(Howe’er the rapture he may doubt) 
When Ascot races are about. 

For now the ladies, in their best, 

In racing take an interest ; 

For Ascot means from tops to toes 
A lot of fashionable clothes, 


| 


IR, tell me, is there aught on earth 


' 





They preen 


settle down, 
Then off we drive from Lon- 


don town. 


They flirt and flirt for many a 
They pat the old man’s head 


and smile, 


And hand him drinks and call 
him ‘‘ dear,” 
Until, at last, the course is 


The Prophet stops, then down 


he gets, 


Assists to earth the little pets ; 
And soon he has them in a 


bunch 


And pegging hard into the 


lunch, 


The time goes on in chaff and 


joke, 


The good old boy begins to 


smoke, 


The newest things, all shapes and hues 
In hats and bonnets, gloves and shoes, 


Ah, see, the damsels waiting stand ! 
Up comes the old man’s four-in-hand 


The ladder’s placed, and up they swarm, 


All in the very fittest form, 
their feathers, 


Gi 


[mile, 


[near. 


And then aside he takes each pet, 
And shows her how she ought to bet ; 
And ere the party leaves the course, 


Each maid has backed the winning horse. 


It’s Koster—Eastern mye rey’ 
(And, p’r'aps, Eurasian also) for 

The Hunt Cup handicap, which race 
Hold Prism (back him for a place). — 
The Gold Cup? Well, of those left in 
Althorp or Minting ought to win ; 

But should they not you must not cuss 
The ever-wise 
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THE WHITSUN FOLK. 


PORTIONS of a frieze discovered in the Temple of St. Lubbock by Macaulay’s New Zealander, A.D, 3001, Supposed to represent a 
Procession to the Vale of ’Elth on the occasion of a Festival held at Whitsuntide, and connected in some way with the closing of the 


Banks. Sculptor unknown. 








Re A Renegade. 
(A Lerrer FROM THE LADIEs.) 


{Mr. O. Wilde, preaching os art in Whitechapel recently, said :-—‘‘ Fashion is a 
form of ugliness so unbeara that we have to alter it every six months.” He also 
deseri the modern bonnet as ‘‘a stuffed bird perched on a piece of lace.”] 

Deak Mr. FUN, we used to think that Mr. Oscar Wilde 

Was a dear, delightful fellow, and our fancy he beguiled. 

So intense and so wxsthetic, and so limp, and so long-haired, 

Was the lily-loving Oscar, that to worship him we dared. 


But sow he’s altered sadly ; he’s not only cut his locks, 

But one of his late utterances our avtour propre quite shocks ! 
For he dared to rail at FASHION, in a Pagan sort of way, 
When preaching in Whitechapel (somewhere East) the other day ! 


Yes; FasHION which we /ove so, both in bonnets and in dress, 
This Mr. Wilde was f/eased to call A FORM OF UGLINESS ! 

So ugly that we're forced to change it each few months or so— 
Which statement, Sir, is wicked and irreverent and low / 

Would Mr. Wilde (who ‘Ainks he’s wise) see a lady look a /righ?/, 
By never changing Fashion, which is FASHION’S chief delight ? 
And, how dare he mock our bonnets with insinuations base ? 

And declare they are but ‘‘stufied birds perching on a bit of lace!” 


‘ 


Now, Mr. Wilde is married to a lady wondrous fair, 

And we know se will wfAo/a us in our arguments—so ‘here / 
And we hope she'll make him suffer for his nasty, crue/ speech, 
And Mr, Fun, that you will make him smart too, we beseech ! 


Ons of the papers speaks in high terms of the collection of Emus’ 
Eggs at the Colonies. Quite right, they are worth noting, and to any- 
one interested in these matters could not fail to be highly cmu-sing ! 





Quite Platt-onic. 
(Mr. J. Platt has just published a new book entitled ‘‘ Land.”} 


Tuts book is sound—towards questions touching Land, 
It doth adopt the very firmest attitudes ; 

It is a work that all should have at hand ; 

For though it is by Platt, please understand 
Its language doth not simply deal in Platt-itudes, 


te 





(DuRING the recent visit of the Czar to Moscow, an address, con- 
taining the following passage, was read to him by the mayor of the 
city :—** Our hope gains wings, and strength is imparted to our belief 
that the Cross of Christ will shine upon St. Sophia (Constantinople). 
So thinks Moscow, and in this hope remains steadfast.” The Emperor, 
in reply, said that he loved Moicow, and rejoiced, &c.) 


Since Moscow loves Constantinople so much, 
And the Czar loves his Moscow immensely, 

How long will it be ere the lover will clutch 
What the loved one desires so intensely ? 





For a Duck-at. 


A CONTEMPORARY complains that the political crisis is ‘‘ playing 
ducks and drakes with the London season.” If this is so, it should surely 
be amended by some Dra(ke)conian law. 


PRINCE BISMARCK, the Man of Black-puddings and Sausages, has 
put a very strong ring through the nose of the German socialist hog, by 
causing a police edict to be issued prohibiting all public meetings that 


| have not received the special sanction of the authorities. Good man ! 
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A FREE TRADE FANCY. 

“‘ THERE is nothing,” said Mrs, Grimalkin, “like keeping one’s self 
to one’s self.” 

Unfortunately for this theory, we cannot all be Robinson Crusoes. 
If by any chance the world could be divided into so many billions of 
islands, even then Brown, Jones, and Robinson could not live altogether 
apart and yet exist. 

“* My ancestors,” said Mrs. Grimalkin, continuing the subject, “‘always 
kept themselves to themselves, An lishman’s house was his castle 
then. He did not want to go about poking his nose where he wasn't 
wanted, and no one poked his nose into his affairs.”’ 

‘* But at any rate, aunt, he traded somehow or the other,” said Mr, 
Jacko, her nephew, a most respectable member of the monkey tribe. 

seer — looked as if she could have killed him with the tenth 

of a look, 

** People,” she replied, ‘like monkeys, who are a/ways up a tree half 
their time, of course, like to go poking about. Real honest cats stop at 
home and don’t care to go further than thrusting their noses between 
the area railings. Live and let live, I say.” 

Mr, Jacko ruminated and shook his head. He was partial to his aged 
relative, and had a conscientious objection to offending her. 

‘*T hear,” continued Mrs. Grimalkin, ‘that all sorts of stuffis coming 
into this country that we could grow equally well ourselves,” 

** But not so cheap,” suggested Mr. Jacko. 

**I don’t care anything about that,” said Mrs, Grimalkin. 

“But Tom, 
Dick, and Harry, 
who haven't got 
too much coin of 
the realm, do,” 
said Mr. Jacko, 
**Don’t you go 
and try making 
it,”’ answered the 
aged Tabitha, in 
the same sharp 
way. ‘“*I detest 
impudent mon- 
keys. WhatI say 
is this, that here 
you have all your 
potatoes and that, 


that you could 

grow yourselves, = 43> 

coming over from ==—\‘ AVI ULC — 
Flanders, with ———4 j ‘ : 


=> TH 
walnuts, and let- = Sew i 


tuces, and what 


across the water. Alphonse prefers ing English d » and 
English collars, and English socks, to ong ene ” = 

** These are such absurdly small matters,” said Mrs, Grimalkin, with 
much conservative inconsequence ; ‘‘ why, they're actually flooding our 
market with horrid Lager beer.” 

Jacko smiled. 

**Tt's a most curious thing, we ge relative,” he continued, laying 
down the law, “‘that you should mention that fact about the beer, 
because that's the very weak point we are likely to beat them in harder 
than ever they will us, There is quite a fashion on the continent now 
for drinking British spirits. English ‘*gin” and Scotch whisky you will 
soon see written up everywhere. I should think the distillers must have 
already made a pretty penny over this, and it’s only the thin edge of the 
wedge as yet.” 

**But it won't ever be a very large trade.” 

** That’s only conjecture on your part. It’s just as likely to be as any 
5, aeanpeas eran: 

** And they are always running in pretty novelties.” 

** Well, every dog has its re the way of new fancy trade, I saw 
in Regent Street, the other day, a lot of camels’ and goats’ hair shawls 
that come from Asiatic Russia, Perhaps there'll be a run on them, and 
then they'll drop out, What a run there was on Nuremberg brass, and 
that’s all over now.” 

** But we don't start novelties,” said Mrs. Grimalkin, sadly indeed, 









“Then that’s our own fault, and we've got no cause to grumble over 
it. Why, the Yana- 
kees, properly 
enough,  conde- 
scend to go in for 
making ingenious 
mouse-traps and 
scientific pepper 
boxes.” 

**I don't see,” 
said Mrs. Grimal. 
kin, ‘‘ that there's 
any outlook for 
the future at all.” 

‘Oh, bother ! 
what we've got to 
do is develop any 
resources that are 
peculiar to ou 
country, so tha’ 
there can be po 
even competition. 
Without interfer- 
ing with Free 



































too much leisure, and forget that big leisure cannot afford small 
rofits,”” 

pe In my time,” said Mrs, Grimalkin, turning up the yellows of her 
eyes, “things were very different. Farmers smoked their pipes and 
drank their beer, and walked round their gardens, and smelt their 
flowers, They had enough to eat and drink, and hadn’t got to worry 
themselves about being undersold everywhere.” Leni 
“They barely had comforts, and certainly no luxuries,” was the 
answer ; ‘‘ we don’t live in the golden, but the quicksilver age, and must 
needs move about smartly if we want to get onat all. Market gardeners 
must rear something that only our soil will grow well, and then it will 
hold a good market always.” 3 
‘‘ But look at the Belgians, even they run into our market.” Mrs. 
Grimalkin was almost in tears. 

‘*Well, considering the way they’re ey fey the Belgian price 
of labour will soon be the same as ours. it is, the superior 
physique of the English workman will tell. We shan’t have to wait so 
long before that comes about.” ; 
‘* But then they send over all sorts of little things—fancy things—and 
—— our — oS 4 oe 

r. Jacko shoo ad. 
” my dear aunt,” he said very gravely, ‘‘don’t we flood the con- 
tinental market with pickles, and biscuits, and sauces, and china stuff, 
and best glass? Why, there’s quite a rage for Englishmen’s hosiery now 











not.” —— there ought 
All ch to be some means 
and ver aoe ’ to prevent gs 
said Mr. Jacko. = people — > 
** But how about ——_— SS ——— s ign 
our market - : $—a = — om Eng rg 
deners?”’ ane a ———==CS =z - ’ (eset them. That, 
Mrs. Grimalkin, = we Gi — Eat course, s a bad 
“If they were , bei for our 
: t e."" 
I if . * ‘ ” . : 
hg Fanti be just as well off as the Flemings. Some folk take ‘‘ Those horrid foreign thieves!” said Mrs, Grimalkin, with much 


indignation. 

“T don't know after all,” said Mr. Jacko, ‘‘ that we ought to say too 
much about that. The Germans shove in bad imitations of Knglish goods. 
Do they? Look at us, too, with French lace. Buyers go and get 
samples of tasty French lace at two and tenpence a yard; take 
design, and imitate, and do it for our market at one and threepence a 

. One or two houses in London are always at the game.” 

**It’s all very well talking, but in the old days, things were a great 
deal better.” 

Mr, Jacko could stand this no longer. He lassoed his aged relative 
from her chair, and dragged her to the Free Breakfast Table, the like of 
which she certainly never knew in her young days. 


TuINX ot it, ye Holiday-Mongers! Eighty years ago you could not 
have had even  Miagste Whitsun. The Cin would have fallen, and 
the Margate Hoy would only have been able to make itself happy by 
hugging the Buoy at the Nore. But lo! the Great Eastera wi take 
you from Saturday to Tuesday morning (back again time for bank and 
business) slick from Liverpool Street by 8 o'clock night express on 
Whitsun Saturday as very is. Boys even at er and Liverp ool 
will have time to wind-up Saturday matters and meet the express 
for a continental frisk. Then hey for Brussels and the Hague and 
Antwerp, and the broad-flowing Rhine where the sausages grow. 
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N'T ACCOUNT FOR THEIR SUBSEQUENT COOLNESS. 
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The patient, though, 


Not Penny-wise. 


Dr. Gladstone and his Patient. He doubts if the phy zits A Strange Storey. 
(Ser ¢ rOON.) Mi consitutl ras (Mr. Storey, M.P., recently compared Mr. Gladstone 
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THE DISSOLUTION.—HOW THE NEWS WAS RECEIVED. 




















vi 
di 
r 
be 


. ta iinet: oa SR oe ae 
hes 2 a eh sew 
® apnghign “gp 


a pte 


eS i 








266 EFUN. 


JUNE 16, 1886. 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE SAvoy.—I am only just recovering from the effects of a conjuring 
** function” (to use an irritatingly prevalent slang expression), held at 





Tue Rovarty,—" Jack !” 


this theatre a while ago, Mons, Arthur Cherry, the High Priest of the 
occasion, threw me into such a condition of confusion and bewilderment 
that I began to be despairingly conscious of having no grasp upon 
anything whatever—my very name seemed slipping from me, and 
he who filches from me my good name takes that which not enriches 
him and leaves me with a lot of useless visiting-cards, which he is wel- 
come to at half-price. Others present were similarly affected with awe, 
and were nervously perspiring playing-cards and new-laid eggs all over 
the place. To do Mons. Cherry justice, he did his best to ameliorate the 
confusion of such unfortunates by promptly relieving them of the em- 
barrassing articles as they apppeared. Amazing quickness and dexterity, 
rather than absolute novelty, characterised the programme, but the 
tricks could not have been more amusing had they been the newest of 
inventions. As I returned along the Strand, I felt I must be dropping 
eggs and shedding cards all the way along, 


THe ATHEN“UM, CAMDEN TOwN,—Mr. Charles Dickens gave his 
first reading in public here a few evenings ago, It is, I believe, the 
intention of Mr. Dickens to give a series of these readings (from his 
father’s works, be it said) through the provinces, and possibly a portion 
of America ; the appearance at the Atheneum, therefore, may be looked 
upon as atrial trip, It may be regarded as having been in every way 
favourable, At eight o’clock precisely the pilot, in the shape of a lady, 
whose name the programme gives me no authority to mention, came 
a board, and led the ship out of harbour with a cleverly sendered 
pianoforte solo, As soon as the reader had, so to speak, ‘‘ got up the 
steam” and was well under way, it was quite clear that the engines 
were all right, and the vessel well found and taut in every particular. 
Though met with an occasional ground-swell of grating chairs on an 
uncarpeted floor, and the atmospherical disturbance of an occasional 
homeward-bound tram or so, good going was made on an even keel, 
and the vessel sailed buoyantly amid mpples of merriment, waves of 
applause, and floods of tears, making several knots (in our throats) an 
hour, and finally sailing into harbour in splendid time, all standing. 
The readings selected for the occasion were the Story of Little Dombey 
and Bob Sawyer’s Party. Mr. F. Mervin sang a couple of songs in 
the interval between the two picces, 


THe Nove_ty.—Messrs. L. and H. Nathan having clothed the 
amateur for many years, have now taken in hand the housing of that 
long-suffering individual, having acquired the lease of these profession- 
ally unfortunate premises, with the intention of devoting it to that 
purpose. This is another of those returns to first principles which so 
often occur, proving often that first thoughts are quite as geod as second 
owes ; for the Novelty was conceived and built solely with the intention 
of benefiting the amateur. The amateur, however, not coming up to 
time, or the projectors of the scheme being unable to inspire him with 
the necessary confidence, it was opened as a ‘‘ regular theatre,” and 
continued in that course with a charming consistency of failure (breken 
only bythe production of Mr. T. G. Warren’s Nita’s /irst—a circumstance 
upon which a sermon might be preached), until O/iver Grumdle proved 
the final straw. Messrs. Nathan promise to let the house at a fair rate, 
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a comfortable and well-appointed theatre, while such critics as are 
called to attend their ‘‘shows” may now hope for emancipation from 
long journeys into the interior, and strange adventures in unknown 
countries, where the theatre is always up a passage, and the weather is 
always inclement. 





THE campaign was opened on the 5th with a performance for the 
benefit of Lady Constance Stanley’s Home for Homeless Children, on 
which occasion the programme consisted of a prologue, called 4 Word 
of Welcome, written for the occasion by Mr. Clement Scott, the late 
Hi. J. Byron’s Married in Haste, and Herbert Gardiner’s Cousin Zachary. 
An “inaugural and invitation” performance of the same programme was 
given on the previous Thursday, to which Messrs. Nathan invited their 
friends, the Press (represented mainly by ladies, it would seem), and 
such others as desired, and could find their way there. By which it 
will be seen that the amateurs intend not to be behind their professional 
brethren, even in the matter of ‘‘ chicken and champagne.” The pieces 
were most creditably performed. Mr. Quintin Twiss’s rendering of the 
Uncle, in Byron’s piece, in its finish and sense of character would have 
done credit to the professional stage, and Mr. B. Webster’s jeune premier 
came little short of it. Miss Measor and Miss Maud Cathcart ‘‘assisted.”’ 
Some of the pictures (one in particular) in the studio scene suggested 
the idea that Mrs. Vere had been studying under the auspices of Jan 
Van Beer. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Every dramatic critic thinks he can write a 
play—I know I can—and most of them try—once, at any rate. Some- 
times once is enough for them. Sometimes it isn’t. Generally it is 
quite enough for their friends, and only their enemies cry, insatiate, for 
more. I don’t know that any one has cried for Mor-ton—Mr. Edward 
A. Morton, I mean; they might do a deal worse—but he is a dramatic 
critic, and he’s engaged upon a version of Zom Fones, for the country, 
in which Miss Sophie Fane, will, rather appropriately, personate Miss 
Sophie Western. Mr. Morton is a smart journalist, a wit of 7. 7. 7. 
staff, and generally known, I believe—on somewhat dubious grounds— 
as the Best Boy. He is as likely to do the work as well as anybody, but 
I’ve got to have my joke all the same.—Mr. William Holland sends 
me a semi-illegible memorandum of a visit to Marlborough House, by 
command of the Prince of Wales, of the clever Japanese conjurer, 
Katsnoschin Awata, now appearing at the Albert Palace, Battersea 
Park. Mr. K. Awata received the personal congratulations of the 
Prince and Princess, and Mr. Holland retired, glowing with reflected 
radiance.—Mr. Leopold Grahame, the dramatic critic of Zhe Pictoria/ 
World, has launched himself into the troubled waters of editorship, 
with a new paper of biographical and social scope, called Men and 
Women. The first number comes with a good lithographic portrait of 
Mr. Gladstone, and, with the second, is promised a similar presentment 
of the Marquess of Salisbury. Mr. Grahame’s experience and ability 
ought to waft him to fortune.—‘* Who’s your hatter?” is an enquiry 
that has seldom been heard of late years, though once extremely rife. 
** Who's your Capper?” comes nearer to modern ideas, though scarcely 


Zz 





THe Rovatty.—"' My-rist-o!” 


a necessary enquiry, either. We most of us know Mr. Capper’s ‘‘ At 

Homes,” for ‘thought reading” and such like. Mr, Capper does not 

pretend to supernatural power, but at Steinway Hall, on the afternoons 

of Thursdays, June 17, and July Ist, and the evenings of Fridays, June 

25th and Julygth, he proposes to give his well-known drawing-room enter- 

tainment.—Mr. J. H. Jennings, the ever-ready manager of the Oxford, 
nd py of } Vhitsuntide programme, containing attract 
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icici aii, HOME RULE MAD! 
ions in and are i ‘ ” ae 
had nearly enough of the sort of iden Gnas oe hed Home Rule” now. When is this craze to cease? How long before a fresh fad takes hold on the public? We've 
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‘*"A'porth o’ ‘Ome Rule sherbir, and fardensworth “Thank you very much, but mamma only “Go to a meetin m i 
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o' ‘Ome Rule suckers ! allows me to dance with gentlemen who advo- Mrs. Puddler. Bos ‘ ht! of co peel A pe 
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** Start in ‘arf a jiff, sir, soon as I've finished my argey- "Why, blest if here ain't two more gents a-discussin’ ‘I say,” says John Bull in despera 
mect with this gentleman on ‘Ome Rule.” ‘Ome Rule!" tion, ‘‘just send over Pasteur to see if he 
can cure this Home Rule mania, will you?" 








TURF CUTTINGS. should like to know? The fact that Belinda won, and the fact that my 
tip giving Althorp is in print have nothing to do with it. Read the last 


y : > 66 Tryw ? ; . ' . 
To THE EDITOR OF FUN, line, and retire abashed. But, there, let’s get on with my 


Tir FOR THE MANCHESTER CupP. 


You may tootle a tune that entices you—well— 
To wager your all upon little Blondel ; 
You may do it, you know, if you like, 
And it’s not for a little you'll ** strike ;”’ 
You may take it quite plainly, 
You'll not be ungain-ly, 
And it’s not for a little you'll “‘ strike,” 


There’s Gonfalon may possibly gather a smile 
(And something substantially better, the while), 
Of the party who’s anxious to bet, 
And a something he'll probably get ; 
With the Bard he need hardly 
Expect to do Bard-ly, 
And a something he’ll probably get. 


At the same time, don’t you neglect Eastern Emperor or Kilcreene, 
and don’t believe anything you hear against, Yours, 
P.S.—You'd have enough to do! TROPHONIUS. 











A FASHION paper tells us that tiny checks are now all the fashion. 
S1r,—I don’t care who says I was wrong over the Ascot Stakes, / | Are they? Well, we prefer for once not to be in the fashion, and would 
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say I was not, and if I can’t trust my own veracity, whose can I trust, I | sooner have /arge cheques ! 
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AN ORIGINAL ART. 
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Didn't Clean Off, whom we mentioned some weeks since. 
train his paint, although many foreign objects tumbled into it when his eye was 


the other way. 
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BEATEN! 


“TO TEACH YOUNG JOEY DRAUGHTS, THEN, | UNTIL, AT LAST, THE GRAND OLD MAN 


WAS BEATEN BY THE 
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maids present to “save up three 


car 
each -” One laughing hoyden 

i to know if “‘ A swagger dinner 
at the ‘Cri.’ toa male cousin, and stalls 
at the Alhambra afterwards, would be 
considered a judicious way of ——s 
the little hoard of gold?” She was promptly ejected for her wickedness 
~ eg stalwart matrons, who expr a very strong desire to spank 

A MELANCHOLY person recently wished to be excused marrying a 
damsel, on the ground that his best days for marriage were over. Asa 
matter of course, a very interesting breach of promise case ensued, 


t was a worn-out old gentleman of twenty-eight years ; where- 
upon the fellow shed saffron-coloured tears and emitted heart- 
rending sobs, and expressed a desire to go home to his ma. 


Two Irish labourers were charged the other day with being unduly 
alcoholic and fighting in the streets. A police constable saw the two 
prisoners ing and pounding each other, and ordered them away. 
After making sev remarks anent the constable’s rolling optics they 
went ; but soon afterwards renewed their merry mill, and were then 
taken into custody. Asked what they had to say in answer to the 
charge, one prisoner pulled his forelock and remarked, ‘‘ Throth, yer 
honour, you see, there’d been a christening, sorr, and the marnin’ 
happen’d to be very soft, wid much rain, sorr, so we did have a little 
dhrap jist to kape up our spirits. Arrah! be aisy wid us, we are v 
a ** Divil a jest, yer honour,” interposed prisoner No. 2; “it’s 
as thrue as gospel, ivry wurd av it ; and the pleeceman’s intoirely over- 
esthimated the case, fur Mike and me, sorr, have niver sthruck a blow 
in earnist for a fortnight ; and he’d got the back-ache, yer honour; and, 
begorra ! there’s in’ loike a good rubbin’ fur to cure an achin back, 
and I were doin’ it for poor Mike wid me shelaylee whin the pleece 
come and took us. The constables is all forninst the poor Oirish folk, 
er honour.” ‘“‘ You are each fined five shillings, or five days’ hard 
bour,” ejaculated the magistrate. ‘‘Can’t yer honour make it two 
shillings? it’s all I’ve got,” whined prisoner No. 1. ‘‘ Certainly not ; it’s 
little enough,” answered his worship. ‘* But,” he continued, ‘‘I will 
give time to pay the money if you can find anyone to become surety for 
onour’s an iligant gintleman, and pethaps you'd be so kind as to send 
a nate, smart messenger round to Mr. Gladstone at onst to tell him Pat 
Sweeny and Mike Kegan wishes to see him on imphortant matters !” 


Some husbands do not turn a ghastly green with deadly rage when 
their wives run away from them, neither do they languish as much as 
might be expected. A miner, who recently eloped with the wife of a 
friend, wrote to that gentleman, explaining matters, and asking him 
blandly, ‘*‘ Are you willing to give Ann Eliza up into my ‘ands, to take 
her as my own wife, and to marry of her? for I have om her a menny, 
menny times for to go back, and she answer invaryble, ‘I wood rayther 
suffer deth.’ So now understand that she will not come back ; 
therefor’, if you are willin’, kindly write a note, sined by your own ‘and, 
stattin’ as you are willin’ for me to make her a comforttabel home and 
the children, and I will folward you ten shillin’s in CASH for a gift, after 
you do me that kindness.” On reading this letter the husband did not 
wail and gnash his teeth. No! he did his old comrade “that kindness” 
like a Christian, and, having pouched the ‘‘ten shillin’s in CAsH,” he 
washed himself, and went out and spent the money on nut-brown ale in 
good congenial company. 


A GERMAN doctor considers that keeping late hours is a habit ex- 
ceedingly conducive to long life, while he declares early rising tends to 
exhaust physical power and to shorten life. He likewise believes that 
rubbing the hands before the moon is an infallible cure for warts, and 
he insists that fruity port, consumed in large quantities, will remove 
gout. His friends watch him with great care. 





pounds, and to lay out the cash very | 
and usefully at the end of | 





during the progress of which a learned counsel explained that the | 
deletion 


he ** Hurroo!” shouted prisoner No. 2, gleefully. ‘Shure, yer | 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
MonpDayY—Lords.—But who cares what the Lords are doing to-night ? 
Public attention isn’t very completely centred on the peers at any time, 
except when re mischievous ; but to-night the eyes of 
the » of of the world are on that “‘ other place,” where 
the nation its will and makes its destiny # * site 
i ” to-night mem 

a od like b i , hain Bright’s 
silver locks gleam out bright in black of broadcloth ; the 
silver of his oratory, however, remains locked within. The front bench 
is filled ; some of the forms not quite familiar, and some more familiar 
forms elsewhere, look strangely out of place. Towards that bench all 
not to the keen, pale, cute visage of the Chief Sec. 

—not even to the lovely curl that adorns the temple of Historicus 
Harcourt—for the eyes of all are focussed on him who sits with 
crossed legs, his scanty locks falling over his collar, his chin resting 
on a shirt-front, that rises so arc-like that it eclipses even the collar 
for stiffness; there, waiting for the hour, sits the Man! From 
behind comes a voice that often has cheered but now condemns him 
—the voice of Goschen. Strange to hear his old friend dealing him 
such telling, vigorous blows. Stranger yet when that voice ceases, and 
one is raised in his defence that of old upbraided him, and the tones of 
which he was wont to chide! Nous avons changé tout cela, Tis cer- 


| tain the _ revolves, just now we are upside down! It is the “ other 
| man.” 


ut why didn’t Parnell, and the men behind him, speak these 
words and in this tone in the earlier years? Mr. Parnell declaims 
against coercion, against 9 scgen of trial by jury, police right of 
domiciliary inspection at all hours, suppression of newspapers, &c., &c., 
but omits to state that these and other evils were preceded, and were 
rendered indispensable, by the shooting of men and women, the refusal 
or fear of juries to convict, the domiciliary inspection of moon- 
lighters, and the incitement by newpapers to violence, boycotting, 
and paralysation of freedom of contract. Joe Cowen for once agrees 
with a ministry—perhaps because it is a tottering one. Sir Michael 
follows. Very neatly corners Parnell as to the alleged ‘‘ bid,” and 
challenges him to produce his Polonius from behind the curtain. 
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And then the recumbent form, and the cast-iron shirt-front on the 
Treasury Bench simultaneously unbend, and Gladstone advances to the 
table, and makes one of the ablest speeches in epost of one of 
the most impracticable measures ever submitted to the House. So able 
the man, so telling his charm, so many associations encircle him, that 
even his opponents, like those of Horatius, can ‘scarce forbear to 
cheer.” ere is an end to all things, not even excepting Wimpole 
Street and the Home Rule Debate. Nous nous rangeons, *‘ the Ayes 
to the Right, the Noes to the Left.” Each of the Noes knows its all 
ight ; the Ayes are left with their noses out of joint. Then the House 

Commons begins to resemble a combination of a Salvation Army 
meeting gone mad and a wild beast show broken loose, while, amid 
Tory cheering and Irish hooting, Chamberlain sits and smiles, probably 
thinking, ‘‘ This time last year they howled just like this at Gladdy. 
Perhaps this time next the same lot will give three cheers for me. 

Tuesday.—Lord Denman’s Women’s Suffrage Bill once again ad- 
journed till July tst. Lord Milltoun calls attention to the Kerry Dance, 
not Molloy’s version, but a dance the moonlighters are leading peace- 
able folk in that country. 

Thursday—Lords and Commons.—Ministry announce a dissolution. 
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Happy Arcadia, 
*General™ Booth that “‘the i i 
" ee eeeerae = Salvation Army is the natural 
Arr—“ There's a good time coming,” 
THERE'S a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming ; 
The ‘‘ General” has pointed out 
How all the ills of life he’ll rout 
In the good time coming. 
Tho’ Fortune’s frown may threaten us, 
The “* Army ” is still stronger, 
The “* War Cry’s” raised—the battle’s won— 
Wait a little longer. 


There’s a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming ; 
Bubble companies may break, 
Love-sick maidens’ hearts may ache, 
Till the good time coming. 
Altho’ woe now may seem supreme, 
The ‘‘ Army” will prove stronger, 
Then mirth and jollity shall reign— 
Wait a /itt/e longer. 








There’s a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming ; 
Ould Oirland will be our joy, 
** Deceased Wife’s Sister’ won’t annoy 
In the good time coming. 
The Nihilists may menace us, 
The ‘‘ Army” still is stronger, 
Our land wi// be Utopia~— 
Wait a little onger. 
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There’s a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming ; 
We'll have then the Millennium, 
Earth will be an Elysium, 
In the good time coming. 
We only need to join the *‘ Army,’ 
And make it daily stronger, 
And if ills yet w#// come, why we 
Must g0 on waiting longer l 
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Excited Excursionist.—‘* WorT I Ses 1s THIS, 
. FLEgT, AND I'D DOWN ON CHAMBERLAIN, GLADSTUN, SALUSBURY, AND 
A ‘*Caw-cuss,”—A crow ! THE OLE CREW. S’ELP Mg I wouLp!” 
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SETTLING THE WHOLE QUESTION. 





Give ME Tue Britisn 
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THE PURE BEER BILL. 


He doan’t know what they be going to do wi’ it in Parliament, but 
he hopes they’ll makeajobon’t. He doan’t approve of hal/-measures, 


ie 














Com(b)-bien ? 


(Some now call Mr. Parnell the “ Uncombed ™ instead of the ‘‘ Uncrowned King,” 


and hint that he is a champion lady-killer.) 
Tue Irish leader may or may not be 
** Uncombed,” as this assertion fain would show.— 
But one thing easily we all may see, 
That Parnell’s tactics are not comd-il faut, 
And one thing’s still more certain—it is plain, 
Howe’er this lady-killing ‘‘ King” behaves, 
He on one lady tries his plots in vain— 
That’s on Britannia—Ruler of the Waves! 





Dinner ye Ken? 


{A contemporary points out that, as marriages are now allowed to take place later 


in the day, wedding-breakfasts will give place to weddiog-dinners. } 
THIs rumoured so-called-wedding-dinner movement 
Will doubtless be a very great improvement ; 
But even now we've something of this fashion 


Which makes us feel for wedding-guests compassion ;— 


For are not those (don’t be irrev'rent grinners) 
Who shout and orate there, all wedding-*‘ din ”-ners ? 





A Trousers Tey-mer. 


— who ee ee use pon 

0 those garments from creases , 

Declare Tey and Co,’s meet their views, 
And that’s why they so well are Tey-king. 





A RECENT trial has brought to light the fact that in Yorkshire cooks 
pon One can quite conceive that 

the mania is not confined to Yorks. The cook in all parts of the cou 

try, and the humble potato-peeler, know what a “ spec” is when she 


and parlourmaids dabble in mining 


sees it ! 
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THH PHSTILENCH SEEESR, 
4 A STORY OF SELF-SACRIFICE. 

OFfall the queer ambitions we ever heard of, a = 
e 
wanted to a 
come great 
wealthy — nay, 
titled and influ- 
ential. 

Prior to his 
disclosing those 
yearnings to us, 
we always 
regarded Clam- 
borough as a 
person of sanity 
and sound judg- 
ment, but when 
he told us of his 
aspirations we 
stared at him, 
and found our- 
selves mechanically holding our nose with our thumb and forefinger. 

“* Good gracious, Clammy !” we cried. ‘* You are a person of humble 
extraction and surroundings, and able to breathe a comparatively pure 
and unpoliuted air. Why, w/y this frenzied and insensate longing to 
change your position of life?” 

** Well,” replied Clamborough, ‘‘it does appear strange, I admit ; 
but I seem to feel that I have a sort of mission to become a member of 
Parliament, or a duke, or something of that kind. Are the drawbacks 
so very awful?” 

We merely cast up our eyes and shuddered, in reply. 

All Clam gh’s friends flocked around him to dissuade him from 
his mad project. ‘‘ Pray reconsider this thing,” they allurged. ‘‘ You 
are now a mechanic; your position as such enables you to force your 
landlord to provide efficient drainage to the house you inhabit. Your 
wife and children, and yourself, are therefore in robust health, and are 
consequently happy. ill you change all this? Ah!—think once 
more ere you take the fatal step.” 

Clamborough did think once more. He had heard enough to abolish 
all yearning to become a great man ; but he felt that it was his destiny, 
and that he must sacrifice himself. He gulped down a choking sob as 
this conviction came upon him, and steeled himself to bear all that was 
to follow. 

“Then you are resolved to improve your position, in spite of all?” 
we asked. ‘‘ You are prepared to undergo everything ?” 

‘*T am,” he replied with a heaving breast ; ‘‘ and my first step will be 
to become agentleman of independent means, with a housein Kensington.” 

** Nothing is, alas, easier,” we replied witha sigh. Then we went 
and called upon a gentleman of independent means residing in a man- 
sion in Kensington—we took the first we happened to come to. The 
gentleman of independent means was gloomily holding his nose; the 
atmosphere of his mansion was mephitic. We explained our errand: 
he grasped our hand convulsively and cried: ‘‘ Deliverance at last, 
Give me the refusal! Let me change positions with this mechanic! I 
will exchange my mansion with drains warranted to poison all comers 
in a week, for his humble cot under the Workmen’s Dwellings Act, and 
throw in my independent income with joy.” There were absolutely tears 
of gratitude in the gentleman’s eyes as the change was efiected, and the 
mechanic entered into possession of the Kensington mansion and fixed 
a letterclip on his nose. Tis /etterclip was never more removed during 
the rest of his carcer. 

** And now, ’ said Clamborough, ‘*T feel that I am doomed to take a 
seat in the House of Commons.’ 

Again nothing easier. We had merely to approach an M.P. with his 
umbrella ring fixed round his nose, and inform him that one existed 
ready to take his place, for him to fall sobbing into our arms and thank 
us in half-articulate rapture. ‘‘ Now,” he shrieked, ‘‘I can go and get 
a breath of wholesome air ;” and he rushed out of the House. 

Clamborough had hardly sat in the House a week when its awful 
atmosphere had visibly begun to tell upon him ; he was no longer florid 
and robust ; but he crawled miserably to us, and said, ‘‘ I am prepared 
for a further sacrifice. I am ready to enter into possession of a dukedom 
and its accompanying palace fitted with drains all turned the wrong 
way up.” 

a he unfortunate duke is not lacking who will joyously yield you up 
his,” he said ; and the duke was not. He removed the snuffers from 
his nose and rushed out into the open air. 

Clamborough was very ill now ; but he would not be dissuaded from 
pursuing his destiny. ‘‘I am now prepared for the final blow—Royalty 
—and its dread residence shared with diphtheria, cholera, and typhoid ! 
Let them come !”’ 


3 














We said the word, and relieved a miserable person of royal blood | 


from his post. He went to reside in a wholesome model lodging house, 
while pone Clamborough sat down resignedly in his gilt arm-chaijr, 
Daily he exchanged the pestilential air of the palace for that ‘of the 
House of Lords, and other kindred centres of contagion. He was now 


as thin as a rail and as white asa sheet. His wife—formerly a round 
and rosy coun- 
a pinched Tater 
weasel, All the Sel? 
boroughs were = 
down with om 10) 
something or ) —S MS | 
week regularly, | 25 : 
But still the 
borough 
crawled on. In 
to inhabit all 
the royal 
ducal palaces, 
both Houses 
and all the eligible mansions in Kensington at the same time. Then, 
strange to say, he expired somewhat prematurely ; and lies in West: 


lass — was 
little Clam- 
other once a 
heroic Clam- * ~% 
time he came 
palaces, all the 
of Parliament, 
minster Abbey, with the letter-clip still on his nose. 












The Triumph of the Tiny. 


[The County Gentleman says :—‘‘ Babies are worn in the park. They are in great 
request . . . Baby-boys and baby-girls are elevated in the park phaetons, which 
their mothers drive, or in victorias, or are tucked into one of the arm-chairs there 
cs Babies are everybody.” Regarding this arrangement Fun has received the 
two following communications. } 


I.—FROM THE SWELL LOUNGERS., 


BAI jove, you know, weally, we once were admired, 
When we in the Wow walked or wode, 

For you see, FUN, old fellah, we well were attired— 
So wespect to us a owed, 

But now we’re eclipsed by some human small fry, 
And our pwospects of joy are most dark ; 

For now, we observe, with a tear and a sigh, 
That Babies are worn in the Park! 


The Baby, whatevah its sex or its age, 
In cawwidges now is admired— 

And we, who were hitherto weckoned the wage, 
Now, hang it, are lit’wally floored ; 

Our gorgeous appawwel now fails to attwact 
(Don’t laugh, sir, tis weally no lark,) 

Ya’as, we’re out in the cold—unwegarded, in fact, 
Because Babies are worn in the Park ! 


The Baby all covered with fal-de-wal lace, 
Is monarch, just now, of the Wow ; 
And howe’er it may squall, and boo-hoo, and grimace— 
It is weckoned, you know, comme il faut. 
Thus fellahs full-gwown, go pawwading in vain— 
And, like the toy-tewwiers who bark, 
We attwact adowation no more—for that bane 
Called the Baby is worn in the Park ! 


II,—TuHE BABIEs, 
(As sung by them outside FUN Office, to the air of “ Babies in Our Row.”) 


O, Fun, whose pitty pictures we all look at, when we’re dood— 
Our dear mammas now take us out (which, mind, they always should), 
We used for to be left at home wif nurse, but now, you know, 
We ride or toddle proudly wif the babies in the Row ; 
Yes, daily, quite gaily each Ma much fondness shows, 
** bless ” us, and dress us, all in our newest clo’es— 
So we don’t (at least 20¢ much) in case we shouldn’t go, 
With mamma in the coachy-poachy, riding in the Row! 


We're awful glad our Mas at last, are glad to take us out, 
Instead of leaving us at home, to cry, and fret, and pout— 
Besides to show our pitty dress is very nice, you know, 

And cut the uvver babies out, when riding in the Row ; 
Hooray, then, we're gay then, when in the parkey wark, 

And ** mashers” (snch ‘*flashers ”) look glum—it’s such a lark, 
We put on our best manners when Ma takes us out on show— 
And don't we like the gee-gees, we grand babies in the Row ! 
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RACING NOTES. 
(By ONE THAT KNows NOTHING ABsouT It.) 


‘*THe BLuE RIBBON, 








A Pawn-ee Par. 


Lorp Sa.isBuryY the other day told his ‘* brother grocers ” (who are 
not grosser than other men) that, ‘‘ You see men united to pledge them- 
selves ” (ve the Irish question) ‘‘ who are ignorant of, or differing abso- 
lutely in the meaning of, what that pledge involves.” The noble, and 
not always reliable, lord evidently does not think that men so ‘* pledged” 
would “‘ fetch”? much ; and perhaps, for once, he is right. 








A Warble for “ Wales.” 


(By British WORKMEN), 

It is announced that the Prince of W: arranging which working- 
uta their wives and eating ett te oe Calealal ed eae, 
Exhibition, every day (except Wednesday) on and after an early date in August } 

For H.R.H, young Albert E, 
(Who'll one day be our Suverin), 

We feel a sort of pride, d’ye see, 
Inside our hearts a-huverin’, 

For the Air-aparent (lift yer ‘at !) 
Whose heart as soft as tinder is— 
Will help ws and our wives and that— 

To see the gay Colinderies ! 


Us ’orny-’anded sons of toil, 
Don’t get much chance for pleasurin’— 
And so this kindness (bein’ Roy’l) 
We're in our bo-soms treasurin’— 
It makes our loyalty as warm 
As any red-'ot cinder is ; 
His sending of us in a swarm 
To see the gay Colinderies. 


O, would as Augist were arrove ! 
When we could go these sights to see— 
Thanks to the Prince—which jolly cove 
Would have us the delights to see. 
Meanwhile, ‘* hooray !”’ we'll loudly bawl 
(For that there nought to hinder is) 
For H.R. H.—who'll help us all 
To visit them Colinderies, 


AN HLHOTION HOSTASY. 


ELECTION, indeed! General Election, indeed! Bosh! As if the 
world couldn’t get on and do so the better without any parliament at 
all. A fellow once said, ‘‘ parliament” came from “‘ parler,” to speak, 
and **mentir” to lie. I hate jokes, but I believe in that. I hate all 
the cackling and talkee-talkee. I always cheer Oliver Cromwell 
because he turned all the members out. I shouldn’t care a rap if to- 
morrow the House of Commons was turned into a furniture depository, 
and the House of Lords into a skating rink. It’s my idea that the 
world would go on miles better without any Government at all. 

Police, too. Bah! A parcel of area cook-courting sneaks, What 
should we do without some recognized law, we couldn’t take the law 
into our own hands? Bosh! If there wasn’t any law how could we 
take it into our own hands. The Hottentots get on just as well as we 
do. A good deal better, I believe. 

All this talk about General Election, too, is a beastly nuisance. I’ve 
had seventeen circulars the last two days to join local Liberal and Con- 
servative clubs. Fancy me going toa club of half-charitable business, 
like a rank and file mess-room. Fancy me playing at dominoes, 
swilling weak coffee at a penny a cup, and then going into a mock 
arliament to speak, and make believe I’m in the big cackle-shop at 

estminster, Pain’ quite such a fool as all that, I can tell you. 

“‘ Of course,” says Jones, to me, “We shall have to pull ourselves 
together over the election.” ‘ Pull ourselves together!” The beggar 
talks as if we had all been drinking. The man who is going to put up 
for our Borough is young Snagsby, son of the old bill discounting solicitor. 

I remember the time when old Snagsby thought it an honour if the 
porter at the Law Institution would condescend to drink with him. 
And now his son’s going, very likely, to have M.P. stuck after his 
name, Soon we shall have every fellow in the country, who can afford 
to buy soap for his face and black cloth for his back, wanting to be in 
Parliament. This is an age of progress! Who said it wasn’t. I don’t 
care whether it is or not. The age can go forward like a racehorse, or 
backwards like a tomcat with its tail curled, or sideways like a crab in 
the Brighton Aquarium. I’m sure it don’t trouble me at all what the 
age does. ‘‘The power of the country went from the Lords to the 
men on the top of the tup-peny "bus, and from the men on the top of 
the tup-peny "bus to the sans-culottes.” 

‘* A man should have some earnestness of opinion.” I'll thank you 
to have the kindness not to come preaching to me, I have seen a 
hundred or so pictures and aaa elections in my time. They 
are all the same. There’s Hogarth’s. Everybody drunk, There 
Rowlandson’s picture. Everybody drunk. There’s some other beggar’ 
pictures. Everybody drunk. isn’t true, isn’t it? What do 
mean by that, sir? The people are more refined, are they? Why, 
general election my landlord was brought home on a coal truck. They 
set him in the area to cool, and he made speeches on the county- 
franchise, and called the coal-cellar door “‘ the honorable member.” It's 
too much to pretend that any good can possibly come of all the rubbish 
and kick-up. The world’s the same, and always will be. Stuff and 
rubbish, I say. Diocengs Tunes 
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HEARD ON THE TURF. 
A DROP O’ MY SASSYPERILLER, THE WHICH, I 


BE SO HAPPYPLESTIX. TRY ROI 
[s ICK INKWIDGES.”’ 
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And, when hot combat they begin, 


The older head don't always win. 
Smal! marvel, then, the boy is broug 
> 
‘ 


To play the tricks he had been taugh 


. iceless, beats at last the Grand 
Old Parl-i-a-ment-ary Hand— 
Though it is somewhat sad to see 


PRICE, ONE SHILLING EACH; Post-free, is. 2d 
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A pupil gain the mastery. 
a SNOOPIN @G 
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BY CHARLES G 
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Pearly. (*SItANS BREITMANN ”), 





Messrs. STREETER and Company, of 15 in). = Se 
New Bond Street, are abou e an ill | 
trated work, called ‘‘ Pearls and Pearling,’ by Ready June 23rd 
Me Ctrester on the OPT POPESRR: 5 TE -4 | 
ng shell, "As a ‘work of value,” the book | THIS RIVER OF LIFE, | | 

. : . -< « . : . j 
self will be no mere shell, but undoubtedly a | 
| 7 


A LONDON STORY. | 
By JOHN LATEY, Jun,, | 
AuTuor oF ** Love Criowps.’ 

Why does a groom ora jockey remind you : 
f a certain mythical G 1? ‘ t 
up ?— Because h = FUN *” OFFICE— 
163 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. | 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE GAIETY (Morning). —Two things 
are satisfactorily proved by the perform- 
ance of Messrs. Poel and Palmer’s 
dramatic version of the Rev. Baring 


Gould’s (no, I will 20 say ‘* powerful ”’) 
novel, Mehalah. The first is that, how- 
ever good the novel may be (which I 
have not placed myself in the position 
for judging), it doesn’t adapt well; and 
the second is that, however good fellows 
Messrs. Poel and Palmer may be (good 
, combination for a firm of election agents, 
Poll and Palm-er !—this by the way, no 
offence — on we go again), ‘/hey don’t 
adapt well. Compressed into three acts, 
with much of the dialogue cut away, and 
most of Abraham Dowsing omitted, and 
as well and strongly acted as it was by 
Mr. Herman Vezin and Miss Mary 
Rorke, Mehalah might, as a play, have 





Ry Gt some sort of a dim chance of success. 
THe“ Gaintv(a.M., 7 ¢.a nialind ' ’ _ via , 
- Hi KE pee 1“ nena Bwt I don’t think so. The mere sli 
DAY GAKE! ing up ¢ fa novel into length ; which are 


labelled scenes and acts, is not drama 
tisation ; and im a case like this, where the story is more metaphysical 
than dramatic, the falsity of the process is more than usually observable. 
Five acts of harping on one gloomy string, and the constant repetition 


of, practi ally, the same ituation, soon tire the | tator, whose interest 
in the story subsides at a very early period, leaving nothing but the act 
ing to fall back upon—and only a student or an enthusiast can be ex- 


pected to find this any consolation. Furthermore, a general audience 
is not usually much in sympathy with ‘‘ studies,” and the Emily Bronte 
like brutality of Kebow as well as Mehalah’s curious mixture of strength 
and want of resource, would probably exasperate them, The mesmenic 


business they would most likely christen Thomas Rott. 


Two intoxicated women and an anti-climax, moreover, would tax the 
vitality of the strongest piece. I wonder why Miss O'Malley made up 
like a bouffe chorus girl instead of a country innkeeper’s daughter of a 
hundred years ago? +. 
THe Empire.— Zhe Salace of Pearls isa pleasing piece, during the 
three hours progress of which you may enjoy the thrilling rapture of wit- 
nessing the frequent parting by stern parents, and consignment to 
durance vile of an inter-loving (burlesque) prince and princess, tempered 
by ballets. The story, which Planche might have made something of 
is —nothing in particular, the actors, having nothing to act, are not at 
their best, the music is good enough for its purpose, perhaps, but—it’s 
casy to learn if you’ve heard any other tunes !—the dresses are preten- 
tious and show a severe struggle for originality resulting in a patchy 
effect, the total defeat of the designer and the whole entertainment ts as 
good a one of its class as you could see in a day’s ride ora life romance. 
The ballets are certainly first-rate. The Moorish one in which the 
finished grace of Mdile. Luna is conspicuous and refreshing is too long, 
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but otherwise is splendid and cleverly invented. The Lace ballet is a 


decidedly pretty idea, and Mdlle. Pertoldi was in first-rate form. 














Miss WADMAN’s singing was the only really neticeable thing in the per- 
formance, except that the dove wou/dn’t fly to ** him” and—ah, ah! yes— 
except the ballet gic—I mean ladies. They werenoticeable. I’ve often 
thought it a shame that ballerinas with limited personal attractions 
should be so dreadfully ‘* out of it.” It has occurred to me more than 
once, that ballet masters might often doa kindly turn to many a deserv- 
ing one, by just sprinkling them about his corps, without harming 
anybody —dut J didn’t want them ad at once! 


Tiiz RovALTY.—7ack, produced here as the opening piece of a new 
management, is a pleasant enough comedy which is in no degree 
original, does not bear too close inspection at some points, and is just 
one act too long. Its authorship had been variously stated, most 
authority lying (ha, ha! lying! good!) in a report attributing it to 
Messrs. W. E. Henley and R. L. Stephenson. The latter gentleman 
may have had a hand in it, but if so, something very like another, 
‘strange case” occurred, as a lady responded to the cry of ** author,” 
Perhaps she was the ‘‘ Family Herald” so earnestly called for from the 
pit! (The story was in the Family Herald, I believe, taken from a 
French play.) Mr. E. J. Henley played an unpleasant part with 
cleverness, and Miss Dorothy Deane—({the road in which the theatre 
stands is to be known as Dorothy Deane Street in future !)—appeared 
as the heroine, acting with a truth and tenderness which give something 
more than promise. Mr. Eben Plympton is a little heavy in style, but 
he managed to make the hero, 
Jack, bright and popular enough ; 


there is a well-written speech for — 
. . “A 
him at the end of the third act Ceene i 
; 1 AS 1 aA ee. ‘| 
which showed Mr. Plympton to _ ah ae 
advantage, and altogether the vo “wy J 


good-hearted Kohemian was well 
pictured. Miss Mane Wil iams 
gave a really clever and amusing 
rendering of a painfully innocent 
young lady. 





THERE Is great talk of aKequiem 

in the comedy, and a strong desire 
to hear the work at last invaded my 
bosom. Half an hour’s endurance 
of the burlesque which follows 
gratified the desire. I am con- 
vinced that A/ephisto is that iden 
tical composition. In addition 
to its gloom, there is a bitterness 
of feeling in it, which is quite 
in character with the tempera- 7 
ment of the composer, as pic- THE CxiteRION.—THE CrvY-TEARY-'UN. 
tured in the person of Noel Blake. 
There is literally no fun in it, it is all snarl, inconsequence, and an 
imitation of some of Mr. Irving’s manner. A *‘chorus of critics,”? who 
express their approval of ‘‘a wing of a chicken and Heidseik dry,” may 
be forgiven by those concerned, as it is so evidently the outcome of a 
sincere belief on the part of the management, as evidenced by the fact of 
their providently preparing those very luxuries for ‘‘the gentlemen of 
the press.” Mr Broadley, however, whose want of success in inducing 
the real ‘‘ critics” to ‘‘go below,” was only equalled by the ease with 
which the usual unfed hangers-on were persuaded to the feast, is now 
in a position to disabuse the managerial mind on the point. 





THE CRITERION (¢0702122).—“* As strong as a church” is a common 
enough expression, and very little alteration, either in fact or construction, 
could make ‘As strong as Achurch” equally true. Miss Janet 
Achurch, a lady who did some useful work some few years ago at the 
Olympic, with Miss Geneviéve Ward, who is favourably known in the 
provinces, and who, on Tuesday last, gave her second matinée in 
London, is certainly strong. Her voice is, unfortunately, not capable 
of much expression, and she has a tendency to make up for it facially ; 
but there is a truth about all she does, and however she may express it, 

he obviously works upon a clear central idea of the character in hand, 

which are proof of the genuine artist, and for which one may readily 
condone faults which are largely Nature’s. I don’t wish to see a better 
bit of acting than that in which the tortured woman unburdens her 
whole heart in the last act. Only for one moment—when she allowed 
herself to scream some words unnecessarily loud—did she diverge from 
the path of what might be justly described as ‘‘true” and ‘‘ fine.” I 
don't like the play, the story does not appeal to English sympathies ; 
the three principal characters are far fr m pleasant or reputable people ; 
some of their behaviour is irritating and some of it is comic. Miss 
Achurch also exhibited her comed. powers to advantage in a quaint 
afterpiece called Zake Back the Heart. The lady was by no means fortu- 
nate in her support, though Mr. Charrington played the lover with 
some effect in the first piece. NESTOR. 
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RED TAPE CONDESCENSION EXTRAORDINARY! 


[A notice issued by the Post Office authorities state ae -General 
; } : s that ‘‘ The Post i 
of grace}, subject —— published rules, give compensation for ‘ved ond Halen of inland. parcels up to on d,"& 
overnment Department will doubtless be fullowed by private individuals commercially snasend to the delight of th 


(n0t in consequence of any legal liability, but vvl/antarily, and as an act 
This is very kind. So good an example 
e public.) 
































full weight 


**If you’re very good, I'll kindly give you 


*“ I'll condescend to let you the rooms, but cannot be 


entirely responsible for the cat!" 
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Just to oblige our customers, we won't supply 
our drinks guife flat!” 
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SPECIAR STUDY 
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bottle of gum !”’ 


__ '‘ As an act of grace, we'll send you the vase, and 
if it is broken by our boy, we'll supply gratis a penny 


not to cut your 


”” 


*‘ As a great favour, I'll t 
throat, sir 


**Out of pure good nature, we’ sell you any 
amount of clothes, sir; but can't guarantee an exact 


fit!" 








THE Isle of Wight 
May not be quite 

So tempting as Madeira ; 
But though that’s so, 
I’m pleased to know 

It’s sev’ral bank-notes nearer. 


Excursions take on Sunday, 
Would rather than not go to Ryde 
Third class, return on Monday. 


Of course ’tis prime 
When cash and time 
One has in measure teeming, 
To make grand trips, 
In noble ships 
Of Donald Currie’s steaming ; 
But jaunts tike those come far apart. 
Not by Saint Lubbock sent, nor 
Are they of those on which we start 
As for ‘a week at Ventnor.” 





SONGS 


Where Pleasure beckons I’ve no pride— 


OF THE WATERING-PLACES, 


No, I.—THE IsLeE OF WIGHT. 
Soft Sandown’s height 
Is puny quite, 
And one may long for Barmouth ; 
But, for a day, 
What place more gay 
Is there than yachty Yarmouth ? 
Say that to Cockney wonderment 
Alone Black Gang Chine wheedles ; 
Where can a sempstress pale be sent 
So well as to the Needles ? 


Then Osborne green, 
Where our good Queen 
Elects for months to tarry, 
Invites the gaze 
On holidays 
Of loyal ’Ria and ’Arry, 
Who, furthermore, on Cowes may look, 
And pass, through fields of slaughter, 
To see the well at Carisbrook, 
And donkey drawing water. 





The Guide Book tells 
Of leafy dells 
Where lovely ferns are growing ; 
Of rocky cleft 
And earthy reft, 
All to a landslip owing. 
Then there’s the stretch of Underclifi— 
Eight hundred feet and miney— 
A noble base from which to sniff 
The odours of the briny. 


And I will say 
At Alum Bay 
The waves, though not gigantic, 
Break on the rocks 
With ‘‘ shiv’ring shocks ” 
That are not unromantic, 
In short, from ev'r poiut of view, 
The Isle of Wight s inviting ; 
And seven and fourpence carries you 
Safe out and home delighting. 
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NEPHEW AND UNCLE AT THE COLINDIES. 


Affected Youth.—*' WHAT, NO ENTREES! 

Waiter.—No, Six; HenrTrevs tS HORF. 
SHIKE PUDDING VEKY GooD, SiR.” 

A, Y.—“Great Scott! THe tpfAH OF SUGGESTING ROAST 


Roasr Ber: 


CIGARETTES AND SUCTION.” 


Powper, WAITER; AND LOOK SHARP ABOUT IT.” 




















































AND YorK- 


AND YORKSHIRE PUDDING TO A FELLAH WHO CHIEFLY SUBSISTS ON 


Objectionable Uncle. —“' FetcH ‘tM AN ’ART CAKE AND A SEEDLITZ 


The Close of the Close-time. 
(As it was sung last Tuesday, from two points of view. ) 
[With apologies to ‘‘ The Chough and Crow.”] 


I.—THE FISHERMEN. 


THE close-time now at last hath gone, 
And angle now may we, (/75) 
So with our tackle we anon 
Will seek the stream with glee. 
Then choose your hooks—-sizes twelve to ten— 
And prepare your bran and clay; “<= 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry, merry fishermen, 
It is our opening day ! 


The gentle longs for the barbed hook, 
The moss hath cleaned the worm ; 

The hook, now bright in the tackle-book, 
Desires to make fish squirm. ncant 

The minnow moans for the glad time when 
The shrewd perch ‘twill betray ; 

So pack up, then, my merry, merry fishermen 
It is our opening day ! 





7 


The ground-bait groans to be quickly thrown 
Around the festive float ; 

The needful disgorger of wire or bone, 
Longs for the fish’s throat. 

The paste now pines for the roach’s ken, 
And the barbel’s greaves are gay ; 

So bait ye, then, my merry, merry fishermen, 
It is our opening day! 


If1.—TuHe FIsu. 


Ovr three months’ close-time at last has gone, 
And now we all are free 

To take the simple angler on, 
And have a jolly spree. 

The anglers, all armed with their bait as bribe, 
Are now upon their way ; 

So rouse ye, then, my merry, merry finny tribe, 
It is their opening day ! 


Doctor Johnson’s description of angler-folk 
We heartily endorse, — 
We treat their schemes as a splendid joke— 


Bee! Though they catch us at times, of course— 





mee 


ee 





| But so small’s their success that we murmur ‘‘ Pish!” 
As we collar their bait away ; 
So, let’s spoil their wish, my merry, merry, artful fish, 
On this their opening day. 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND KING THEEBAW’S 
SACRED FAMILY. 


THovuGH Mr. Farini assured me he was breaking a strict rule of 
his in allowing the members of King Theebaw’s Sacred Hairy Family 
to take tea with me at my suburban home at Ball’s Pond last Monday, 
I am glad to say, Sir, that he at last consented to accept my invitation 
for himself and his hirsute trio, and at 5.30 p.m. sharp on the afternoon 
in question I had the pleasure of seeing the private omnibus I had sent 
for my guests draw up at my garden gate. 

Animated by a desire to protect Mr. Farinis interests as a showman 
as much as possible, I at once seized a gig umbrella and a railway rug, 
and, rushing out to the vehicle, proceeded to run my guests in. 

So successful was I that not even my next door neighbour was able to 
guess what was going on, or rather coming in; though it was scarcely 
neighbourly of him—was it, Sir?—to avenge his baffled curiosity by 
spreading the report all through our Terrace that Mrs. Extra-Special 
and our maid-of-all-work had been brought home suffering from small- 
pox, and smuggled into the house in defiance of the sanitary inspector. 
With a delicate attention and forethought for which I venture to take 
credit, Sir, I had placed at one end of our drawing-room a table covered 
with brushes, combs, and hand-glasses, thinking that the Hairy Family 
would like to have a brush-and-comb-up by way of a commencement. 
**Not if I know it!” said Farini, with genial but determined 
emphasis. ‘‘ Brushing and combing imply a certain loss of hair, you 
see,’ he added in explanation. 

**In other words, you fear to diminish the capillary attraction your 
members of the Burmese ‘ hairy '-stocracy now exert?” I asked. 

** Quite so,” be returned. ‘' They would be nothing if not hairy.” 





** But, come,” I went on, “‘the simple meal awaits us.” And, 
turning to the hairiest of the “‘ Sacred Family,” and, addressing 





what seemed to be his back-parting, I added, in tones meant to be 
re-assuring, ‘‘ You comee long—eh ?—and have nicey tea-tea.” 

Fancy my surprise when a chasm suddenly appeared in the lower 
part of what I had taken to be a back-parting, and the red tip of a very 
long tongue shot out twice in rapid succession. 

‘* Why, good gracious me, it’s his face!” I gasped. 

** Of course,” said their proprietor. ‘* Don’t be alarmed.”’ 

‘* Alarmed ?”’ I echoed. ‘‘I’m ‘terrier ’-stricken, that’s what I am.’ 


’ 


I had taken the precaution to find out beforehand the usual fare of F 


King Theebaw’s pets. It would have been unfair not todo so. It will, 


however, save time, perhaps, if I give you the menu of our simple meal. } 


Plates of Bread and Vaseline. Hot Balm of Columbia Toast. 
Mrs. Allen’s Hair Restorer Jelly. 
Hair Wash Salad. Cantharides Sandwiches. 
Euchrisma Blanc Mange. Terebene Hair-Wash Cocktails. 
Bay Rum and Mik. Pomatum Cake, Xc. 


Though the Hairy Ones were not, conversationally speaking, a success, 





it was pleasant to see how eagerly they took to their hair-promoting diet. 
Wishing to make every one feel quite at home, I said to Farini, 
inting to the one I assumed to be the lady of the party, ‘‘ The more 
irsute the more her suit you, eh?” 
** Precisely,” returned the showman, mixing a brandy and bay-leaf 
water for the hairy “‘ pa.” But at this moment the servant announced 


that a deputation of my neighbours had called to ask me to stand for 
the next School Board as a member for Dalston. 

I saw through their subterfuge ina moment. It was only a ruse of 
theirs, Sir, to get a peep at the ‘‘ Hairy Family” for nothing. Sol 
told Mr. Farini, who at once agreed that their curiosity should be foiled. 
And foiled it was, though I am sorry to say that my interesting tea- 
party had to be summarily brought to an end in consequence. 
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‘*STEWARD’S PLATE.” 


RACING NOTES, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT. 





\ , 





** ACROSS THE FLAT.” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


WEDNEsDAY, June 16.—Commons return from the platform to the 


in a mood for cackling than sitting. Gladdy doesn’t show up, being 
busy at home trying on his new tourist suit; frieze, not tweed this time 
—possibly in anticipation of a friezing reception. Sporan exchanged 
for shillelagh, and kilt for the coatee; in fact, general effect ‘kilt 





halt DONT THINK JTS 


$0 BECOMING AS THE SCOTCH SUIT ,, 

















entoirely.”” But the new suit doesn’t suit him. To-night, for uniformity, 
Commons amend Scotch Returning Officer’s Charges Bill by throwing 
officer’s expenses on rates; then also, perhaps, for uniformity, take the 
selfsame provision out of the English Bill. Anti-Infant-Inebriate Bill 
goes through committee. 

Thursday.—Lords sit—and rise—that’s all. 


House. Only for a short time, however, as the legislative brood more | 


| or cry ‘‘ off. 
| by Pincy Russel (London Literary 
| numbers wish to be guided to. In 


education with other reforms still clamouring at the gate, but blocked, 
Parliament being too busy with Home Rule to give any attention to home. 

Friday.—Salisbury stern though not wild anent New Caledonia. 
Appropriation Bill appropriated by Commons Committee. 





————= 


NEW LEAVES. 


| a 





' It would be unfair to suppose that the contents of 7%e Century are 
| not always attractive to English readers, but we think that ‘‘ A Literary 
| Ramble,” in the June number, will be specially interesting to them.— 
| The pages of St. Nicholas are fraught with the charms 5 beauty and 
variety.—The monthly parts of Household Words, if not inexhaustible, 
are very full. satisfying, and lasting. — 7he Sunday at Home, The Leisure 
Hour, The Boy's Own Faper, and the Girls Own Paper are always 
good enough to instruct and amuse in leisure hours, Sundays, and all 
days.—The most recent numbers of Routledyge's World Library that 
have reached us are ‘“‘ British Birds’ E and Nests,” and ‘‘ The 
Mutiny of the Bounty;” and of the Pocket Library, Lord Lytton’s 
book, ‘* The Coming Race.”— 74e Home Ruler (a new paper) has much 
wider views and objects than merely Home Rule for Ireland, Imperial 
Federation coming within the scope of its advocacy: it will have its 
influence in spreading knowledge and arguments in favour of its projects. 
‘*The Music of a Merry Heart,” by Edward Le Clerc (London 

| Literary Society). A Merry Heart goes through the notes or reminis- 
| cences of a life-time cheerily enough for us to “‘ chime in.”—*“* Gorse 
Bloom,” by Bensley Thornhill (London Literary Society). Despite its 
defects there is sufhcient evidence of budding talent in this little book 
| to justify the hope that in bursting into leaf the author has made no 
‘+ blooming error.’”’— ‘ Some more notes on the Stage,” by Henry Blau, 
F.S.Sc. (Triibner and Co.). The author levels his Blau’s at the existing 
| evils of the stage, and suggests remedies. To those most intimately 
| acquainted with the stage and its requirements it may safely be left to 
decide whether the remedies are within the range of = develop- 

_ ment, whether they will go over to the (prompter’s) side of the argument 
”—** The Literary Manual,” a complete guide to authorship, 

i uthorship is what 
help and guidance, this 
book will be found sufficiently complete to make its close study of great 
practical advantage.—** The Romance of Mathematics,” by P. Hamp- 
son, M.A. (Elliot Stock). The author’s method of applying mathe- 
matics to social aod political subjects may reach the — of romance, 
but it is singularly scientific —** Newry Bridge, or Ireland in 1887” 
(William Blackwood and Sons). This may be a clever way of forecast- 

















| ing events and consequences which time alone can verify or falsify. 


We are never astonished to hear of the decampment of a milkman, 
he is accustomed to walk his chalks, 





Commons.—Bryce reports that /a République hago animated by 
South Kensington, has set about extabliching a’ Colin ies in the New 
Hebrides. John Bull keeping a friendly eye on the interesting proceed- | 
ings. Lyon Playfair makes annual educational report. echnical | 








WHAT some regard as a black look-out.—A Coal-ition Government. 
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AN EFFORT FOR THE HIGHEST INTELLIGENCE. 


twenty years the trout streams of this country have been depopulated to the extent of fifty to one hundred percent. . . . Chief among the 


** Hullo!” said the Law; ‘‘fish being exterminated ? 























But, strange to say, io spite of the Act, things grew worse. 


Serr ivan 






































ill-refuse. In the case of such pollution the prosecution must prove ‘dead fish.’ But direct proof of this kind is often unattainab!e."— 






































Jil soon set that straight.” And it went home and mace an Act 








‘Well thi. passes my comprehension!" pondered the Law. “ Ah, very probably |’ sniggered 
Mr. Fur. ‘I must send another brain to assist yours.” 





So he sent the “‘ Natural’ from the nearest village ‘Got tew prove dead fish, ch?” chuckled the “ Natural.” ‘‘ Whoy don’tee throw it on the polluter to prove as 





his refuse ain't poisonous ? 





Wadda't that be a more sensible way 7” 
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Midlothian.—‘‘ OOT MON; 
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“THE WOOING O’T.” 


WHERE’S YOUR PIPES?” 











I DINNA KEN YOUR NEW-FANGLED WAYS, 
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THE LATEST BIRONIC, 


{Mr Biron, the magistrate, has decided that a dog is under proper control when 
150 yards from his owner, provised the owner s eye is upon him ] 

THERE are few things more disgusting than the off-hand cock-surety 
of the igno- 
rant, the in- 
e xperienced 
and the irre- 
sponsible. 
How many 
problems 
are there 
whic h, 
though to 


the superfi- 
cial observer 
they appear 


the acme of 
simplicity, 
yet prove, 
on closer in- 
spection, to 
b © a b s0O- 





lutely bristling with difficulties. The Police Dog Regulations are an 
example of this. Squaring the circle becomes an everyday task for 
infancy, and space and eternity seem adapted to the grasp of the meanest 


capacity, when compared with the Police Dog Kegulation Problem. 
The following incidents, all genuine and vouched for, set forth only a 
small percentage of the difficulties :— 


I,— PRELIMINARY PROBLEMS. 

The official sat nibbling his pen and glaring into space. He was a 
picked official, and to him had been entrusted the framing of the Police 
Dog Regulations. He had never yet come across his equal in intelli- 
gence ; shrewdness and sagacity beamed from his piercing eye; mental 
grasp and penetration sat upon his ample brow ; but he was puzzled at 
last. The difficulties bad begun at the very outset. What was a 
** Regulation ” ?—-that was the first question to be decided. The official 
had to frame ** Regulations ;” but supposing that, after he had framed 
those regulations, the best authorities on the subject should come to the 
conclusion that they were not ‘‘ Regulations” at all, why of course the 
whole business would break down and be null and void. 

So the official called in a number of other officials, and submitted the 
y renege ** What was a Regulation?’ and each of the officials differed 
rom every other one as to what a regulation was; so that point had to 
be given up, and the official resolved to write a something or other as 
nearly approaching all the different views of a ‘‘ Regulation” as he 
could. again he sat down to frame ; but now the difficulties came 
in absolute shoals. He had resolved to write the draft of the somethings 
or others approaching regulations, with a pen and ink. But now there 
occurred the questions, ‘‘ What was a draft?” ‘‘ What was a pen?” 
‘*What was ink?” These doubts could not be set at rest either; so 
however on earth those somethings approaching regulations got written 
and printed—(what zs “‘ printing,” by the way ?)—we are sure we dont 
know; and this is the only atom of sureness about the whole story. 

II.—Execurive Dirricutties, 

However the Kegulations (as we will call them for convenience) were 
promulgated somehow or other, and it happened that Jones was out 
with his dog without having seen them, and that Jones’s dog, being 
150 yards away from Jones, bit a large piece out of somebody, and that 
the somebody summoned Jones for not having his dog under proper 
control and for the value of the piece. But the magistrate gave it out 
that a dog was ‘under proper control, ’’ even when 150 yards from his 
owner, provided that owner had his eye on him. But then arose 
another question; Which eye must the owner have on the dog to fulfil 
the conditions? and this so puzzled the conditions, and so puzzled 
the magistrate that he dismissed the case and fell into a lethargy. 

And next day Jones, to make things doubly sure, tock out his dog 
with two chains and two muzzles, and a bit of string ; but a policeman 
took him before another magistrate, who ruled that the dog had zor 
been ‘‘under proper control” because the chains had allowed him to 
be more than 1 foot 6 inches from the toe of his owner’s nearest boot ; 
and Jones was accordingly fined. 

The next day to that, Jones was up before a third magistrate because 
his dog had sneaked out, got into a train, and bitten somebody in the 
next county; but this magistrate ruled that a dog was ‘‘ under proper 
control,” provided that he was not more than 150 miles from his owner, 
and that his muzzle was properly hung up in the back kitchen; so Jones 
got off that time. 

But the next day after that he didn’t. He had taken his dog out 
again, but, to be on the right side of the law, he had put him into a 
straight waistcoat and three muzzles, and was, moreover, carrying him 
in his arms; but a fourth magistrate ruled that a dog was not ‘* under 











proper control,” unless he was actually in a box, and that box in his 
owner’s pocket, But Jones was beginning to have 4s doubts about the 
subject now, and didn’t see why he shouldn’t have a finger in the pie ; 
so he asked the magistrate to state a case for a superior court, on the 
ground of the uncertainty as to what a “‘box” was, and what a 
** pocket ” was; and while the magistrate was thinking it over, Jones’s 
dog ran outside and bit Magistrate No. 1, the one who had decided 
that a dog is under proper control when 150 yards away; and when 
that magistrate discovered that the owner was within that distance, 
and had 
reasoned 
that a dog 
cannot bite 
when under 
proper con- 
trol, he 
decided that 
it wasn’t 
worth while 
to cauterize 
the bite, 
which could 
not __ really 

















exist, 
although it 
hurt a good 
deal. 


And mean- , 
while there arises the question, ‘‘ What zs a bite?” and also, ** What 
is a dog?” and, in fact, everything is in a state of absolute uncertainty, 
except one thing. 

We do know what a magistrate sometimes is: only we are too well- 
bred to say what it is. 








MANIFESTO MUMMERY. 


‘Our Member has issued his manifesto!” That’s what Jones came 
fooling round to tell me. Now what in the name of twaddle do I care 
whether he has or whether he hasn’t? The man in the shop round the 
corner has stuck up ‘‘ Fish is cheap to-day.” There’s about as much 
truth in that as the other fellow’s bombast. Because one humbug has 
a morbid craving to sit in a place with six hundred or so other of his 
herd, and spout a lot of balderdash, is that any reason why you should 
take him for a sort of hero? Half the hoardings now are covered with 
manifestoes and beetle-paste advertisements, or what not. As if one 
lunatic was guing to redress all the wrongs of the universe simply 
because he has M.P. stuck after his name! He says, ‘* The Great 
Irish Question I have taken seriously to heart.” Now what do we care 
whether he has taken the Irish Question to heart, or to Greenwich Fair 
for the matter of that! The conceit of these people is simply intolerable. 
Jones says the manifesto of our M.P. is simply worthy of Demosthenes. 
As I never had the pleasure of hearing Demosthenes, and all the 
floggings I had at iteal never drove Xenophon into me, I dont 
—— to be a judge of the subject. 

‘he last speech I heard was at Hampstead Town Hall, when Jones 
said Smiffkins beat John Bright into fits. Smiffkins is in the coal 
trade, and he can beat John Bright into fits or faintings, or whatever he 
likes for what I care. The Orleans princes have issued a manifesto, too, 
on the quiet. They can issue as many as they like. I remember them 
when they used to live on the Thames, and pay pennies for going over 
Twickenham Ferry. I don’t think much of them. Fancy a prince 
who pays pennies, Bah! Then that Bavarian fellow has been and 
done the same thing. Do you think I believe in 42s manifesto? Not 
I. Supposing the Prince of Wales took to building castles on Green- 
wich Hill and Primrose Hill, I don’t see why he should be locked up for 
that. I should think the king was as sane as most people, and perhaps a 
good deal saner. He liked to hear a play all by himself, did he? Why, 
I think that’s rather a proof of his sanity than otherwise. No sensible 
man can enjoy a play now in London with all the idiots in the stalls 
chattering around him. And the Queen Regent—isn’t it?—of Spain 
issues a manifesto, too. Now, what on earth do I care about Spain? 
about as much as I do about Spanish liquorice. It’s a wretched guitar- 
twanging country, where you can’t get a decent sleep anywhere for the 
—well, the Margate natives, Manifesto! quotha! Every time a 
jackass brays on Hampstead Heath it will be called a manifesto next ! 

DioGENes TUBBS. 








Moral Mem, 


APHORISMS are excellent things ; everything is in their due applica- 
tion. ‘*Give and take,” for example, mustn't fora moment be sup- 
posed to justify a rufian in giving a fellow-creature one in the eye, and 
then taking his watch and appendages. 
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An Address to the Moon, 
Phat many lovers have been inspired by the moon !"—Fvening 
“ —_ a of the silver bow ”’— 
ike this sort of opening— 
It has a classic look, you know, 
For thus the ancients used to sing, 
As burning Sappho, or blind Homer, 
When they invoked the queenly lady ; 
And moderns think it no misnomer, 
As Shakespeare, Milton, Tate, and Brady ! 


But to my task: ** Oh, Goddess chaste !”— 
I’m loth to let another inter- 
Ruption stop my muse’s haste, 
But I've a caution for the printer ; 
Be sure to spell this ‘‘ chaste” aright, 
For if it were spelt ‘‘chased,” you know, 
‘Twould ‘‘rile” fair Luna so, she might— 
I don’t know what she might do, though. 


Once more: ‘‘ Oh! thou who walkest queen 
(Thus Virgil sings, vide AZneas), 
* Whose beams make all the heaven’s sheen 
(And swain and maid a he- and she- as 
‘Oh ! thou who on me shedd’st thy rays ; 
Oh ! best-loved friend of those who spoo: 
Oh ! thou the source of all my lays, __ 
Inspire thy votary, O Moon!” 





Where Ignorance is Bliss— 


(The Kentish hop-growers and labourers recently met to protest against 
the use of hop substitutes. They consider that the time has arrived 
when the protective clauses of the Adulteration Act should be enforced 
against brewers, sellers, and retail-rs of beer; also, that a legible notice 
of the ingredients in al! beer offered for sale should be kept consp: 
Ously posted. ] 


You British beer-drinkers, who drink without thinking, 

r ’ . . ; ay 
You'll drink less, perhaps, if you know what you’re drinkirg : 
See, see, then, your publicans all safely guarded 
From having the stuff their beer’s made of placarded ! 





Al 
A PouR NEIGHROURHOOPD —The shore on either side of 
the Falls of Niagara. 
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A COMFORTER. 


Old Gentleman.—“* STRANGE, THE HAIR OF MY HEAD GROWS THICKLY 
THE BOTTOM, BUT ON THE TOP NOT AT ALL.” 

Flippant Young Barber.—‘*OuH! DON'T LET THAT DISTRESS YOU, SIR; 

It's ONLY JUST SLIPPED DOWN A BIT.” 








Experientia Docet. 


THOUGH my knowledge of the drama was exceptionally » 

I had never swell’d an audience upon the Surrey side ; 

And ambition burned within me as this thought, so strange! 
Took possession of my musings with a feeling that was new 
From that moment I was restless, for I long’d with all my m2 
To attend before the curtain on a crowded Monday night— 

To applaud with just vehemence all the morals that are shown 
In these awe-commanding dramas of the blood and thuncer tone. 


I discovered in‘a second that the Bridge of Waterloo 

Would transfer me, for a coin of a copper-coloured hue, 

To the regions of the coster—to the mercy of his yells 

To the worst of fishy atmospheres composed of fishy smells ; 
And, in short, to all unpleasantness to ears, and eyes, ard nose, 
Which I really cannot chronicle, so leave you to suppose. 

It was here, one sultry evening in the ‘‘ merry month of May, 
That I found myself intent upon a-witnessing the play. 


I am sitting calmly waiting for the curtain to ascend 

(On that curtain there’s a picture, which I fail to comprehend, 
Of a gentleman in scarlet, or a lady—what’s the odds ?)— 

When a voice of gentle thunder issues forth from out the ‘‘ gods ; 
And it asks, in husky accents, why that curtain doesn’t rise, 

A remark with which a party of the pittites sympathise ; 

And for twenty dreadful minutes, ’midst a mob of dust and cir, 
I am sitting calmly waiting for the drama to begin. 


I forget my many troubles when that bell of magic rings 

From an agency invisible in wait behind the wings, 

And the curtain, ’midst a burst of most appreciative cries, | 
Makes an upward bolt, and hides itself in shame among the flie-. 
What a scene is now before me! O what joy is surely mince! 

What a hero! What a villain! What a heroine divine! 

They are speaking; but I hear not for that shrill, ungainly screech - 
Which insists that all the programmes can be had for twopence each. 


When the ‘“‘ Speshul”’ has been touted by a pair of healthy lungs, 
And the programme-sellers finally compelled to hold their tongues, 





There is silence for the actor bold, the villain of the play, 

Who unfolds his wicked stories in an artful kind of way. 

There is silence deep and fearful while he lays his naughty traps 
That will catch the dooméd hero—and the heroine, perhaps— 
But a cruel man, in apron white, announces with a shout 

That there’s ginger beer or lemonade, and bottled ale or stout ! 


Thus the charm’s completely broken, and I start up in a fit, 
And I wildly curse the occupants of gallery and pit ; 

But they only laugh and wonder at my passion and my rage, 

So I pile a heap of curses on the people on the stage. 

Then I rush from out among them, with a yell of wild despair, 
Down a passage, up another, till I meet the balmy air, 

Where I pause to sniff the fishy breeze, to cool my fever'd brain, 
And to swear I'll never mingle with a crowd like this again. 


Strange Asp-ersione. 
‘A contemporary complains of a journal which used in its political articles such 
terms as “‘asp” and “ polecat.’’} 
Sucu words as these may well cause consternation, 
And set the readers of that print agog, | 
‘* Polecat ” and ‘‘ asp” will spoil their “‘ asp ’’-irations, 
Unless removed from their pole-cat-alogue. 


R.A,-R.A.-ngements. 
FagD’s picture, called ‘‘ Old Dougal,” is a striking composition — 
‘* Dou-gal-lantry I once could show,” Old Dougal seems to say ; 


Its talent equals any that is in this exhibition, _ ; 
And creates a deep impression which won't quickly Faed away. 


NASALITY.—Napoleon the Great held to the opinion that plenitude 
of nose was indicative of strength of character, and the justness of his 
observation is attested by the fact that strong editors have always plenty 


of ** noes. 
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ENIOKNAOKS, 


One of those dreadful, horrid, practical doctors advises all young 
ladies who must wear fashionable boots to have the three middle toes 
on each foot amputated. And then 
he goes on to talk about the slicing 
the extremities of dear little tootsies 
just as if they were radishes, 
gherkins, or hard-boiled eggs. Oh! 
the bold, bad Goth—the Vandal. 
Some of the girls, however remark 
that they would like to tap loud 
double-knocks on the back of his bald 
head with the brass-tipped heels of 
their dainty Jottines as a punishment 
for his heartless wickedness; and 
they feel quite sure that he will 
ultimately reside in a region they 
refuse to characterize further than 
its being a locality where iced drinks 
are not easily procurable. 





Tue only unlucky bull’s-eye ever 
scored by a volunteer as yet, was one made on a target a few days back, 
after the bullet had passed through the sedisa’a heal’ The marker 
had but little belief in the straight shooting of volunteers, and thought 
the bull’s-eye a perfectly safe place to lean Fis head against. 

Wat 
But N Qa YS. 

IMAGINARY snakes are continually being seen in the streets of 
Edinburgh by bibulous natives, but one evening lately a real live, 
slippery reptile, took it into his pate to wriggle and glide about the 
wae 8 After a lively chase, a party of gallant citizens, armed with 
pokers, tongs, and warming-pans, captured the oviparus serpent. His 
snakeship now resides at a chemist’s, in a large glass bottle, filled with 
the choicest Scotch whisky. The owner is said to have reformed several 
inebriates by showing the bottled snake to them, and telling them with 
awe face that it is a magnificent specimen of the giant water-lily. 

n looking at the ‘‘ lily” closely, they naturally suppose jim-jams are 
setting in violently, and pull up short, and swear off. 

Sd rere 

AFTER expressing extreme anxicty about sinners, a professional soul- 
saver addressed his patient listeners in the following deeply touching, 
but vastly practical words :—‘‘ Those who have gold will, I trust, be 
helped to give it ; those who have no gold can give silver ; those who 
have no silver to give can give copper; those who have no copper can 
give articles of their clothing, coats, hats, boots, and bonnets, thankfully 
received ; and those who have nothing to give can rise and go—the 
sooner the better, as I do not wish the respectable portion of the con- 
gregation corrupted by such people.” 





ut 7 

Tue Czar of Russia has been wrestling privately with a ferocious 
Nihilist. After having close-hugged, tripped, and cross-buttocked the 
rebel, after having flung the monster over the Imperial shoulders, kicked 
the skin off his shins, and jumped well on him, the mighty potentate 
ordered in vinegar and brown paper, and plastered his battered adver- 
sary up with his royal hands. He also adorned him with a crown of 
Fomes olives, because he accepted his defeat without a murmur. Later 
on the Great White Czar’s Ministers informed him that the ungrateful 
Anarchist had torn off the brown-paper plasters and pelted the sentries 
with them, declaring they were not necessary, as he wasn’t really a bit 
hurt. They likewise told the G.W.C. that the hardy Moujik had actually 
eaten the olive crown placed upon his empty head by the “‘ Little 
Father.” The Czar listened calmly, and with the exception of a fierce 
gleam in his eye, and the fact of his scratching his left ear five times, 
there was nothing to indicate that the all-powerful Emperor was in- 
wardly torn to pieces with agonies of suppressed anger. When the 
Ministers had ceased, the Czar rose calmly, and said, ‘* Let the Nihilist 
be flogged to death ; and bring me some caviare on very thin bread and 
butter, if you please.” 


A POULTERER and butterman made an unwilling appearance before 
a dispenser of justice, because he had sold ‘‘ butter” not of the nature, 


substance, an “0 neg quality demanded by the purchaser. The | 


solicitor for the defence said the artic e was delicious butterine, which 
Canon had stated to be one of the greatest blessings ever in'ro- 
duced into England. The magistrate intimated that he considered the 
canon shot very wide of the mark in saying so, and he could not allow 
the butterman’s bacon to be saved by such an oily defence, and as a 
warning to others he should churn ten pounds and costs out of him. 
The defendant left the court muttering that what he sold was Jonny 
fider good stuff, and that bis own lawyer had promised to take out his 
fee in it. This assertion the solicitor most strenuously denied with 
tears in his eyes. But the poulterer and butterman persisted he had. 
Eventually the court was cleared. 











Sermons on (Precious) Stones, 
Tue EMERALD, 
[This sto xe is said to have the power to insure true love and to detect false friends.) 


TuIs gem, with its sheen so glittering and green, 
Hath a magical power, so sages say, 
And out of its purest ray serene 
Men may judge if their lot will be grave or gay ; 
For the Emerald, so it would seem, pretends 
To insure true love and detect false friends. 


So it you would know if the girl you adore 
Returns your love with a love intense, 
You have only to buy her one gem (or more) 
(If it really hath power you won’t mind the expense) ; 
And the Emerald, maybe, will soon portend 
If she be a true love or a faithless friend. 


And if of your Fidus you feel a doubt, 
Or fancy he’s wearing a hollow mask, 
The quickest way you can ‘‘ have it out ’ 
Is to give him an Emerald (simple task), 
And soon you'll discover, you may depend, 
If he is a firm or a faithless friend. 


Allegorical thoughts this idea would suggest— 
Concerning the Emerald Isle, to wit— 
A recent proposal has been a test 
As to whether her so-called friends were fit. 
But that Bill which to sheer separation tends 
Showed no true love to Erin—nor to her friends. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe EpiTor or “ Fon,” 











SIR, — 
By the sad sea waves it’s uncommonly chilly, 
And people who go there are ridiculous and rather silly ; 
They get cramp and the ague, and a very bad cold in the head, 
And suffer from rheumatics, and have to take to bed ; 
But I’ve had to go myself, or I shouldn’t have got any peace, 
To see my brother’s daughter, who’s generally called my niece— 
He lives in foreign parts (that’s my brother), and she (that’s my niece) 
lives here ; 


| She goes to school at Marbourne, and I believe it’s dear. 


He hands me a fiver now and then when I’m hard up, so, 

As I know he likes me to visit her, now and then I go; 

It isn’t exactly lively—the child’s right enough, I dare say, 

But I don’t think ie right down likes me, though glad to get out for 
the day. 

We walk about on the sands, and she hardly opens her lips, 

And scarcely seems to listen as I keep on reciting tips ; 

If her father wasn’t so thoughtful, I’d think her wrong in the pate, 

For she didn’t seem to notice my hint for the Northumberland Plate. 

‘* Keep your eye, dear,” I said, ‘‘on King Monmouth—he’s in.” 


| But she said King Monmouth was dead, and didn’t care a pin ; 


But you'll be a little bit wiser, I hope, than to do thus, 
But wait till next week for the straight ‘un from, 


Yours, Ac., TROPHONIUS. 
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The Terror of the Thames. 


(The Steam-Launch nuisance on the Thames has set 
in with more than its usual severity]. 
’M1p demons of the present day, 
There is no demon stauncher, 
No friend more prone to cause dismay 
Than I, the Demen Launcher. 
Along the silvery Thames I dash, 
(What time my gunwales quiver)— 
Armed with a rash desire to smash 
All boats upon the river. 
And tiny craft are oft careened 
By me—the selfish Steam-Launch Fiend ! 


I take a pleasure, so to speak, 
In my one mad employment, 
Which is to upset all who seek 
The river for enjoyment. 
I spoil the harmless angler’s craft, 
And make calm oarsmen shiver, 
I rake their vessels fore and aft 
When 7’ upon the river. 
Their tiny boats cannot be screened 
From me, the caddish Steam- Launch Fiend, 


Aha! my very ‘‘ wash ” they dread, 
For even ¢ha¢ means danger ; 
Yet on I proudly dash ahead, 
Of swampings an arranger. 
And if among some small boat’s crew, 
Are ladies, all a-quiver, 
With still more joy do I pursue 
My course upon the river. 
For courtesy has ne’er demeaned 
This terror-causing Steam-Launch Fiend. 


Wherever I may chance to roam, 
To damage is my duty, 
I make the ripples seethe and foam, 
And spoil the banks’ bright beauty. 
In short, I’m monarch of the Thames, 
(As harmless folk ‘‘ diskiver ”)— 
Unchecked, though common-sense condemns 
My ruining the river. 
And havoc-harvests thus are gleaned 
By me—the maniac Steam-Launch Fiend ! 





A Soap-orific. 
(By Our Own HovuseMAID.) 


WHENE’ER I ups and goes and scours 
My marble, paint, and chaney, 

I find as how Brooke’s soapses’ pow’rs 
Is quite the best of aney. 


Which makes me think, or I’m mistook 
(Which, mind you, I was never), 

That like some poet-person’s Brook, 
This Brooke will flow for hever! 





AT the meeting of a Board of Guardians, a 
gentleman charged the chairman with throwing 
*‘eagle glances” at him. Shouts of ‘* With- 
draw,” and strongly-expressed indignation on 
the part of the chairman, induced the accuser 
to remark meekly that he meant no harm, 
and would willingly substitute the name of any 
other bird the Board liked to choose, while he 
wished it to be distinctly understood that 
he had merely spoken figuratively, and that 
he regretted his words were thought calum- 
nious. The chairman and Board generally 
expressed their opinion that all parochial 
authorities should be looked on as blind, 
boiled owls, but they accepted the peccant 
member’s apology. The tit-up having been 
satisfactorily smoothed down, the Board ad- 
journed for a cool long drink. 





A LITTLE book has just been published, 
entitled ** How to Send a Boy to Sea!” It is 
interesting, but one would think everybody 
knew that the proper way to send a boy to sea 
would be in a ship! 
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THE COMBINATION GARMENT. 


“I STAND UPON MY NATIVE HEATH—MY NAME’S O'GLADSTONE!” 





WHAT a risky hobby is that of aspiring to ride, loll, and shine in a first-class railway carriage 
after having taken only a third-class ticket. Last week a hobby-rider of this description was 
summoned for travelling a considerable distance on one of our railways in a first-class carriage, 


having only paid a third-class fare. 


A ticket-inspector got into the carriage and asked for 


tickets, when the defendant simpered he had a first-class annual, but had left it at home. He 
was asked for his name and address, and not being of a soars inventive turn of mind, he gave 
e 


the right one. He also, ina weak moment, admitted that 


had a third-class ticket on his 


person, and offered the inspector three shillings and sevenpence halfpenny to say nothing about 


the matter. 


The defendant pleaded guilty, and said he got into a first-class carringe because he 


had neuralgia and giddiness. The magistrate obse:ved that his complaint ought to be treated 
with a sharp counter-irritant in the shape of a good birching, but as he had not the power to 
order that drastic cure he intended to fine him forty shillings and costs, and without any further 
charge, would advise him to go home, and take a few doses of Beecham’s Pills, which he 


trusted would improve his health physically and morally. 
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Voluntary Canvasier. 
GLADSTONE HE HEV’ GOT THE SACK. 
BLEW AND WH«'sS GOIN’ TO VOTE YALLER, 





DEFINITE. 
‘*MARN’N, GAMMER! DAR’SAY YEW'VE IIEER’D O’ THE POLITICAL SITIVATION, AND HOW AS MUSTER 
WELL, GAMMER, SQOIRE HE’S SEND ME TREW THE VILLAGE TO SEE WHOS GOIN TO VOTE 
Now, KEN YOW TELL ME IF YOU'RE Owpb MON STANDs OOP FOR HOAM REWLE?” 

Gammer,—** Nor wuitst I'M AT HOAM, GAFFER!” 








The Wooing O't. 
[SEE CARTOON, } 


As nice a Scotch lassie as ever you saw, 

Whom her neighbours might call ‘‘ wee” and 
‘bonnie’ and ** braw,”’ 

Ts listening i st once again 

To the words of her amorous swain, 


And the gallant old gentleman coming to 
woo, 

Is a highly respectable gentleman too, 

Who the tale of devotion can tell 

With an eloque nce none may excel. 











On this latest occasion, however, it seems 
He adopts a fresh course in his love-making 


schemes, 
And, instead of the kilt and the plaid, he 
Appears in the guise of a Paddy. 


Now, the lass has acquired, as we all of us know, 
A taste for the bagpipes—exceedingly so ; 

Yet she isn’t unlikely to carp 

At an Irish refrain on the harp. 


The swain twangles on, thcugh, undaunted the 


while, 


And urges his suit in melodious style ; 


But will she say ‘‘No” or say Ves”? 
I would rather not hazard a guess. 


A Plague o’ Both Your Houses. 
(By A BORED POLITICIAN.) 
Au the Rads. are common cads, 
very Whig a bore is, 
All the Libs. tell whacking tibs, 
And so do all the Tories. 


| PRICE, ONE SHILLING EACH; Post-free, is. 2d. 
| I1UST OUT. 
ISNOOPING, 
BY CHARLES G. LELAND 
(*fHANS BREITMANN ”), 
| Ready this Day. 
'THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


A LONDON STORY, 
By JOHN LATEY, Jun., 


AuTHOR oF ‘' Love CLovups.”’ 


} 





“FUN” OFFICE— 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
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BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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tive, and altogether a very fine specimen of manhood. 


streng, and active for that service. 


or activity. 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES, 


VERY EFFECTUAL FOR THE PURPOSE. 


IGNORANT INQUIRER. What is this very rigid and depressed young man 
ina uniform, and why does he stand so long on one leg without moving? 


THE AUTHO- 
RITIES. That? 
Oh, that is the 
Royal Irish 
Constabulary ; 
and he has stood 
on ene leg with- 
out moving for 
three weeks, be 
cause we forgot 
all about him, 
and he’d better 
dare to move 
without special 
orders, that’s 
all! 

Icon. INQ. 
But he looks 
intelligent, 
strong, and ac- 


Tue AvuTH. Oh, yes; we pick out the flower of young men for the 
Irish Constabulary. We require that they shall be extra intelligent, 


IcNn. Inq. But you don’t allow them to use their intelligence, strength, 





THE AUTH. By Jingo! they’d better let us catch ’em trying to, that’s all. 

IGN. INQ. And what is this rifle for? 

Tue AvtH. That is to arm him with. We give him ammunition to 
load it with ; and if he ever dares, under any possible circumstances, to 
fire it, we hang him on the spot. 

IGN. INQ. Why do you give it to him, then ? 

THE AUTH. Merely as a practical joke, and a trap to catch him. 

IGn. INQ. And why do mn great stones keep hitting him on the 
head and endangering his life? 

THE AUTH. Because the bloodthirsty, cowardly, murderous, cattle 
maiming Irish Nationalist likes to throw them at him, and I wish him 
to do as he likes. Ha! The constable is doing wrong! He raises his 
arm to shield his head, contrary to orders! However, the stone has 
killed him ; so I am well rid of him, 

IGN. INQ. But why are you gfad to be rid of him? 

THE AUTH. Because I would rather see every honest and loyal man 
murdered than injurea hair of the head of one of the Nationalist vermin. 
Now I shall set up a wooden dummy in place of the constable; the 
dummy caz't hurt the Nationalist by any chance, 

Icn. INQ, But what is the dummy for? 

THe AvuTH. What is it for? Well, that is a stupid question! 
You must be very ignorant, indeed. Why, it is to preserve law and 
order, just as the live constable was, of course ! 


Coo 


SWIMMING BATHS are the latest rage. There is one opened in 
Regent Street at the old Polytechnic, and another at the Aquarium. 
The beauty of both of these is, we believe, they are open te men as well 
as swimmin’. We trust the proprietors will do a good stroke of business 
thereby. There is nothing of such advantage to the community as 
teaching the rising generation how to keep their heads above water. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OPHTA is settling down 
comfortably for a long 
run, going well on for 
its hundredth represen- 
tation, with every sign 
of keeping it up for 
another—or two. Isaw 
it again the other even- 
ing, and was more than 
ever struck with its 
freshness and dramatic 
interest. The acting, 
‘oo, is of the best, and, 
now everybody has 
shaken down into his 
or her part, leaves little 
indeed to be desired. 
The mingled humour 
and pathos of Mr. 
Thorne’s Partridge, the 
bluff heartiness of Mr, 
Glenny’s Tom Jones, 
the quiet force of Mr, 
Carleton’s Blifil, the 
sweetness of Miss 

Rorke, the perky raciness of Miss Venme, and the stately finish of Miss 

Leclercq, to say nothing of the excellence of the cast generally, have each 

and all their due effect, and make a delightful whole. 





Tre VAupgvi_te.—Reapy ror a Brusu wit 
AN OPPONENT. 





Mr, ALFRED CaAprer’s At Homes, at the Steinway Hall, have 
been most successful hitherto ; the last takes place on the 9th proximo, 
at 8.30. Anybody in the slightest degree interested in such matters- 
pin-finding, &c.—should not miss this opportunity of going in for 
thorough enjoyment. The entertainment is Capper-tally carried out. 





THE Novelty Theatre appears to have entered upon its new career 
with conailigsbla spirit and success. Among the more interesting 
things will be a performance, next Tuesday, of A ALidsummer Night's 
Dream, by Mrs. Fairfax’s young lady students, the characters being 
performed entirely without masculine alloy; Madame Katti Lanner’s 
pupils personating the fairies. Selections from the ‘‘ Epic of Hades” 
will be included in the programme. On the 8th, 9th, and roth, Zhe 
Ticket of Leave Man will be played, under the management of Mr. 
E. D. Griffiths, in which Miss Jennie Lee will play Sam Willoughby 
for the first time in London, and Mr. K. Soutar will appear as Green 
ones. On the 14th and 16th the theatre will be in the possession of 
{iss Walter, with an Amateur Opera, and on the 24th Mrs. D’Arcy 
appears with Engaged. 


Nops AN» WINKS.—Mr. E. W. Godwin assumes managerial sway 
of the Opera Comique on the 3rd prox.; Mr. Hermann Vezin, Mr. 
W. Herbert, Mrs. Mackintosh, ‘*‘ the new beauty,” and her sister, Miss 
Janette Steer, will form some of the attractions; Mr. Harrington 





Tue Gaiery (morning ).—Miss-Cuter. 


‘fin tront,’’ 


Baily, who will be will form some more! They oper 


with Zhe Fool's f forget the Lionel Brough Com- 


mentary Farew Test ial Benefit at Drury Lat 














the committee includes mostly everybody, and a big success is confidently : 


anticipated.—A new three-act comedy, by 
Mr. Cunningham Bridgeman, was produced 
at the Gaiety on Wednesday last at a mavtinée, 
but I didn’t see it.—A morning performance 
at the Vaudeville to-day (Wednesday) will 
serve to elucidate some meaning in Adonts, 
I am told. I allude to Mr. Thomas Whiffens’ 
appearance in the American melo-drama, 

azel Kirke.—Mr. Austin Brereton’s ‘‘ Dra- 
matic Notes for 1885” are out at last ; better 
late than never, though, for these notes are 
invaluable.—Mrs. Langtry’s season at the 
Prince’s closes this week.—Zuriine, at the 
Avenue, passed its fiftieth night a fortnight 
ago. I believe it will be withdrawn early 
next month.—Some Americans are saying 
that the title of Mr. Gilbert’s next opera is 
The Khedive. don’t think that gentleman 
ever said so ; I don’t think Khe-deve-n whis- 
per it! —Mrs. Conover is going to give us 
Macbeth at the Olympic as a final effort, 
and run it to the end of her tenancy of what 
has scarcely been an El Dorado to her, I 
should think. A first-class Shakespearean 
company—(whatever that may mean !)—is 
to be engaged, and Locke’s music is to be 
performed. Well, I suppose there are some people who can encounter 
such a programme without flinching !—Miss Amy Roselle and Mr. H. B. 
Conway will shortly appear at a ~atinée in Harvest, a comedy by Mr. 
Hi. Hamilton.—A piece called Caught, an adaptation by Mr. Stanislaus 





NESTOR. 
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Calhaem, is to be produced this afternoon at the Comedy Theatre. 
NESTOR. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor or ** Fun,’ 


Moet 








S1r,—My niece and I have entered into a compact. As long as Im 
down here at Marbourne (and, as brother is standing this trip, and the 
weather looks like settling, I don’t mean to hurry home), on condition 
of my not bothering her with my tips, I’m to be allowed to let her stay 
in the confectioner’s all the morning, when we go for a walk, and pay 
for all she consumes. So, while she is ‘‘ pastry-cooking,” I sleep on the 
sands, It’s not such a one-sided arrangement as it looks, because I tell 
the confectioner to put it all down to brother! Well, here’s my 
Tip FOR THE NORTHUMBERLAND PLATE. 

Com@, muster, my hearties, and bring out your purses, 

Be ready to double and treble your cash ; 
And, whether I earn from you blessings or curses, 

I trust, most sincerely, you'll do nothing rash. 
Let Selby be glanced at, and treated politely, 

But look not to win with that animal, boys ; 
I’m anxious to favour the Radius slightly, 

Which truly a good reputation enjoys. 


But let not Scotilla be passed without weighing 
Each livening fro and each shattering con ; 
Aad Cardinal Wolsey (it goes without saying) 
’S a chap you should have just a little bit on. 
How's That in a place you are certain of finding 
(What place I don't say, and it doesn’t appear), 
But Nightcap’s the winner, I think you'll be finding, 
In spite of the chances of Charioteer. 
More particularly on Ormonde and 


) your eye on the Leger. 
TROPHONIUS. 


\ ours, Cc. , 
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EKNICKNACKS. 


_ A younc clerical philanthropist, who was slumming the other night, 
invited four male waifs to partake of a supper of comforting coffee and 
sustaining seed-cake at a stall in the street. 
While they were all enjoying a very enter- 
taining chat and a remarkably hearty meal, 
a muscular tramp appeared on the scene. 
He ate five slices of cake and drank three 
cups of coffee at the philanthropist’s expense, 
dilating meanwhile on his walking powers. 
He then asked the worthy little clergyman 
for the loan of five shillings. On this 
modest request being refused, the tramp 
manifested a keen desire to walk into the 
philanthropist, and walk off with his purse. 
The four waifs expressed their intense 
approval of the tramp’s prompt and vigorous line of action. A scrim- 
mage ensued, in which the benefactor was knocked down, danced upon, 
and relieved of his watch, chain, scarf-pin, and cash; and the ladies of 
this interesting young curate’s congregation now fear his beauty is spoiled 
for ever. Perhaps it is wise not to bea philanthropist in slums more 
than one can help. Our private opinion is, that gentlemen who desire 
to do good to their species in low dens should go about their missions 
a in chain-armour, and armed with self-cocking constabulary re- 
volvers. 





A RussIAn bachelor, who wallowed in wealth, recently died of Ger- 
man measles in St. Petersburg. He bequeathed his property to his 
nephew under the conditions that he will never smoke cigar, cigarette, 
or pipe; that he will never play cards; that within six months of the 
proving of the will he will marry; that he will never eat tallow for 
breakfast, or drink train oil till after dinner; and that he will make a 
point of washing himself at least every three months. The nephew has 
indignantly declined to take the fortune with such monstrous stipula- 
tions attached to it. 


IT seems that a certain American millionaire employs four cooks on 
board his yacht. Yet he considers fate has been unkind to him, be- 
cause he cannot eat more than five meals a day without feeling a trifle 
out of sorts. He is also a little disturbed in his mind about the period 
he came into the world—in relation to money matters. He often 
moans with a sad, sweet smile, ‘‘Ah me! If I had been born ten 
years earlier, I would have been a richer man—you bet.” 


A MIDDLESBOROUGH lady called on a woman who keeps a butter 
shop, to settle a small account. A dispute arose concerning one item, 
which led to a personal encounter. After receiving a sharp bite from 
the vendor of butter, the lady dexterously dodged, feinted, landed her 
sinister mawley heavily on her opponent’s frontispiece, and sent the 
gentle biter sprawling inte a large case of eggs. This very heavy fall 
was made worse by the lady dropping on her antagonist with all her 
weight. At the police court a question was raised as to the value of 
the eggs. After a long argument, a solicitor remarked that he was 
‘“Safraid the egg case was bad.” The stipendiary warbled that it was 
‘* thoroughly rotten,” and advised the combatants to ‘‘ kiss and make 
friends.” 


HE was a Viennese tailor suffering from an enlarged liver, and con- 
sulted an eminent Austrian physician a few days ago. The doctor 
informed him that he had better emigrate to Fiji, sell himself to the 
natives as material for a tasty paw de foie gras, and send the money over 
to his wife. This diagnosis of his case so ‘‘ needled” the tailor that 
he fired two revolver shots at the man of physic, removing a portion 
of one of his ears, and letting daylight through one of hisarms. He then 
proceeded to doctor himself by taking seven leaden pills in rapid succes- 
sion, They proved too strong for his constitution, and snapped his thread 
of life. The tailor now sleeps ’neath a very beautiful weeping willow. 


AN action to recover sixpence was brought in the Edinburgh Small- 
Debt Court the other day. The case was dismmsed ; but the litigants, 
midst peals of laughter, claimed expenses. Both plaintiff and defendant 
seemed to consider themselves deeply-wronged beings, and a barrister 
misquoted as they retired, 


‘*O, wad some pow’r the giftie gie “em 
To see theysels as others see ‘em. 


A FRENCH newspaper says, ‘* We esteem the English army, but if it 
should one day find itself face to face with the Turks, who are the best 
soldiers in the world, we shall be curious to see the result.” Before the 
Franco-German War, every Gaul considered the French warriors to be 
by a long, long chalk the best soldiers in creation. It is satisfactory to 
find that since their terrible thrashing some of the Gallic cocks have 
become more retiring, and crow less loudly than in former years. 














| mentary train. 


| of justice for the /z//-ers of the counter. 
| pleads for Bill to be passed, and Lords read it a third time, “‘to oblige 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MoNnDAY.—From the appearance of the peers’ hat- in lobby, it 
would seem as if the longest day were midwinter ; caine inchanaens 
of season accounts for cool reception given to proposal for Indian 
Committee. This measure is shabbily shunted, and noble lords shuttle- 
cock the blame from side to side. Meanwhile India, waiting patiently 
for needed reforms, has to wait longer still because Parliamentary atten- 
tion is monopolised by more clamorous claimants—new setting of old 
saw, ‘* Everything comes to the man who shouts,” Returning Officers’ 
Expenses Bill read second time, after vital principle throwing expenses on 
rates cut out. Lords glad to learn from Kimberley that rumour ground- 
less as to Colonel Lockhart having been ensnared in Khoosh ; so far 
from being in a state of gin and Khoosh bitters, Lockhart well and 
Lock-h(e)arty. 

Commons.—Stafford Howard introduces Indian Budget. No con- 
nection with Kensington show, though it deals with what’s Owin’. 
Slight surplus in estimates, but the rupee still /ac(k)ing in value. Sir 
George Campbell, in the interesting and vivacious style that distinguishes 
him (when the Campbell’s a-coming lots are sure to be going), insinuates 
the thin end of the wedge of Home Rule for India. Well, the cry may 
be louder yet, and sooner than we dream, if Great Britain lets her 
senators neglect and muddle Indian affairs much longer. Sam Smith 
wants the maximum age for native candidates for I.C.S. raised to 
twenty-two, or exams. held in Calcutta and Madras. Request reason- 
able as Civil. Irish Municipal Franchise Bill in Committee. G.O.M. 
absent ‘‘ makin’ them sicker,” so the ‘‘ bhoys” have a high old time. 
Conservatives huffed, and walk out of House. And these are the men 
sent from England, Ireland, and Scotland to transact the nation’s 
business, John Bull seriously thinks of picking his next candidates 
from the infant schools of the country. 




















**AND PANTING RANDOLPH TOILED AFTER HIM IN VAIN.‘ 


Nobody sings ‘‘ Willie we have missed you!” more fervently than 
Randy, but since W. is indulging in ‘‘excursions,” K. has to solace 
himself with ‘‘alarms.” ‘‘ Gone away, left no address,” applies to the 
G.O.M., so Randy supplies the Address, by means of which he invokes 
the wrath of heaven and earth upon the guard and stoker of the Parlia- 


Tuesday and Wednesday.—Lords busy with Shop Hours Regulation 
Bill. Much has been done for tillers of the soil; this is an instalment 
Archbishop of Canterbury 


Benson.” 
Thursday.—Both Houses meet to wind up the Parliamentary clock, 
the last clang of which is drowned in the disorder of faction. 


Lord Barrington consoled with information that Calshot Castle not to 
be destroyed ; and, in like spirit of anti-Vandalism, Commons reject 
Bill to preserve ‘‘ sunny Shanklin” from the railway ogre. 

Satarday.—The eleventh Parliament of Her Most Gracious Majesty 
Queen Victoria, begun in cackle, dies in chaos. The clang is silent in 
the Clock Tower, and the Tower of Modern Babel gives out its confu- 
sion of tongues. 








BRAZILIAN doctors have been inoeulating thousands of subjects for 
yellow fever, with most satisfactory results. The advocates of inocula- 
tion, at a meeting of the Société de Biologie, of Paris, were charmed 
with the reports from Brazil ; and one enthusiast stated that he believed 
every disease on the face of the globe, from alcoholism to franc-bor- 
rowing, could be stamped out by inoculation. Immediately the enthu- 
siast expressed this opinion, several thirsty and impecunious members 
offered themselves up as unselfish atoms willing to be experimented on. 
Experimentalists fought shy. 





































































































290 FUN. Joxe 30, 1966. 



























THE HORTIFELIS ERADICATOR, OR GARDEN CAT,—ITS POWER OF OVERCOMING OBSTACLES. 
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felis r ed its centinuity, and purred again. 
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MR. GLADSTONE’S PERSONALLY-CONDUCTED TOUR. 


THE OLD MAN IN A HURRY.” 
— Se RANDY'S Littl Manifesto. 
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TOO PRESUMPTUODUS! 


—e and Bathos! Thor and Topseyturveydom! What have 
we here? 

The words seemed to proceed from the centre of the earth; they 
came to the ear 
like the mur- 
mur of far-off 
thunder, or like 
the warning 
rumble of an 
earthquake; 
they were full 
of the solemnity 
and impressive- 
ness of things 
long buried. 
Then there was 
a commotion in 
the North Sea, 
the surface was 
violently agitat- 
ed; and anon 
there appeared 
a crested helm, 
then a wild face wearing a long fair moustache, then a bust clad in 
ring-mail, a hand grasping a strong bow, another hand clutching a 
round shield. It was the Norseman of Old. He shook the glistening 
drops from his brawny form, and again swore fearfully. 

‘* Balder the Beautiful! By our Lord Odin! Hammers and Sagas! 
What’s in the wind ?” 

** You seem much perturbed,” we said ; for we chanced to be there. 
** May we ask what grave circumstance———” 

The proud Norseman’s imperious eye flashed contemptuoudly‘upon us, 
and surveyed us insultingly from head to foot. Then the Sea King 
once more spoke. 

** Miserable descendant of the vanquished, and offspring of slaves ; 
for I note ye are from the island of Britain.” 

We meekly admitted it, for we are not so very proud of our country 
just at present. 

**It is true,” we faltered, ‘‘ that Parnell, and Ford, and the Irish 
Americans hold us at present under their thumb, but a 

** Silence!” thundered the Scandinavian. ‘‘ We speak not of the 
present, but of the time when ye trembled at the sight of our raven- 
prowed war-ships. Ye are slaves always, ye of Britain. Ours was the 
conquering, yours the yielding arm. hat know ye of ships, or of blue 
water, or of the battle on the rolling wave, or of naval glory, ye of 
Britain?” 

We humbly admitted that the British fleet was not at present exactly 
in a condition to——but the Norseman shouted at us again : 

**Silence! I tell thee I spoke not of the present. Who, say ye, 
were masters of the wave—ye of Britaiz, or the Viking?” 

‘Oh, if you please, the Viking gentlemen,” we stammered. 

‘*Then, look ye, craven; what means /Ais insuli—this mockery— 
this reversing of all precedent? Read!” 

He handed us a copy of a newspaper, and pointed with his silver- 
tipped bow to a paragraph, It read as follows :— 

** A Scandinavian Regatta is shortly to be held. Messrs. Parlour, of 
the London Rowing Club, have gone to Sweden to coach the crews.” 

‘‘What have you to say to ¢Aat?” thundered the Norseman, as his 
eye flashed unpleasantly. 

‘**If you please, it certainly 7s very presumptuous; but we feel sure 
that nothing in any way disrespectful or—or——” 

The Scandinavian raised his mighty axe. ‘* Now mark!” he said. 
** Ye remember that ship of mine which they found upon the shore, and 
have putin a museum? Good! J/shall be at this regatta in that ship, 
and then we shall see who is the most cunning in these exercises. Put 
money on thy craven islanders at thy peril! Go, slave!” The axe 
came down, and we remember no more. 
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R.A.-R,.A.-ngements, 
A SUMMER-Y INDICTMENT. 
** SUMMER FISHING ” is the picture Mr. Colin Hunter sends, 
But for another title some are wishing ; 
The choice of such a name has really startled many friends— 
They didn’t know that Summer went a-fishing ! 





Ripe Ourran's, 


A SPEECH made by Curran, exactly ene hundred years ago, is being 


trotted about to elucidate one of the present political problems. No 


doubt the circulators deemed it necessary to g@ve it Curran-cy. 








The Old Man in a Hurry. 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


WHAT a perambulation 
To rouse an agitation, 
And make for votes a strenuous appeal ! 
The Old Man in a hurry 
About the land doth 
A-dragging Johnny Bull behind his heel. 


His swift perambulation 
Excites to perturbation 
The hesitating minds of many men ; 
And as his voice’s thunder 
Is heard, they can but wonder 
To find how much is quite past common ken. 


The fierce perambulation 
Succeeds to admiration 

In tumbling over some that stop the way ; 
Whilst those who'd fain escape him, 
As well as those who'd ape him, 

All list to what the Old Man has to say. 


This grand perambulation 
Must satisfy the nation— 
Were proof required—the Old Man is no fool ; 
And if they cannot sweetly 
Agree with him completely, 
At least they will know something of Home Rule. 


Rosy-Posy. 
[It is said that ‘‘ ladies will wear posies on all occasions this year.’’] 


Some fashions are ugly, and others are strange, 
And merely arranged for the sake of a change ; 

But some sense, you'll admit, #zs new fashion discloses, 
For flowers are pretty, and always admired 
In whatever the lady of fashion’s attired, 

So we'll welcome this scheme Lovely Woman pro-posies. 








Victor Hugo's Idea of Paradise. 

PARENTS always young and children always little; living in a realm 
(cela va sans dire) where rent, rates, taxes, butchers’ bills, and the 
Divorce Court are e¢ce/eras unknown to the experience of young house- 
keepers, as teething, whooping cough, measles, and croup~to say 
nothing of crooked pins—are to their angelic offspring. 




















\ fy . i? WK 
ah) sh) iy, \ } 
1 ths i 
My Wis \¥ 
WH \ iat YM | VW 


li, WMA Ly \h j Hebesa ee 
maya} say | tii a 
| WW : I. a \ LoB \R 


\\ 
I 
| 
fi) . 
ih th ‘ 


GIVING HIM A BIT OF HER MIND. | °: 


Medical Student.—‘‘1 beg to protest, Mrs. Pincher. I am nota 
loafin’, hill-bmed wagabone, as you say. As a matter of fact, I rather 
pride myself on my descent.” 

Landlady.—‘* Werry likely, Mr. Sawsplint !—werry likely! Tho’ 
I wonders at it, ’avin’ descenderd thet low-down. But / don’t trust 
yer no longer for tea, nor creases, nor srimps, nor periwinkuls, / don’t. 
Mark my words!" _ — 
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SKETCHES IN JUNE. 
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RACING NOTE. For tardy saints, not yet arrived, and heard 
(By Ong THAT Knows Noruine Azour It.) Senior’ the di of — pine toe 
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LIGHT WEIGHT SELLING, 











CASTLE ADAMANT; 
OR, FOUNDED UPON PILLS. 
By times rose one who made medicaments; 
Ointments and pills ; and sold them through the town, 
And made a fortune by their sale. 
But ere 
He left this under-world, he planned to raise 
A college, as King Gama’s daughter did, 
To women sole restrict ; and had part raised, 
And one who'd wed his sister finished it, 
And she who ruled the country opened it. 
But, ere this last, a mandate went and came 
That all the Press should view it privately. 
Who came with hungry pen and noting eye, 
And lips all questions of the this and that, 
The how, the wherefore, and the wherewithal. 
sarees we lea 
The wind was cold, I know not why, 
And scarce a day was ever dry ; 
And then the sun came out, 
And blessings on the wind and rain 
That compassed us about, 
And made us doubly glad again 
To see the sun come out. 
A prince I was, blue-eyed and fair in face,” 
And thrall to Mr. Fun, the humorous, 
And said, ‘‘ This quest be mine ;” and mine it was. 
Then up through Egham town we drave in brakes 
To-where, fair perched upon a breezy height, 
The stately college rose—the Royal Holloway, 
Red- bricked, renaissant, dressed with Portland stone. 
We, courteous met, descended. ‘* Then we strolled 
For half the day through stately theatres ;” 
The chapel noted, rich with gilding, fair 
With pictured symbols, and with space reserved 














The kitchen, the museum, too, and peeped 

Where ogo had spread the student couch, 

And into ies—airy, sumptuous, 
Broad-windowed each, unto the spreading earth, 
Whence vestal eyes might search for man, And so 
About long corridors, whose varnished length 
Grew sand-polluted with the step of men ; 

And in the Recreation Hall, where hang 

Fair pictures, cream of all the goodly years, 

Whose cost is told with prideful roll, as though 
The larger sum the better bargain made ; 

And round the spacious, far extending grounds, 
Low-walled, that Love may find an easy leap, 
With shrubberies where whisp’ring Love may walk. 


Then came the welcome call to lunch ; and soon 
There floated incense from the fragrant weed, 

Scarce like to float thereafter ; toasts were drunk, 
And speeches made, and songs ; and one who sang 
Sang not ‘‘ The Swallow,” but ‘‘ The Minstrel Boy.” 
Indeed, ‘‘ The Swallow ” had been personal 
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To Mr. Martin-Holloway, who spoke, 


When presently he spoke, all modestly. 
And Colonel Sewell had arranged things well ; 
And all was well, ‘‘ and home well pleased we went.” 








AN eccentric gentleman, whose spirit soared forth lately, kept a year] 
accomnt of the number of kisses exchanged with his wife, until grim death 
interposed and told him that his race had run, and his kissing days were 
over. During the first year of matrimonial bliss the kisses ran up to the 
vespectable figure of 45,644. During the last five years of wedded life 
the happy pair enly kissed when the husband started on, or returned 
from a journey. The number of kisses registered throughout this entire 
period amounted to fourteen and a half. The widow avers that he gave 
the other half, by accident, to the housemaid. The eccentric gentleman 
left a document stating that he was in the habit of devouring his wife 
with kisses in the early days of wedlock, but, finding she disagreed with 
him, he was obliged to give up the practice, 





THE credulous American-Irish still continue to send very large sums 
of money to the uncrowned King of Ireland and his whisky-saturated 
satellites, thus wasting cash that would be a boon to their starving 
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